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      Welcome to Marshmallow Hollow Mysteries! Set in the wintery, seaside (and totally fictional) town of Marshmallow Hollow, Maine, where it’s all Christmas all the time, and murder is hung by the chimney with care! I’m so excited to introduce you to Halliday Valentine (Hal for short), Atticus Finch—her crusty hummingbird familiar—her small gang of crime solvers, and the quirky folks from her beloved hometown.

      Please note, this series is a bit of a spinoff of my Witchless in Seattle series, in that Hal and part of the gang were introduced in book 10 of the series, titled Witch It Real Good. But there’s no need to read the Witchless series if you haven’t.

      That said, this is an ongoing series (not a standalone) and there will be some underlying mysteries that will linger from book to book, but I promise to wrap up the central mystery with a big, fat bow by each book’s end! Also note, I’m taking artistic license with places and names of things in the beautiful state of Maine—thus, any and all mistakes are mine and certainly not meant to offend.

      Lastly, Christmas is my absolute favorite time of the year. I love everything about it, the decorations, the music, the gathering of friends and family, and most of all, the hope the season brings.

      I hope you all love Hal, her friends, and her tiny little Christmas town as much as I do!

      Dakota XXOO
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        We three kings of Orient are…

        

      

      “Stiles?”

      “Uh-huh?” my best friend Stiles Fitzsimmons muttered, the edge of his tongue firmly planted at the corner of his mouth as he concentrated on tweaking our ice sculpture creation.

      Yes, that’s right. I said ice sculpture.

      “I don’t want to be, as my sister says, Miss Judgy McJudgerson, but I feel like we’ve gotten a tiny bit off course here.”

      He stood back in the cold evening air and planted his hands on his hips with a grating sigh as he looked over our table at the Marshmallow Hollow ice sculpting contest (novice level. Like, super novice) with a critical eye.

      Located smack dab in the middle of the ice festival, we, along with the other competitors, were in the midst of ending a very long day of ice carving.

      A. Very. Long. Day.

      We’d been taking classes together for a couple of months now and this was the culmination—a contest he’d talked me into entering.

      As he glanced at one of our pieces, he asked, “Why do you hate the Yoda, Hal?”

      I winced at my oops. “That’s Yoda?”

      He sucked his teeth and pulled his red Santa cap tighter over his ears. “I told you, Yoda is the baby Jesus, Hal. I’ve told you that a thousand times since we entered this ridiculous contest.”

      I held up a gloved finger and narrowed my eyes at him as we stood under the competition tent in the freezing cold.

      “Jesus, we did not make,” I joked in Yoda fashion, but Stiles wasn’t amused. Not if his sourpuss was any indication. “Listen, this ridiculous contest, was a contest that was your idea to join, by the way. I was plenty happy to just take the beginners ice sculpting class and call it a day. Maybe learn how to make a cute swan or a dragon. I didn’t want to enter contests. But it’ll be fun, you said. Uh, nope. Not fun when you, and your competitive streak a mile wide, just had to get in there and beat the pants off Buddy Wilson.”

      Buddy Wilson was the big-mouth braggart in our class of just ten people. He always finished first, his designs were better and cleverer, and he was quicker to pick up techniques than anyone else. Just ask him and he’d tell you.

      Buddy had also bullied Stiles back in middle school, and to say Stiles hadn’t forgotten is to underestimate how long he can hold a grudge.

      Even though he was now twice the size of Buddy, some zingers never fade.

      “Oh, come on,” he drawled, the cold air under the open tent puffing from his mouth. “He brags all the time about how great he is. You know he gets on your nerves, too, Hal, and don’t try and tell me otherwise. The only thing we could do was enter. He called us chickens for not entering. Chickens.” Stiles flapped his arms like the wings of a chicken. “That kind of aggression will not stand.”

      I looked around at the last few competition stragglers, clearing up their tables for tomorrow’s first round of judging for the novice level.

      Yule Wolfram, a tall, thin, distinguished champion from Germany who was also a judge—and sort of a stuck-up, ice-carving elitist, if you asked me—was glaring at one entry from the expert level with clear disapproval. A gorgeous ice castle with waterfalls. If he didn’t like that entry, he was going to annihilate ours.

      “But did it bother me enough to enter a contest and make complete fools of ourselves, Stiles? Um, no. I was good taking the classes and learning slowly. It was you and your crazy adrenaline, high over the compliment Darien gave you about how great your ice apple was, that led us to,” I spread my arms wide over our ever-burgeoning table, “this.”

      Darien Markham was our teacher for the class.

      Stiles snickered. “I did a really good leaf that night, Hal,” he protested. “Even you said it was good. Besides, you gotta admit, Darien’s pretty cute.”

      I pictured Darien in my head, his handsome, pearly white smile and dark eyes flirtatiously eyeballing my BFF.

      Sure. He was very cute. But maybe not cute enough for us to have entered an ice sculpting contest after only five classes just to prove we’re not chickens.

      “All I’ll admit is you were preening and showboating and that led us to this bit of overambition, Stiles. We’re going to be complete laughingstocks. Which, hey. What’s a little finger-pointing among friends?”

      He looked at our entry in the ice sculpting contest and shrugged before crossing his arms over his chest. “I disagree. I think Chewbacca shows real promise as one of the three kings.”

      I looked at our sad, sad attempt to carve ice and snorted a sharp laugh that made people turn and look at us—most especially Yule Wolfram and Blanche Ritter, another champion judge.

      “Listen, when I agreed to do this, and you said you wanted to do a Star Wars nativity theme, and I knew there was no talking you out of your impossible dream, I went along with it, thinking what’s the worst that can happen?” Pointing at the table, I said with a grimace, “I think this is the worst that can happen, Stiles.”

      “Aw, c’mon, Kitten. It’s not that bad,” he said, brushing away a bit of ice dust from another of the three kings (and I use that term loosely) as played by Darth Vader.

      “Stiles? It’s that bad. Yoda looks like a melting cinnamon bun with ears, and Luke as Joseph?” I pointed to the place where his eyes should be, but instead resided two gaping holes. “Does this look like Joseph to you, Fitzi? Since when did Joseph have two uneven, hollowed-out holes for eyes?”

      “How do you know he didn’t? Have you ever met him?” he countered.

      “How would he have been able to find his way to the inn to learn they had no room for Mary to give birth if he had two hollowed-out sockets for eyeballs?”

      “Whatever.” He brushed his finger along the top of what was supposed to be Luke’s lightsaber. “But you have to admit, this came out pretty good.”

      I popped my lips and frowned. In the spirit of BFFs and honesty, I shook my head. He’d tell me if a pair of jeans made my butt look big; I was about to tell him that his death slab of pointy ice didn’t look anything like a lightsaber.

      “No. It didn’t. It looks like an ice pick. That thing’s so sharp, it could stab someone clear through, Stiles.”

      He gave me a sheepish look. “Maybe I went a little too far with the chiseling, but it does look like a weapon…mostly anyway, and when we add the lights, it’ll be kinda cool.”

      I grabbed him by the arm and forced him to stand back next to me. “No. It’ll look like a big pointy stick with lights. Not a lightsaber. Stiles, look at this. Really look. It looks like a bunch of ice someone hacked up with a butter knife. How does that blob even remotely resemble Darth Vader?” I waited for an answer, and when he didn’t respond, I said, “Know what? It doesn’t, and you know it.”

      He sighed the sigh that meant he was coming to terms with the truth of our very sad matter. “But…Mary’s Princess Lei buns are good, right?”

      Rocking back on the heels of my insulated boots, I shook my head again. “Yeah, no. No, they’re not good, Stiles. They look like crooked, oversized warts.”

      “Talk about doom and gloom. What happened to good old-fashioned optimism?” he accused.

      I scratched my head. “There’s optimism and there’s devastatingly hopeless. We, my friend, are in the devastatingly hopeless category, with even less optimism for turning this into anything remotely resembling a nativity scene, let alone one that looks like a representation of Star Wars.”

      He made a face at me as he pulled off his Santa hat and dropped it on the table in defeat. “Then what now, smarty-pants? You have any brilliant ideas? The contest starts tomorrow afternoon and if we don’t have anything to show for our efforts, we’ll be disqualified.”

      I bit the inside of my cheek. “You want to fake a sickness? Or maybe we tell them your great aunt Tilda in Idaho died?”

      Stiles made a face at me. “I can’t pretend to go to Idaho. I have to work later tomorrow, Hal. Can’t you just…you know, fix it.”

      I was aghast at the suggestion I use my magic to cheat. “I most certainly will not. What would Atti say?”

      “What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.”

      Rolling my eyes, I straightened my own Santa hat. “He would too know. You know he can feel it when I use it, Stiles. Besides, that’s wrong and not fair to everyone else.”

      “Fair schmair. Is it fair that we’re so bad at this?”

      “What did you expect after only five classes, Fitzi?”

      “I expected Darien to ask me out by now,” he said with a pout. Darien had been taking his time, and Stiles wasn’t budging on his traditional take on dating. He was the asked, not the asker. “That still doesn’t answer my question, Hal. What do we do?”

      I peered out at the ice festival goers, the last few stragglers outside the big tent where all the tables for the contest were set up, heading toward the parking lot.

      “We’ll just have to withdraw and suck it up—or we can present this nightmare scenario and be laughed right out of Marshmallow Hollow. Your choice. I’m with you either way.”

      Hobbs entered the tent then, his smile warm as he strolled over to us to pick me up for our hot chocolate date.

      It was only a week before Christmas, and I’d mostly recuperated from my last bout with a killer. During that time, Hobbs and I had spent much more time together, doing all sorts of Christmas activities.

      There was the gingerbread house contest, where we lost in such a stunning defeat to one Gabby Smith—a seven-year-old reincarnation of Picasso—that we were still laughing about it as of this afternoon when we’d had lunch.

      We’d also entered the snow angel contest and lost by a landslide due to what Hobbs had laughingly labeled questionable judges with no taste.

      In between the holiday festivities, we’d spent many nights by the Christmas tree, warmed by the fireplace in my house, sipping wine and talking about anything and everything, having dinner together and watching tons of Christmas movies.

      A few nights ago, we’d gone on a horse-drawn carriage ride through the fields behind Marshall Langley’s farm with the moonlight shining down on us, snuggled up in a warm blanket as the ocean crashed against the rocks and snow gently fell.

      To say I liked Hobbs a lot was to say War and Peace was just a little book. He made me laugh and secretly smile to myself more often than not. Every meal we shared, every bottle of wine or cookie the size of your face we enjoyed together, brought me closer to telling him about the other half of my secret.

      My witch half. The half that didn’t always work right, but tried hard just the same.

      I’d only had a couple of visions since I’d told Hobbs about them, but they were really minor. One was about that stinkin’ typewriter again, sitting alone in a room with nothing more than four walls; the other had to do with a disproportionately large saucer sled. Like, an enormous saucer sled as wide as a car.

      Still, nothing major had occurred, no dead bodies, no blood, no murderers I couldn’t identify.

      And I was enjoying the peace of my time off from running Just Claus, and spending it with Hobbs.

      He approached with a smile that was as fake as Mitzy Hawthorne’s eyelashes, but he was trying, and I loved that about him.

      He dropped a kiss on my cold cheek before he said, “Hey, guys! Lookin’ good.” He gave us a thumb’s up, cementing his inability to lie—or at least lie well.

      “Ya think?” I asked. “What do you like best, Hobbs?”

      He blinked his gorgeous eyes. “Uh…all of it….”

      I pointed to what was supposed to be Darth Vader. “Do you think he looks like him?” I asked, purposely vague.

      Hobbs frowned. “Like who?”

      I gave him a coy smile. “Who do you think he’s supposed to look like?”

      “Um…” he blustered. “I’m not very good at celebrities. The name escapes me.”

      I nudged him in the ribs and rolled my eyes. “Oh, it does not and you know it. It doesn’t look like anyone, Hobbs. It looks like a bunch of blocks of ice with holes and gouges in them. It’s okay. We’ve come to terms with our lack of skill.”

      Stiles slapped Hobbs on the back. “Don’t listen to her, Dainty. I mean, come on.  Tell me that doesn’t look like a lightsaber, Hobbs.”

      Hobbs gave me a deer-in-the-headlights look. “Uh… it looks very pointy. I mean, I guess it could be a lightsaber.”

      I made a face at him. “Way to dodge the truth. I repeat, it does not. We’re going to have to withdraw. There’s no shame in admitting we couldn’t cut the mustard, Stiles.”

      “How about we sleep on it and tomorrow, we’ll get here early and discuss. Deal?”

      I eyed him suspiciously. “I think that translates to, let me think of ways to get Hal to sign off on this atrocity and stick this out till the bitter end.”

      Stiles grinned as he pulled his gloves on with a shrug. “Maybe. And now I’m out. I wanna grab a hot cinnamon bun before they close the stand. See you tomorrow, bright and early.” He dropped a kiss on my forehead and was off.

      I looked at Hobbs, who gave me guilty eyes before he held out his hand.

      I took it, but not without admonishment. “You are a big fat liar. This looks nothing like a Star Wars nativity scene, Cowboy.”

      He winced as he pulled me out of the tent and onto the grounds of the ice festival, where the twinkling Christmas lights lit our path through the amazing ice sculptures crafted by true artisans.

      The ice festival was one of my favorite events in Marshmallow Hollow at this time of year.

      “You’re right. I chickened out. But what was I supposed to do, Hal? He’s my friend, and I don’t want to crush his dreams of ice-sculpting glory.”

      I stopped us in the middle of an ice display of elves doing cartwheels and handstands. “But what about my dreams of saving face?”

      “You’re in the novice-level competition. I’m sure they take that into account.”

      “Did you see Buddy Wilson’s Christmas tree with all the presents and an ice skater, skating around the bottom of it? He even has a design on the presents that looks like real wrapping paper. That’s part of the novice-level competition, Hobbs.”

      “Ohhh,” he said low and deep, scratching his darkly bearded chin. “He’s a beginner?”

      I clucked my tongue and pulled him along to the hot chocolate stand. “See my point? He’s really good, and I’m not totally convinced he hasn’t done this before. But the fact remains, we’re going to end up smoked.”

      Hobbs pulled me near and smiled. “But you’ll be awesome while you do it.”

      I chuckled and pressed a kiss to his cheek as we got in line to get some hot chocolate. “Good save, Texas. Now, two marshmallows or four?”

      He looked down at me, his eyes gleaming beneath the masses of Christmas lights hanging overhead. “That’s you being funny, right?”

      We stood in line at the little hut Gracie Good owned. The cute wooden sign above the small boxlike structure read Gracie’s Goodies, and had a hand-painted mug of hot chocolate with marshmallows floating in it, all lit up. Flickering lights also lined the counter and a bunch of wrapped treats sat in a wicker bowl.

      There were plenty of hot chocolate makers in Marshmallow Hollow, but I loved Gracie’s hot chocolate and homemade marshmallows the best. She added cinnamon and some special ingredient she wouldn’t reveal to anyone, making it the creamiest, most delicious confection in all of Maine.

      As we waited in the icy air, the couple ahead of us—a pair of mid-level ice sculptors—clung to one another, whispering and giggling. They were tall and lean and very pretty to look at.

      I’d seen the young woman around since the competition began three days ago. She always wore a cute hat over her chestnut hair, be it a beret or a bolo; she was super fashionable, something you already know I envy. Her partner was tall and slender, but his shoulders were wide and he carried himself with confidence.

      Also, his hair was perfect. A gleaming black swath of tamed perfection.

      If I haven’t mentioned it before, I don’t just envy the fashionable, I envy hair. Good hair. And this guy had good hair.

      My hair? Not so good and not so cooperative, unless I used magic. It was almost black—with chocolate highlights I paid good money for—stick straight and just grazed the tops of my shoulders.

      I mostly wore it in a top bun or ponytail because it never curled well. So when I saw someone with hair like this guy’s, my green-eyed monster rose to the surface.

      I got the feeling they were newlyweds, very new newlyweds. They were never far apart, and they spent an awful lot of time smooching in corners of the ice festival when they weren’t churning out some pretty impressive sculpting.

      I was really captivated with their Santa in a convertible. The detail on the Corvette alone was intimidating, and I thought I’d say so. “You’re Jolie and Jerry Sampson, right?” I asked, wincing when they literally had to pull themselves apart from each other to answer me, making me feel like an intruder.

      But Jolie smiled her sweet, dimpled grin, twisting her finger around her shiny braid. “That’s us. You’re Halliday Valentine, right?”

      I stuck my hand out before hitching my thumb over my shoulder. “I am, but just call me Hal, and this is Hobbs Dainty.”

      As we shook hands, Jolie said, “Nice to meet you both. I’ve seen you in and out of the tent.”

      “You guys are really good,” I complimented. “That Corvette convertible is amazing.”

      Jerry shifted on legs as long as a supermodel’s, and smiled. “Thanks. It runs in our blood. Or I should say in Jolie’s blood.”

      I cocked my head and asked, “How so?”

      He beamed, obviously proud of his wife as he gave her a squeeze. “Jolie’s mom, Tana West, is an expert ice sculptor. She’s won tons of championships all over the world.”

      I drove my hands into my jacket pockets and smiled. “How interesting. I didn’t know they even existed before I took this class.”

      “Oh, yeah,” Jerry crooned. “There’s big money in it. But we just do it for fun, right, honey?”

      Jolie beamed back at him and snuggled closer. “Right, and because it makes my mother so happy to see me carry on the legacy of ice sculpting. Don’t tell her, but I don’t know if traveling all over the world, trying to win championships, is in the cards for me. Anyway, it was nice to meet you both, and good luck tomorrow.”

      I almost snarfed, but managed to contain myself. “I think if you’ve seen our sculpture, you know we need more than luck. We need a farkin’ miracle.”

      As Yule Wolfram and Blanche Ritter, who happened to be a very attractive older lady, passed us by, I heard him snicker—probably about the fact that we would, indeed, need a miracle. Which was kind of mean. I’d lob a spell that had him leaking out of every orifice, if not for Hobbs standing so close.

      Jolie distracted me when she patted me on the shoulder and gave me a sympathetic smile the way all champions do when they know they’re champions. “It just takes practice. You’ll get it eventually.”

      She turned back around when Gracie called them to the counter to take their order, and I was struck by just how pretty Jolie’s hair was. Shiny and thick, she’d braided it with some fun red and white ribbon.

      Like I said, I have hair envy.

      As the two snuggled even closer while placing their order, Hobbs whispered distractedly, “All I need is the air that I breathe…”

      “Huh?”

      He laughed. “Sorry. It’s a song. You know, by The Hollies? It made me think of them. You know the line, right? All I need is the air that I breathe and to love you.”

      My heart clenched in my chest. Was this a tender side to Hobbs I had yet to see? I knew he loved animals and he was really good with people, but love songs, too? I found myself with hot cheeks and feeling a little breathless.

      “I do know it, and I was thinking more Madonna and ‘Crazy for You,’ but The Hollies’ll work.”

      He eyed them giggling and cuddling and said, “Maybe it’s closer to ‘Obsession’ by Animotion.”

      “Or ‘Every Breath You Take’ by the Police.”

      “I see your Police and offer you, “‘I’m on Fire’ by Bruce Springsteen.”

      I was about to lob another song title back when a vision hit me—all at once and hard, as if someone had jerked me by the arm.

      My pulse became sluggish, slowing to a crawl, and before me, there it was again—a red saucer sled as big as a car.

      It barreled toward me, swooshing down the snow-covered hill they used for the Marshmallow Hollow sledding contest. The clouds above were puffy and blue and not at all like a winter sky in our neck of the woods.

      And then there were flowers…spring flowers. Tulips and daffodils and hyacinth—purple hyacinth—lining the hill, pushing up through the snow.

      As the sled rushed at me, cresting the humps in the hill and landing on the glistening snow, I got a small glimpse of something inside the red plastic sled… A…a cat?

      No wait. A kitten! A gray tabby with a bit of peach coloring on its head. Oddly, the feline didn’t appear to mind the ride at all. It sat happily in the middle of the saucer, its fur blown back from the force of the wind, almost as if it were enjoying itself.

      What the frack kind of cat liked wet snow?

      Almost the moment I saw the tiny kitten, the enormous saucer landed at my feet—but to my dismay, I realized the saucer wasn’t red at all.

      It was covered in blood…
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        “In the meadow we can build a snowman…”

        

      

      “Hal?” I heard Hobbs say, sounding as though he was underwater. “It’s your favorite cowboy. I’m here. Right next to you, in fact. All you have to do is reach out when you’re ready.”

      There was a gasp and then a feminine voice asked, “Is she okay? Should I get help?”

      “No. She’s fine. It’s just a migraine. I’ve got her. No need to worry.”

      I was torn from the vision with a vengeance, slapping me back into reality with a hot jolt.

      Reaching for Hobbs, I was grateful for the comfort he brought—and I don’t mind saying, I didn’t hate his hard biceps as he balanced me.

      “I’m okay now. It’s okay,” I whispered as my eyesight cleared and my surroundings returned.

      Hobbs rubbed soothing circles over my back, making me shiver, pulling me closer so I snuggled into him. “Tell me what you need, Hal.”

      His deep, warm voice and his Southern lilt soothed me, almost as much as my mother’s voice had when she’d been the one to talk me down from a vision.

      I felt a little ridiculous as I realized there were people in line, staring at me with concerned looks on their faces. So I smiled and flapped my hands dismissively.

      “I’m fine, all. Thanks for the concern.” Then I straightened and waited my turn for some hot chocolate—but I’ll be flocked and feathered if that vision didn’t have me wondering what the heck it all meant.

      “Shall we talk about it?” Hobbs asked, leaning down to whisper in my ear.

      Burying my chin in the neck of my jacket, I shook my head. “I’m not sure what there is to talk about. It was kind of bizarre. But let’s get our hot chocolate and head to your Jeep and then we’ll discuss.”

      As we approached Gracie and placed our order, I made idle chitchat with her. “How’ve you been, Gracie?”

      She smiled, her peachy lips turning upward in a grin. “I’m pretty good. How about you, Hal? How’s it going with the ice sculpting contest?”

      “Things are good with me, but the ice sculpting contest? Not as good. Though, try telling Stiles that. I can’t seem to convince him that baby Jesus looks about as much like Yoda as I do Arianna Grande.”

      She winced as she cut up some fresh marshmallows and gave them a quick toast over an open fire, leaving them gooey and lightly browned. “That was baby Jesus?”

      I chuckled. “As played by Yoda. I can’t believe you didn’t recognize him right away.”

      Instantly, her peachy-creamy skin went red, covering her freckled face. “Oh, I’m sorry, Hal. I didn’t mean to insult you. It looks…great.”

      Reaching out a hand, I tapped the wooden counter for emphasis. “Do not apologize. What’s on that table is a hot mess, and we know it. Well, one of us knows it, and the other one is going to need a Come To Jesus talk to convince him it’s a hot mess before he knows it. But it’s a hot mess.”

      Gracie sputtered a laugh, covering her mouth with the crook of her elbow. “It is a little rough. In fact, I thought I heard you two arguing about it over by the gingerbread parade display.”

      “Me and Fitzi? We hardly ever argue.” And that was true. We hadn’t argued since quarreling over who wrote the best paranormal romance.

      He was stuck on that Savannah Temple, and I’ll go to my grave swearing it’s Jude Deveraux. No discussion. But even then, we hadn’t really argued-argued. We’d disagreed.

      She shrugged as she poured the creamy hot chocolate over my marshmallows. “Must have been someone else. They sure were carrying on about an ice sculpture, though. Lots of shouting.”

      I didn’t think much of it as I took my paper cup and held it in both hands. “Well, it’s a tense time for some. There’s five hundred bucks at stake. Anyway, have I introduced you to my friend Hobbs?”

      Hobbs grinned his very cute grin. “Oh, Gracie and I are well acquainted.”

      Gracie snorted with a nod. “You bet we are. He’s one of my best customers. Since we met a couple of weeks ago, I’ve
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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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