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      The cliché holds that small towns are full of old secrets. I understood this when I came to Bryd Hollow, but I probably would have understood it better if they’d said old grudges instead. The Towes held a grudge against the Gilroys. The Berks and the DeWitts held grudges against one another. Everybody held a grudge, if not two, against Keith Howell. (Keith Howell, for his part, had enough grudges to start his own small town.)

      And then there was the Baird family grudge against me.

      Well, not the entire Baird family. Percy was my friend. Which was funny, since he was the reason his mother and sister didn’t like me, on account of that time I accidentally got him arrested for the murder of his father.

      Which he didn’t do, of course, and that all got cleared up—no small thanks to me. It wasn’t easy, either. I think we can agree that getting shot demonstrates a certain amount of loyalty and commitment to making things right.

      But no matter how intensely or how often Mrs. B insisted her staff were not servants, the fact was, they were definitely servants. And it seemed I’d violated a sacred servant code, in speaking to the police about the lord of the manor. I hadn’t known my place.

      They tried really hard not to be snobs, or at least they thought they did. But when you had that much money, it was pretty hard to avoid.

      Which was why it was weird that Elaine Baird got engaged to a townie. And even weirder that she knocked on the door of the event planning office at Tybryd a few days after he proposed—looking for me.

      Lots of people were knocking on the door that week, a circumstance I’d been warned to expect, Valentine’s Day having been the weekend before. According to my boss Sajani, Valentine’s, Christmas, and New Year’s were the biggest days of the year for proposals. That meant a teeming horde of potential bridezillas, all desperate to get their weddings on Tybryd’s ever-filling calendar.

      A horde that was, apparently, to include Elaine Baird. Sajani’s smile was silky as she got up to greet her. “Ms. Baird, how lovely to see you. I hear congratulations are in order.”

      With the tiniest of squeals, Elaine flapped her left hand. The ring was pretty modest, for a Baird. But probably really expensive for a veterinarian. “Yes they are!” she trilled. “That’s why I’m here.”

      “Of course. Have a seat.” Sajani waved gracefully at the chair in front of her desk, before moving with equal grace to the chair behind it. Desks and computers notwithstanding, the events office looked more like a parlor than an office (probably because it had once been a parlor), and Sajani, with her sophisticated updos and effortless poise, looked like she could have been born in it. I often felt clumsy by comparison. “Can I offer you some coffee? Sparkling water?”

      “Um …” Elaine looked over at my desk, where I was still sitting. I hadn’t seen any reason to get up; our exchanges on her rare visits to Tybryd were mainly limited to polite greetings of three words or less. Not even Plant had gotten up from his rug in the corner. Just given one lazy thump of his tail when he heard the squeal, without even opening his eyes.

      But it seemed I was to get more than three words today. “I was actually looking for Minerva.” She gave me the hearty smile that was always a bit too reminiscent of her father’s for my taste. “I probably should have called on my way over. Any chance you’re available?”

      “Of course she is!” Sajani said before I could answer. Behind Elaine’s back, she gestured frantically at me, which was when I realized I probably looked like I’d been turned to stone. Or like an utter nitwit.

      I stood and snapped my gaping mouth closed. Why on earth would she want to talk to me instead of Sajani? Not only did Elaine not like me, I was by far the junior member of the two-person events team. I’d been there less than four months.

      There was one obvious answer to that question: Percy had made her do it. Bless his heart, he was one of the sweetest people I’d ever known, but he did, on occasion, cross over to the bossy side.

      I tried not to cringe as I echoed Sajani’s words. “Of course I am. Can I offer you something to drink?”

      “No, no. I’m actually hoping not to stay long.”

      “Should we just grab a quick look at the calendar then, if you’re in a hurry?”

      “We’re in a hurry,” Elaine said. “The calendar can wait. I was really hoping your first official duty as my wedding planner could be to come with me to see Keith Howell. I have an appointment with him at eleven, but you know what he’s like, or at least I assume you do, and he hates me. And I can’t send Phil, because the whole point is to surprise Phil.”

      “Ah,” I said. “So this is for Phil’s dog?” Keith Howell had a number of very niche and not very lucrative careers, one of which was designing custom pet clothing. Gretchen occasionally displayed his samples in Noah’s Bark, and Sajani had used him more than once to make dog and cat outfits to match a wedding party’s. Honestly, the things brides—and mothers-in-law, and sometimes grooms—would ask for. Usually with a perfectly straight face.

      “And his two cats,” said Elaine. “I thought Graciela could have a bridesmaid’s dress, and we could outfit the cats the same as the ring bearers. But I’d kind of rather you be there to do some of the talking.” She gave me that Clifford Baird smile again. “I’ll take you to the diner for fries after.”

      I couldn’t help but laugh. The way she drew out the word fries made it clear that Percy had told her the way to my heart. “No bribes necessary. I’d be happy to go.”

      Well, maybe happy wasn’t the right word, considering Keith Howell was a known ratbag. But I was at least willing. I’d met him twice; he’d been unpleasant both times, and gotten my name wrong the second one. But as I understood it, that was practically affection, compared to how he treated everybody else.

      “You don’t mind if I leave Plant?” I asked Sajani. I usually didn’t bring him to the office if I wasn’t going to be there all day. “There’s a bone in my top drawer if you need to go out.”

      Sajani assured me it was fine, and shooed me out the door. A few minutes later I was sitting in the passenger seat of Elaine’s SUV, steeped in an awkward silence that was about as excruciating as you’d expect.

      Keith’s house wasn’t far (almost nothing in Bryd Hollow was), but it was too far to spend the whole ride like that. I decided to take a direct approach. “So. I take it Percy made you ask me to plan the wedding?”

      Elaine laughed—not her father’s grating fake chuckle, but a genuine laugh. It reminded me of Percy’s laugh, actually. I relaxed a little. “Yes. Yes he did. He sat me and Mom down and gave us a lecture.”

      “A lecture?” This was worse than I’d feared. “I’m so sorry. What about?”

      Elaine turned south, toward a part of Bryd Hollow that had been affluent a hundred years before, but now looked worn down, bordering on shabby. “About how you guys have been hanging out, and he likes you a lot, and it’s time we stopped acting like children and started showing you the respect and courtesy somebody who took a bullet for him deserves.”

      She glanced at me, then frowned. The latter was probably brought on by the proximity of my jaw to my lap. “What part of that tripped you up?”

      It was the likes you a lot part, but I wasn’t about to say so. I wasn’t an eighth-grader. At least not on the outside.

      Percy and I did hang out a lot, that was true. But I was pretty sure our friendship had reached that point where it had gone on too long to become anything more. He was nothing if not a gentleman, and I was nothing if not a bumbling nitwit, and so neither of us made a move until I guessed it was too late to make one.

      If either of us had even wanted to make one in the first place. Percy had kissed me once—on the top of the head. While I lay in the hospital. As he was saying goodbye. I was pretty sure that didn’t qualify as having intentions.

      For my part, I went back and forth on the idea. There was no denying that Percy was adorable. That cliché about a smile lighting up a room? It could’ve been coined with him in mind. And he employed that smile often. Nobody could make me laugh like Percy could.

      But us as a couple was not a very practical idea. He was a gazillionaire in charge of a great American dynasty’s estate. I was more like a dollarfiftyaire, in charge of making sure the hot appetizers were served on schedule. He definitely ran at a different speed than I did.

      And in very different circles. World travel, formal occasions, assorted rich-people stuff. Just last month the internet had practically exploded with a picture of him and a famous actress. He said he didn’t even know her, that he’d just been standing next to her at a charity thing. But even so. Nobody was being greeted by a picture of me with some celebrity every time they opened their browser.

      Percy might have been adorable, but that didn’t mean I wanted his life. Or that I could fit into it.

      Plus, I suspected Plant was the one he really liked (a feeling Plant returned tenfold). There was always the possibility he was using me to get to my dog.

      But like I said, I had no intention of telling Elaine all—or any—of that. I instead mumbled something about sometimes having a reaction to that whole taking a bullet thing.

      Elaine looked at me again, her expression of sympathy sincere. “He told us that was the second time you’d been shot. And that the first one was bad.”

      “It was bad,” I agreed. “But there’s no need for him to make me the family charity case over it. If he feels guilty that I got shot last fall, he can let that go.”

      “I would not call it guilt,” said Elaine, then kept talking, leaving me no opportunity to ask what she would call it. “Anyway it’s not charity on my part. I wouldn’t trust the biggest day of my life to you just as a favor to my brother, would I? And besides, Phil loves you.”

      “Phil loves Plant,” I corrected. “Like I’m sure he loves all his patients.”

      Elaine’s voice went so soft I barely recognized it. “Phil loves everybody. Even me.” She seemed to catch herself sounding vulnerable, and fell back on her unfortunate—and probably unconscious—Clifford Baird impression. “The point is, I’m sure you’ll do a great job.”

      “I appreciate the vote of confidence. I’ll certainly try.”

      She pulled over to the side of the road, then grinned at me as she put the car in park. “Great. You can start now.”

      The assignment gave me no pause. It didn’t sound like too great a challenge, talking to a guy about pet clothes. I mean sure, I knew Keith Howell was a crank, and that the meeting would probably be the lowlight of my day. But in the grand scheme of things, how bad could it be, really?

      Well. Bad.
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      The previous two occasions on which I’d met Keith Howell were at the event planning office; I’d never seen his house before. It stood out as especially dilapidated, probably enough so to annoy his neighbors. The yard was choked with weeds, and the brick steps leading up to his peeling front door were crumbling.

      Our knock was answered by the most horrendous squawking imaginable. This turned out to be Keith’s cockatiel, whom I met as soon as I stepped across the threshold, when he swooped down and bit the top of my head. I was pretty sure he came away with a little bit of hair. I hadn’t even realized biting was a thing cockatiels did.

      “Buckingham!” Keith waved the bird off with a gravelly declaration that we were clients, not guests. So it was perfectly acceptable, I guessed, for one’s pets to bite guests?

      Once the gray-feathered assailant was out of my face (he moved on to eyeing us moodily from the nearby bannister), I saw that Keith hadn’t bothered to change out of his slippers for the occasion, though he was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, at least. He was a greasy-haired, sour-faced man who immediately brought to mind Ebenezer Scrooge, and in true Scrooge fashion, he dismissed our greetings with, “Well I wasn’t about to turn down business in these lean times, was I? Even if it is for a Baird.”

      “Not a Baird for long!” Elaine gave him her very fakest smile, the one that always made me feel she had an abnormal amount of gums. “And I know you and Buckingham and Suffolk all want the best for Phil’s big day.”

      Having met Buckingham, I was a little afraid to find out who Suffolk was, but I plucked up my courage and followed Keith through the tragically furnished living room (so much conflicting plaid) and into the kitchen. As we walked, Elaine leaned over to whisper in my ear. “Really lean into how happy this will make Phil. He might be the only human Keith actually likes.”

      The whispering was unnecessary, since Buckingham had taken to squawking again. At least he didn’t attack me as he flew past us to perch on the back of an enormous gray cat lazing on the kitchen table. Suffolk, I presumed.

      Elaine and I sat, though we hadn’t been specifically invited to do so. “So, Buckingham and Suffolk,” I said brightly. “Do you have a particular fondness for old English dukedoms?”

      Keith allowed that he did, but before he could elaborate (something he seemed downright eager to do, for such a dour man), Suffolk hissed and pounced, narrowly missing my face with a swipe of his paw, but catching the hand I threw up to defend myself.

      “Odsbodikins!” I jumped out of my chair, shaking my injured hand.

      With another screech, the displaced Buckingham went to perch on top of the fridge, while Suffolk jumped to the floor and flounced from the room in high dudgeon. Like he was the injured party here. Just what these Howell animals had against me, I could not fathom, but I was both glad and sorry that Plant wasn’t with me.

      “Do you mind if I rinse my hand in the sink?” I asked, maybe a little too pointedly, when Keith failed to apologize for the (second, if we were keeping score, which I was) assault on my person.

      “Go on then,” he said. “But you can’t blame Suffolk, you know. He’s only protecting his house from robbers and ne’er-do-wells.”

      Had he seriously just said ne’er-do-wells? Honestly, the man might have been rehearsing for a play. Casting call: town crank. Resemblance to Scrooge a plus.

      “But we’re neither of those things,” Elaine pointed out, while I washed the scratch with cold water.

      “Suffolk seems to differ with you on that,” said Keith. “Least where Moira here is concerned.”

      “Minerva,” I corrected.

      “Whatever. He’s got to be on high alert these days. Someone broke in here, and I know they’ll be back. Suffolk knows it, too.”

      “Oh? What happened?” I asked as I rejoined them at the table.

      Keith scoffed. “Nothing the so-called police care about, I’ll tell you that much. Tried to file a report, but Roark wasn’t even writing it all down. He’s useless.”

      “Oh my gosh!” said Elaine. “I hope you weren’t hurt.”

      “Wasn’t home.” Keith scowled at her. “Why would someone break in while I was home to catch them at it? This was on Sunday. I was at church.”

      “What was stolen?” I asked.

      “Nothing, as far as I can tell.”

      I frowned. “But things were disturbed?”

      Keith looked at me like I was the weird one. “Not that I could see.”

      “But then … how do you know somebody broke in?” asked Elaine.

      “Well if they didn’t, they tried to,” Keith said. “Buckingham started screaming bloody murder the second I got back. And Suffolk was very upset. Very suspicious of someone’s intentions. He has a way of narrowing his eyes, when something isn’t right, and he looked like that. Now, he couldn’t be suspicious of someone unless someone was there for him to be suspicious of, could he?” He leaned back and crossed his arms, as if he’d just scored an incontrovertible point.

      So his evidence was that a bird was squawking and a cat was making dubious faces—things birds and cats did with some regularity. And these particular two more than most, I suspected. I began to see why Officer Roark had treated this matter as less than urgent.

      Besides, in my admittedly brief experience with Keith Howell’s home, I could not think what anybody could possibly want to steal from him. Against my better judgment, I indulged my curiosity by asking him who he thought might have a reason to break into his house.

      “All sorts of people,” Keith said. “Ollie Gilroy, for sure. Or one of them Digbys.” He narrowed his eyes at Elaine. “Maybe even one of your ilk. I’ll bet I’ve got some old things the Bairds would be interested in.”

      No doubt seeing her opportunity to get to business, Elaine beamed at him. “I promise, the only thing I want from you is your help giving Phil a wonderful wedding day. I’m hoping to surprise him by having roles for Graciela and Jem and Scout. And of course they’ll need to be dressed for it, and you’re the only one I would trust for that.”

      Keith allowed himself to be led to the more lucrative subject, and we spent half an hour—during which he did not offer us so much as a glass of water—discussing outfits and colors and timelines. (Elaine said she was aiming for a spring wedding, which I found a tad alarming, considering Tybryd weddings were generally booked at least a year ahead.) Despite his less-than-ideal attitude, there was never any question Keith was going to accept the work.

      “Best have Melanie be my point of contact, though,” he said, jerking his chin at me.

      “Minerva,” I corrected. Again.

      “Whatever. I’m sure Elaine fancies herself a globetrotter. You’re probably the easier one to get a hold of.”

      “Absolutely. The details are my job.” I reached into my purse for a business card. “I’ll leave this with you.”

      Keith accompanied us to the door, and spent several seconds after we walked away standing on the porch, peering suspiciously at the unkempt shrubs as if he expected his would-be thief to leap out of them.

      As promised, Elaine and I went to Deirdre’s for lunch, and easily banished the dark cloud that was Keith Howell with the sunny sounds of oldies streaming from the speakers lining Honor Avenue, and the might of pimento cheese fries.

      A little nervously, I brought up the fact that a spring event at Tybryd might be an issue, unless she meant two springs from now.

      But Elaine just smiled. “That’s what I’m hoping, honestly. I actually don’t particularly want to get married there. I mean, who wants to get married at the office, right?”

      She laughed at her own joke, so I joined in to be polite, even though Tybryd really wasn’t her office. As they’d divvied up the responsibilities of the family business, the resort became Percy’s domain, while Elaine tended to its ancillary lines of spa products, specialty foods, and wine. These days, when she wasn’t traveling, she worked almost exclusively out of her home office at Baird House. We barely saw her.

      “Personally, I’d rather get married at the house,” she went on. “But Phil’s mother would throw a fit if I didn’t at least check on Tybryd first. You know how Bryd Hollow people can be.”

      I nodded, my mouth being too full of cheese to answer. I’d quickly learned that holding their weddings (and anniversaries, and sometimes milestone birthdays) at Tybryd was more than just the dream of every Bryd Hollow citizen; as far as they were concerned, it was their absolute right. I’d already been railed at by more than one person who insisted locals should be given heavy discounts.

      “I still want you to plan it either way,” Elaine said. “If we can’t do it at Tybryd, you can just do it on the side as a contract job.” She took a thoughtful sip of her sweet tea, as if contemplating something that had just occurred to her for the first time. “Unless you don’t want to.”

      “No, I do,” I assured her. I was now fully on board with the hope that we wouldn’t be able to get one of Tybryd’s ballrooms or gardens for the occasion; a private side job would mean extra money, and keeping Plant in kibble and bones wasn’t cheap.

      All in all, I had fun at that lunch. I was firmly of the opinion that Phil Mendoza (and, to be frank about it, the removal of her father from her life, abrupt though that had been) had improved Elaine Baird. She wasn’t so bad when she was relaxed and happy.

      By the time she dropped me back off at Tybryd, I was feeling pretty good about this new life I’d carved out of these old mountains. It was cold and drizzly, and not the best light to view the estate in, but Tybryd was always beautiful. I smiled up at one of the gargoyles guarding the red roof, before walking inside to bask in the familiar scents of pine and woodsmoke. The lobby-slash-bar was grand and luxurious, my office down the main hall elegant and cozy.

      I got to work in this building—this living, breathing piece of history—and bring my dog to the office almost every day. I didn’t have a palatial apartment or anything, but I’d moved out of the one above Gretchen’s pet store, and my new place on the east side of town was at least an upgrade from that. (It had four whole rooms, for one thing.)

      And I had the best friends a girl could ask for. Percy and Snick, Paul and Carrie, Gretchen and Sajani. I was getting to know everybody else, too; Percy had dispelled the last vestiges of hesitation to trust a newcomer by being seen with me often.

      All I’d wanted when I came to Bryd Hollow was to make a new home here, a real home. And I’d done it.

      You’re thinking I jinxed myself with all this smug self-satisfaction, and you would be right. Late that afternoon—almost five, in fact, when I ought to have been closing up the office—I was brought face to face with just how not-perfect my life was, in the person of Bonnie Digby. One of my least favorite Bryd Hollow residents, and I included Keith Howell in that assessment.

      My day descended into the lowest of lowlight territory from there.
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      Odsbodikins. Sajani was giving a tour to a heart surgeon who was scouting Tybryd for a convention, leaving nobody but me to deal with Bonnie Digby. I didn’t know Bonnie well, but I knew her just well enough to understand that this was probably going to be the least fun part of my day.

      We’d had an altercation once at Noah’s Bark, starting with her demanding a refund for a plastic sandwich bag full of regurgitated cat food, and ending with her demanding my immediate termination. Fortunately, Gretchen couldn’t stand her either, and I’d kept my job. Less fortunately, Bonnie had left the bag of cat puke behind on the counter when she left.

      I’d never seen the woman with her before, but she looked enough like Bonnie to mark them as sisters, or at least close cousins. Which one was the prettier depended on how conventional you liked your beauty. They had the same beachy waves and blue eyes, but the sister had a much bigger nose, and a light scar at one temple, along her ear and partly hidden behind her hair, that might have been from a burn. I thought her face had more character than Bonnie’s, which resembled a china doll’s.

      Not that I expected a lot of character from a Digby.

      “Bonnie.” I gave her as professional a smile as I could manage. “How nice to see you. How can I help?”

      “Oh, it’s …” Bonnie tilted her head at me, brow furrowed, as if deciding just how disgruntled she wanted to be. “What again was your name?”

      Plant chose that moment to emerge from under my desk, stretching and wagging his tail at the newcomers. He started wiggling toward them, but I saw the look on Bonnie’s face and grabbed hold of his collar.

      “Ohmylordyoustillhavethatdevildog!” She jumped back like she’d been attacked.

      Devil dog? Okay, Plant was large. And black. And square-headed, and a tad jowly. I would allow he could look intimidating, to some. But devil dog seemed excessive. Particularly when he’d dropped into such a handsome sit at my command.

      Bonnie’s eyes flashed from Plant to me, having settled at maximum disgruntlement. “Now I remember. You’re that wench from the pet store.”

      “Bonnie,” her companion-and-probably-sister hissed.

      Bonnie turned to her. “Just tell her to keep that dog away from me!”

      “The dog isn’t near you!” the woman said.

      That was true, but I nevertheless told Plant to go to his rug, which he did, thankfully, in a perfectly gentlemanly manner. Bolstered to magnanimity by my dog’s clearly superior behavior, I decided to ignore the use of the word wench and address the lesser of the evils before me. I held my hand out to the sister. “Minerva Biggs.”

      “Brooke Digby.” Her handshake was firm and confident, and I noted expensive shoes and a designer handbag. I wondered whether she lived here in Bryd Hollow.

      “Nice to meet you,” I said.

      “Likewise.” She gave me a light grimace that suggested there might be a sense of humor in there somewhere. “I’m sorry for barging in without an appointment. To tell you the truth, Bonnie was going on and on and on about her wedding so much, our father begged us to get out of the house and go find some people who cared.”

      And you thought I would be one of them? I bit back the question before it could escape my mouth.

      “We started out just window shopping,” Brooke went on, oblivious to my inner rudeness. “You know, just getting some preliminary ideas of the kind of wedding she might want. But we finished at the dress shop earlier than we expected—mostly because we didn’t have an appointment there either—so we figured we’d just swing by here and see if anyone was available.”

      “Sure. So you’re … engaged?” I addressed the latter to Bonnie, trying not to look offensively surprised.

      Bonnie waggled her hand, much like Elaine had done a few hours earlier. Her ring was somewhat less tasteful—the stone was gigantic to the point of garishness. It was also pink. “Yes, are you the only event planner we can pick?”

      Brooke gave her an exasperated look. “Bonnie, really?”

      “There are two of us,” I said. “But since I’m the only one here right now, why don’t we just take a look at the basics, like dates? If you decide to move forward, we can discuss Sajani working your event instead, if you’d prefer.” I know I would.

      “Oh, I’ll definitely be moving forward,” said Bonnie.

      “This would just be for the ceremony?” I asked. Assuming the mutual father Brooke referred to was Ron Digby, Bonnie’s family owned Rapunzel’s, the only fine-dining restaurant in town and one of the best in the state. Its reputation was grander than ever, thanks to the recent acquisition of a celebrity chef. It was the obvious choice for her reception.

      But Bonnie shook her head. “Ceremony, reception, the whole works.” She sat down (uninvited, but since that was poor form on my part, I couldn’t really fault her for it) and started rummaging through her purse. “I’ve been dreaming of a Tybryd wedding my whole life, and I am absolutely one hundred percent getting married here. I have some sketches I did, like years ago, just give me a sec to find the book.”

      Of course she had sketches. She was exactly the type who would have sketches. Probably drawn when she was twelve.

      Because of course she’d been planning this her whole life. And yet she’d waltzed in here without an appointment, probably multiple days after she’d gotten engaged, as an afterthought at the end of a shopping trip. Just expecting us to be able to accommodate her. No rush to get it on the calendar or anything. It was only Tybryd.

      “All right.” I pulled over a chair for Brooke, then sat behind my keyboard and woke up my computer. “Did you have a timeframe in mind?”

      “Next month would be good,” said Bonnie.

      I willed myself not to laugh in her face. Or to look at all pleased to be able to disappoint her. But I’ll tell you, neither was easy. “I’m sorry, that won’t be possible.”

      “What are you talking about?” she asked. “Next month is March. That’s not a big wedding month.”

      “We’re booking at least a year out right now, even for the off-peak months.”

      “A year? That is bull.” Bonnie stood and jabbed a finger at me. “You just don’t want townies littering the place up, is that it? Or is it me in particular you’re out to get?”

      “Bonnie.” Brooke took her sister’s elbow, trying to tug her back down to her chair.

      “What?” Bonnie glared at her. “Nobody is getting in my way, least of all a lady who tried to cheat me out of the price of cat food.”

      “Calm down, Bonbon.” Brooke sounded exactly like a mother trying to soothe a toddler’s tantrum. “Nobody is out to get you.”

      “I did not try to … that is not what …” I sputtered, then stopped. Was I really going to try to defend my part in the cat puke incident? Did that really require defending? That way lay madness, surely. “I’m afraid I have no special
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with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
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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