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            Chapter 1

          

          
            Don’t Fence Me In

          

        

      

    

    
      McNeal Ranch Land, Near Cheyenne, Wyoming Territory, June 1885

      There was a lot to be said about witnessing a sunrise. Sure, plenty of people made a big ruckus about watching the sun set each day, but it took a special breed to not only be awake before the sun crested the eastern horizon, but also be able to appreciate what they were witnessing as the first light of a new day soiled across the land.

      Margaret McNeal was one of those people. As she sat atop her prized horse, perched on the eastern ridge overlooking the land that made up her cattle ranch, she couldn’t help but smile as she felt the first rays of the sun’s light softly caress her lightly freckled cheeks, evidence of years spent riding in the sunlight. Even the wide brim of the open-crown hat she wore couldn’t fully protect her from the sun, not that she cared.

      Even with the sun rising up over the horizon, Margaret still pulled her well-worn brown duster close around her body. Despite the June heat that the sun was sure to bring to the Wyoming grasslands, night still brought a chill to the air that lingered well into the morning.

      I could really do with a cup of coffee right about now, she mused, her lithe but deceptively strong body reacting to the thought of the sweet and warming elixir by suddenly remembering how cool the morning air was. Margaret shivered, but in a way that bespoke a secret delight at being privy to this moment in time, when the world was still cool but the dawn’s light was emerging to dispel the cold with blessed warmth.

      At 28 years old, Margaret was the proud owner of one of the largest and most successful cattle ranches in the Wyoming territory. Many said that if it weren’t for the railroads, the McNeal Ranch would have withered and died, but others knew better. The success of the McNeal Ranch was due in no small part to the determination and knowledge of Margaret McNeal.

      Margaret had inherited the ranch from her father after his untimely passing seven years prior. Though she, her mother, and her sister had been heartbroken at his loss, Margaret held firm to everything that her father had taught her, from managing a herd and dealing with ranch hands to how to be one of the best riders in the territory.

      Remembering the extensive riding lessons her father had given her and her sister, Leyla, always brought a smile to Margaret’s lips. Their father had been a cavalryman in the Union Army during the war and had been touted as an expert rider, which made his choice to move west and start a ranch a natural one.

      What most folks hadn’t considered natural was his choice to pass his lessons along to his daughters. Most folks told Peter McNeal he shouldn’t be filling his daughters’ heads with thoughts of riding the range and tending herds and that he and his wife, Abigail, should just try and have a son who could one day handle the ranch.

      Despite his years in the Union Army, Peter McNeal had retained his freethinking nature and resolutely refused to listen to what society tried to convince him was “proper” for his girls. That same spirited determination was reflected in his daughters, especially Margaret.

      Margaret had loved horses as long as she could remember, loving everything about the magnificent creatures. In her mind, the only thing that could rival watching the majesty and elegance of a stallion galloping across the plains was riding atop it, feeling every impact of its hooves as it moved like lightning.

      Thinking of her father and what he’d taught her about riding horses, reminded Margaret that she was falling behind in her morning routine. Taking a firm but gentle hold of the reins, she gave her chestnut-hued steed, Apollo, a squeeze with her legs to coax him forward. The horse gave a blast of air from his nostrils as he was put in motion, heading off in the direction his rider had set him in. As she rode, her long brunette braid whipped in the wind in her wake, much like the tail of the horse she rode.

      With one hand on the reins, Margaret reached down and lovingly patted the steed’s long and lustrous mane. Apollo was the first horse her father had ever let her break, back when she was only nineteen and he was but a young colt.

      She still recalled the satisfaction and exhilaration of lassoing the wild beast, the adrenaline that coursed through her veins as she approached him with the rope held firmly in her hands, and the sense of terror and excitement as she mounted him and he immediately began bucking, taking offense to her thinking she could ride him.

      Margaret giggled as she remembered her father calling out cheers of encouragement as she held on for dear life. Breaking a horse hinged on maintaining one’s balance while simultaneously trying to calm the creature down. Even a momentary lapse in concentration could have sent her flying, possibly even breaking her neck.

      But she’d held fast to the bucking colt, and he’d eventually calmed down, becoming acclimated to her presence. From that day forward, he’d been her personal mount, and she always strove to take care of him just as her father had taught her.

      “Outside of dogs and books,” her father had told her, “horses are truly mankind’s greatest friends. If you take care of them, they’ll repay the kindness tenfold.”

      She also laughed as she remembered how her mother had reacted to learning that her oldest daughter had ridden an untamed horse. The memory of her walloping her father with a sack of flour before forcing him to sleep in the barn for two nights always brought a smile to her face.

      Riding on the downward slope of the eastern ridge brought Margaret into the shade of the hill, away from the sun’s first rays of light. It also brought her close to the creek that flowed through the ranch, supplying the family and the herd with fresh water. But there was a particular spot near the creek that she was headed toward.

      Situated underneath a crooked juniper tree, near the creek that fed the humble but prosperous ranch, Peter McNeal’s grave ensured that he’d always have a place in the shade to rest under throughout the year. Margaret fondly remembered the days she’d spent playing and resting with her father underneath the tree. It only seemed fitting that this was where he should rest.

      With practiced ease, she dismounted Apollo and gave the animal a gentle pat on his mane, her way of telling him to stay put. The animal understood, stooping his head down to start nibbling at the grass beneath him while his rider tended to her business.

      Despite his dreams of grandeur concerning the ranch, Peter McNeal had been a proud but humble man, and that was reflected in his gravestone, a simple cross carved from the local stone with his name carved on it along with the declaration of his being a “devoted husband and loving father.” As Margaret knew well, those were the two things that he took the greatest pride in.

      Margaret dipped a hand into one of her pockets and withdrew a shot glass. Though some people would question why a young lady would carry a shot glass around with her, she preferred not to really care what people would think of her little ritual, hence why she usually did this so early in the morning.

      “Cheers to you, Papa,” Margaret McNeal said with a wistful sigh, placing the shot glass atop the simple stone cross that marked her father’s final resting place.

      Reaching into one of the deep interior pockets of her duster, she withdrew a bottle of whiskey, aged several years to perfection, or as close to perfection as one was likely to get out on the plains. Bringing the bottle up to her lips, she took hold of the cork with her teeth and pulled it free with an audible pop before spitting the cork out into her waiting hand.

      The aroma of the whiskey always helped her wake up a little more, but before she’d take a nip herself, she made sure to fill the glass she’d brought for her father.

      Margaret could still remember when her father had loaded her mother, her baby sister, and herself up into a wagon and had set off west, taking advantage of the Homestead Act put into law by the late President Lincoln. Her father had had a dream of heading west and finding a new place where he could make a new life for his family.

      And now Margaret McNeal was dead set on making sure that her father’s dream came to fruition. She’d worked tirelessly in the years since his passing to ensure that the ranch prospered, and that meant having to sacrifice a few things.

      Love and marriage were two of those things, but Margaret had quietly decided that she was better off without them. Though it remained a point of contention between herself and her mother, Margaret had been holding firmly against the advances of suitors coming to her doorstep ever since her father had passed.

      Some of them had been genuine, while others were just in it to snooker her ranch away from her. The latter annoyed her more than the former, since they were always the types of men who believed that women should be submissive to men, seen and not heard, and know their place at all times.

      Well, Margaret McNeal knew her place all right, and it wasn’t below any sly-talking huckster who had an eye for her cattle and her land. No, she wasn’t going to give up her freedom for any man that came trotting along with flowers and promises of taking care of her. She’d been taking care of herself, her mother, and her sister quite successfully for several years now.

      Truth be told, Margaret preferred staying away from courtship. Taking time for courting would mean having to take time away from tending to the ranch, the herd, and her other little passion in life: show riding.

      It was something she’d stumbled onto during one of her rides into Cheyenne a few years prior. She’d seen posters advertising a demonstration of horse riding skills and her interest had been piqued. However, when she went to the demonstration at the local corral, she had been woefully disappointed.

      The riders who had put on the demonstration were good, there was no doubt about that, but they were more utilitarian in their riding. They rode just as a method of getting from one place to another, whereas for Margaret, riding was her passion.

      The next time she’d been in Cheyenne and heard about an upcoming riding show, she asked around to see if she could get in on it. The proprietor of the event had initially scoffed at the idea of a woman being a show rider, but then he gave it some thought and realized that it’d make for an interesting novelty act. And since Margaret could supply her own horse, there was no way he could lose out on the deal.

      The day of the show saw Margaret announced to a mixed reception from the crowd: some folks were jeering, others laughing, and a few genuinely intrigued. All she did was pull her brim down low and smile as she kicked Apollo forward and put on a demonstration of riding skill and trickery that put the cowboys to shame.

      Her father had taught her a lot of the tricks that he’d learned as a cavalryman, including a few that he himself had come up with. Margaret had been awestruck as a little girl, watching her father perform his daring tricks on horseback and promising to teach her one day.

      He’d fulfilled his promise, and now Margaret McNeal was a name synonymous with being one of the best riders in the whole of the Wyoming Territory, maybe even west of the Mississippi River. She took it all in her stride, preferring to let her skills do the talking rather than any actual bragging.

      Taking a small pull of the bottle, Margaret let the contents warm her body up against the cool morning air. It certainly wasn’t coffee, but it was better than nothing out here. As she reached out and grasped the shot glass she’d placed on her father’s gravestone, she turned it over and let the contents spill out onto the grass that covered his plot.

      Again, some folks would have called her mad for wasting perfectly good whiskey like that, but Margaret hadn’t gotten where she was by listening to what other people thought of her. It was her way of keeping in touch with her father, even though he’d been gone for so long.

      Replacing the bottle of whiskey back inside of her duster, Margaret gave her father’s grave one more look just before she mounted Apollo again, the horse picking up his head once again as he felt the familiar weight of his rider settle onto his back.

      Keep resting peacefully, Papa, she prayed quietly. I’m not going to stop until the McNeal Ranch is a name that commands respect from every rancher from Atlantic to Pacific.

      Giving Apollo another squeeze of her legs, the two set off at a brisk trot across the verdant lands of the ranch, heading toward the homestead and, hopefully, a cup of coffee.

      I’m going to need that coffee if I’m going to be ready for the show today, she reminded herself.

      Behind her, the sun was already making its swift climb across the sky, casting its warming glow across the land and causing all manner of creatures to begin stirring.
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      After leading Apollo back into his stable and making sure he had his feedbag on, Margaret made her way into the home her father had built when their family had first settled out here. It had started out as a simple one-level ranch, with just enough space for a kitchen, a bedroom for her parents, a bedroom she and her sister shared, and a parlor room.

      But as the years went by and the ranch had grown more successful, Peter McNeal had been able to expand on the home, adding a second level and a bit more living space where possible. Margaret was thankful for her father’s success, since it meant she and her sister were able to have separate bedrooms.

      Entering in through the kitchen door, Margaret found that her prayers for coffee had been answered. Standing at the wood-burning stove in a simple housedress, her mother, Abigail McNeal, was already working on breakfast, an iron skillet in one hand and a pot full of hot coffee in the other.

      Abigail was a mirror reflection of her daughter, the only differences between them being Abigail’s red hair liberally sprinkled with spots of gray, a slightly thicker figure due to birthing and raising two daughters, and a still beautiful face lined by years of work and raising her children. But she was as fierce as any woman who had followed a man into the west, and she had a penchant for wisdom well beyond her 45 years.

      Before Margaret had even said so much as a good morning, her mother had poured a steaming cup of coffee into a tin cup and handed it to her daughter with a smile.

      Margaret took the cup into her hands, feeling its warmth radiate outward as she smiled gratefully at the woman who had raised her.

      “Good morning, Maggie,” Abigail greeted, still calling her daughter by the more adorable form of her name. “How was your father doing this morning?”

      Margaret chuckled as she took a sip of the inky black contents of the cup, letting it warm her entire being. She knew her mother meant the question in jest. After all, Peter McNeal had taught them that it was a great disservice to a loved one if you didn’t laugh at them after they were gone.

      “Morning, Mama,” she replied, smiling in return. “And you know Papa, just lying about under that tree. I think he intends to spend all day there again.”

      The two women laughed quietly at their long-running joke. They both knew that had he been standing there, Peter would have been half-heartedly grumbling about the women in his life being the death of him.

      “I think he takes it easy under that tree because he knows the ranch is safe in your hands,” Abigail said, reminding her daughter of the faith her father had had in her and the faith that she still had in her.

      Reaching over and grabbing a tin plate with a knife and fork on it, Abigail took the skillet she was handling and deposited two eggs on it before handing it to her daughter.

      Margaret took the plate with a “thank you” and moved to sit down at the table where the loaf of bread her mother had baked the day before sat. Pulling her chair up to the table, she took the loaf in hand and used the knife to cut two thick slices off before depositing them on her plate.

      Behind her, Abigail was already setting about cooking two more eggs in the skillet, expertly cracking each one in hand.

      “Speaking of taking it easy,” Margaret began as she placed one of the eggs atop a slice of bread, “is Leyla still asleep? She’s never going to get anywhere learning about show riding if all she ever rides is that bed.” The brunette punctuated her statement by taking a healthy bite of her bread and eggs.

      “Now, now, Maggie,” her mother countered calmly as she poured a cup of coffee for herself. “Leyla’s still easing herself into the idea of show riding. Remember, even under your father’s guidance, she didn’t take to riding as quickly as you did. But you know she idolizes you and your skills.”

      Margaret gave a small hum of acknowledgement as she took a sip of her coffee, feeling the revitalizing liquid doing its work and clearing any lingering fog from her brain. “Frankly, I’m amazed you let her start learning how to, Mama,” she stated. “After all, you know she’s going to copy me and everything I learned from Papa.”

      Abigail gave a weary but knowing smile in response to her daughter. “I knew that any child of Peter McNeal would have his love of horses and riding the same as he did,” she sighed. “I knew that when I married your father, and I made my peace with it long ago. You and your sister have riding in your blood, and there’s no fighting that.”

      “Besides,” Abigail continued, “there won’t be any time to give Leyla her training today. You have a show to attend in Cheyenne today, don’t you?” Abigail knew the comings and goings of her daughters better than they did, but she still phrased it as a question.

      Margaret had finished her first bread and egg and was preparing to start in on the second. “Yes, I do, Mama. And I’ve already talked to all of the ranch hands and laid out their workloads for the day. Things will run smoothly while I’m in town.”

      “Speaking of ranch hands,” Abigail mused, momentarily turning her attention away from the stove, “have you given any thought to putting out the word that we’re looking to hire? It’s been two weeks since young Henry Mathers set out to seek his fortunes in California and we still haven’t started looking for a replacement.”

      

      Margaret paused mid-bite, eyeing her mother cautiously. She knew that what her mother was asking was a legitimate question, but she had the distinct feeling that there was something more implied by it.

      She swallowed her mouthful of bread and egg before she answered. “Well, right now we’re maintaining the herd pretty well with the ranch hands we still have. The ones destined for market won’t be ready for another month, and with Cheyenne’s railhead so close I don’t think we need too many to make sure they all stick together between here and there.”

      “That may be, Maggie,” her mother replied, “but as your father would say, it never hurts to play with a full deck. And there are plenty of nice young men travelling through Cheyenne right now that you could…”

      “Mother,” Margaret stated in an even but firm tone. She only ever said ‘mother’ if she didn’t like where a conversation was going, and she now had no doubts about what was on her mother’s mind. “We’ve discussed this: I’m not going to marry the first cowpoke or land baron that comes along through Cheyenne and that’s that.”

      Abigail heaved a long-suffering sigh at her daughter’s prideful and resolute determination to remain unmarried. To Margaret, getting married meant having to give up certain freedoms that she wanted to keep hold of as long as she could. No matter how much Margaret’s mother explained how she had married Peter when they were both in their teens; it was like throwing a wet rag against a stone wall: she was determined not to yield.

      “I just want to see you happy, Maggie,” she said, turning back to her cooking. “I know you’re busy with managing the ranch and your show riding, but remember that there’s more to life than ranching and riding.”

      Margaret finished her breakfast with a final gulp and a sigh, looking at her mother’s back with eyes filled at once with sorrow and determination. She knew her mother meant well, but she didn’t like the idea of being forced to find a husband just because it would mean she had someone to protect her. In her mind, her protection was her own responsibility.

      Still, she couldn’t help but feel a twinge of sorrow at rebelling against her mother’s hopes. But for right now, she had preparations to make for the show. Addressing her mother’s concerns would have to come later.

      Standing up from the table, she crossed the floor over to the stove and gave her mother a chaste peck on the cheek, something she’d done to both her parents ever since she was little.

      “Thanks for rustling up breakfast, Mama,” she said sincerely. “If you need me, I’ll be in the southern pasture with Apollo.”

      Abigail managed a smile at her daughter’s display of gratitude. “Anything for you, Maggie,” she replied. “Be safe out there, and don’t do anything too crazy.”

      “I will and I won’t,” Margaret said as she turned to head to her bedroom. But just before she left, she remembered something else. “Oh, and if any of the ranch hands come in and say they’re hearing the sounds of a rifle firing, that’s just me.”

      Before Abigail could ask what her daughter meant by that, Margaret had disappeared from the kitchen, leaving her mother to wonder just what, exactly, her daughter had planned this time.
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      After retrieving a certain item or two from her bedroom and getting Apollo out of his stable again, Margaret made her way through the center of the ranch on the way to the empty southern pasture, where she’d have all the space she needed to train.

      Passing through the center of the ranch, she couldn’t help but admire everything that had been accomplished.

      For the first few years, the ranch’s sole buildings were the house, the stable, a chicken coop, the feed silo, and a well. As her father had become more successful, he’d been able to afford to hire a few ranch hands, so a bunkhouse was built for them to rest in, a decent-sized cattle corral was added, and even a proper windmill was built to draw up water from the ground. Before he’d passed, he’d even managed to have a fence installed around the bulk of their property, even out in the pastures.

      Under Margaret’s guidance, the ranch had expanded to include a second bunkhouse for more ranch hands, an enlarged stable, a second and third cattle corral, and even a bathhouse. Since her father’s passing, Margaret had worked hard to ensure that the ranch would prosper.

      The sun had climbed higher into the sky by that point, and the ranch hands were starting to stir. Some of them were long-serving veterans under the McNeal’s employment, while others were greener or just seasonal. But they all had one thing in common: respect for Margaret McNeal.

      The ride to the southern pasture was uneventful, Apollo keeping a steady pace the whole way. Upon reaching the fence that marked the border of her property, Margaret dismounted from her horse and set about her training regimen.

      Time to see if my aim really has improved, she thought with restrained excitement as she pulled a sack full of empty bottles—courtesy of donations from the ranch hands—and a loaded Henry rifle from the saddle.

      Now, most folks would scoff at the idea of a 28-year-old woman owing and managing her own ranch, but the idea of a woman who was a marksman would strike them as downright laughable. But low and behold, there she was, Miss Margaret McNeal, daughter of a Union cavalryman and a sure shot with a rifle.

      Now she just had to see if she could hit a target while her horse was leaping through the air.

      At the previous show she had attended, a few of the other riders had decided to show off their skills with iron, much to the enjoyment of the crowds. Margaret, who wasn’t one for lying down and being upstaged, decided that it was time to brush up on her marksmanship skills.

      The trick sounded relatively simple, but there were quite a few variables to consider. Shooting at a target from a moving horse was one thing, but shooting and actually hitting something on a horse in mid leap was another.

      Still, she’d never heard of anyone else ever succeeding at it, or even attempting it for that matter. It’d wow the crowds in Cheyenne and give her a leg up on the other show riders.

      Margaret quickly set about setting up her little makeshift shooting gallery. Travelling 50 yards along the fence line, she set up her targets on the top of the rail in a neat line. Satisfied that they wouldn’t topple, she made her way back to Apollo and checked her weapon.

      The 1862 Henry rifle was a wonderful piece, perfect for shooters who needed the extra ammunition. The lever-action rifle held sixteen .44 rimfire cartridges, giving it plenty of stopping power. It had been a gift from her father and had been the same one he’d used in the Union Cavalry.

      In her hands, the nearly four-foot-long rifle felt like an extension of herself, much like when she rode Apollo. With the rifle in hand, she remounted her chestnut-hued horse and gave him a reassuring pat on the head, knowing that he wasn’t going to enjoy what she had planned. She’d spent the last several weeks training on firing and hitting a target from a moving horse. Now she just had to see if she could hit a target from a jumping horse.

      In order to steady the rifle for the shot, she’d have to let go of the reins for a moment. Her legs were strong, built from years of riding Apollo, but there was something about the idea of letting go of the reins while in midair that gave her pause.

      Still, if I’m going to impress those crowds, then I need to give them something new and exciting, she thought glibly. Once more, she gave Apollo a squeeze of her legs and sent him galloping away from the fence, at least a hundred yards.

      At a hundred yards out, she decided to make sure her sights were aligned before she attempted her little stunt. Bringing the Henry up to her shoulder, she peered down the barrel toward the bottles lined up on the fence. Slowly, expertly, she lined up with a green glass bottle. She adjusted her angle, counted to three, and then let out a deep breath as her finger graced the trigger.

      The Henry boomed its massive report, sending its projectile hurtling toward her target. The green bottle shattered in an instant, sending glass flying everywhere. Apollo whinnied for a moment, his ears twitching from the sound of the shot, but he remained calm, not even lifting so much as a hoof in response.

      Satisfied with her practice shot, Margaret cocked the lever of the rifle, ejecting the spent cartridge and driving a new one into place while priming the hammer for the next shot.

      I made that shot at a hundred yards sitting still, she thought proudly. Let’s see if I can pip the ace at fifty yards in the middle of a jump.

      Once again gripping the Henry in both hands, Margaret took a deep breath as she spurred Apollo forward into a gallop, heading straight for the fence line. As soon as he reached the fence, Apollo would leap over it without the slightest provocation from her.

      At seventy yards out from the fence, Margaret took aim with the rifle, once again bringing the butt of the gun up to her shoulder.

      At fifty yards, she picked out the bottle that was going to be her target—a squared vessel that once held some kind of Kentucky bourbon. She turned ever so slightly as she continued moving forward, keeping the bottle dead in her sights.

      At twenty-five yards before the fence, she could feel her grip tightening on the barrel and the trigger.

      Before she knew it, she could feel Apollo put all of his leg strength into a high jump that would easily clear the fence in front of them. For the briefest of moments, Margaret felt as though she were flying, soaring among the clouds as though she were a majestic eagle.

      Time seemed to slow down for a moment and she remembered exactly what she was supposed to be doing. She stared down the length of the barrel, locked her sight on the empty bourbon bottle, and let out a breath just as she pulled the trigger.

      Once more, the Henry boomed its report like a cannon, leaving a puff of white smoke behind. The shot itself flew straight & true as it shattered the bourbon bottle and several of its neighbors in a shower of multicolored glass shards. As if to punctuate the event, Apollo’s hooves came in contact with the ground once more.

      Despite being on solid ground, it took Margaret a moment to realize that she’d done it. She’d made what was likely one of the most impressive shots seen in the west. She now had a trick that would show up the show boys in Cheyenne.

      Reaching down to pat Apollo behind his ears again, Margaret smiled, wondering if anyone would ever be able to top her skills on a horse or with a rifle.

      I highly doubt there is, she mused haughtily, keeping her prized steed happy with her rewarding pats.
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      Cheyenne, Wyoming Territory, June 1865

      With a squeal of brakes followed by a tremendous jolt as the railway cars collided with one another, unseating passengers and dislodging unsecured pieces of luggage, the train pulled into Cheyenne station. The locomotive let out a hiss of steam, as though exhaling its exhaustion from the long journey it had endured coming from the east.

      A mustachioed conductor moved through the simple wooden passenger cars, a sturdy pocket watch clasped in one gloved hand, while the other was used to help passengers right themselves from the abrupt halt in motion.

      "Cheyenne," he called out in a New England twang, loud enough so that every occupant in each car could hear him. "This stop here is Cheyenne. Next stop is Laramie. Passengers heading for Laramie and points beyond will have one hour before the train continues. Please keep your tickets on your person if you are continuing past Cheyenne."

      He moved with practiced ease from car to car, repeating his message for the benefit of the travelers. Some travelers who were heading beyond Cheyenne chose to remain in their seats, while others took the respite from the rails to exit the car and stretch their sore muscles. Those for whom Cheyenne was their destination gathered their effects and dismounted from their car.

      As the conductor entered the last of the passenger cars and relayed his informative mantra, the brim of a weathered brown Cattleman hat tipped up as its owner stirred from his rest—or as
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copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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