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      There are three things you should know about running a magical supply shop in a small coastal town. First, everyone assumes the crystals are just pretty rocks. Second, tourists will always ask if you can read their palms (I can’t, but my friend Jo down the street has been known to see a future or two). And third, never—under any circumstances—accidentally enchant the mayor’s cat. Trust me on that last one. I’ve been apologizing for two weeks, and Mayor Harper still narrows her eyes at me whenever I bring my herb basket to the farmers’ market. At least Suki, my Siamese, had the good sense to look apologetic when the mayor’s tabby started floating three inches off the ground. More than I can say for myself.

      The morning started like most do at The Moonlit Charm: sunlight streaming through the bay windows, catching the hanging crystals and painting rainbows across the polished wooden floor. Suki, stretched languidly on her cushion by the register, her blue eyes following dust motes in the sunbeams. I was preparing a fresh batch of Clarity Calm tea, my hands moving automatically through the familiar ritual of measuring lemon balm, mugwort, and blue lotus into small cotton sachets. The bell above the door chimed as I tied off the last bag, and Suki’s ears perked up immediately, swiveling toward the entrance.

      “We’re not officially open for another twenty minutes,” I called out, not looking up from my work.

      “Not even for the sheriff?” came the reply, followed by the unmistakable aroma of Sweetie’s Latte’s signature dark roast.

      I looked up to find Sheriff Lomack standing in my shop, looking decidedly uncomfortable among the hanging bundles of drying herbs and shelves of crystals. He was still in his running clothes, which meant he’d detoured from his morning route specifically to see me. Suki, normally aloof with strangers, hopped down from her perch and wound herself around his ankles. Curious.

      “For you and that coffee, I’ll make an exception.” I smiled, setting aside my work. “Though I have to say, this is unexpected. You usually just wave through the window on your run.”

      He placed the coffee on the counter between us. “Thought you might need this. It’s going to be a long day.”

      “Why’s that?”

      “Because in about—“ he checked his watch, “the Moon family and half the Langfords will be gathering at old Herbert Moon’s law office for the reading of his will. And rumor has it, you’re mentioned.”

      I nearly dropped the coffee. “Me? I barely knew Mr. Moon.”

      “Well, he knew you,” Sheriff Lomack said, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Or at least, he knew your grandmother. And he specifically requested that whatever he’s leaving you be delivered immediately after the reading.”

      This was bizarre. My grandmother had been gone for five years, and while she’d been respected for her “herbal remedies” in Moon’s Landing, I didn’t think she’d had any special connection to the Moon family.

      “Do I need to be there?” I asked.

      “No. Mason will bring whatever it is here afterward.” The sheriff looked around my shop, his gaze lingering on the locked glass cabinet where I kept my more… specialized items. “Just thought you should have a heads-up. The Langfords are making noise. Especially since Tennessee Langford came back to town.”

      “The newspaper guy? What’s his problem?”

      Sheriff Lomack chuckled. “Besides buying the paper out from under Blanche Pruitt and being Moon’s natural enemy? Herbert Moon was the last of the old guard. Cousin to Mason’s father who took off with Mason’s mother on their never-ending world expedition. Keeper of all the family secrets. If there’s anything in that will that suggests the Moons weren’t the original founders of this town…” He let the sentence hang.

      Great. Small-town politics and family feuds—exactly what I didn’t need while trying to establish my business. I took a long sip of coffee, mentally scanning my schedule. I had a Clarity Tea workshop at two, and a special order of protection sachets to finish for Mrs. Winters’ beachside cottage.

      “Thanks for the warning,” I said, meaning it. “Any idea what Old Herbert might be sending my way?”

      “No clue. But knowing Herbert…” The sheriff lowered his voice. “Be careful. That old man knew things about this town that aren’t in any history book.”

      After he left, I found myself staring at my grandmother’s grimoire, locked safely in its glass case behind the counter. The leather-bound book had come to me after her death, along with the jade pendant I now wore daily. Inside were generations of Bennett family recipes, spells, and notes about the magical properties of plants. I’d been studying it for years and still discovered new secrets hidden in its pages.

      Suki jumped up and settled herself on top of the display case, her cream-colored paws tucked neatly beneath her chocolate-point body. She had an uncanny way of positioning herself as guardian of whatever needed protecting at the moment.

      What could Herbert Moon possibly have that would connect to my grandmother or me? And why would it upset the Langfords? Mason rarely talked about his absent parents—adventurers who’d been circling the globe for years now, sending the occasional exotic postcard and birthday gift. Instead, he’d been raised by his great-aunts, Petunia and Flora Moon, two formidable octogenarians who still ruled the Moon family with iron wills in floral-print dresses.

      I closed my eyes and pressed my palm against a small pot of rosemary on the counter. “What do you think is coming our way?” I murmured to the plant.

      Suki jumped onto the counter with silent grace, nudging her head against my arm as if to add her own question. Her presence amplified the connection—she’d always had a way of enhancing my magic.

      A warm tingle spread through my fingers, and a sense of anticipation—not danger, but something significant—flooded through me. The rosemary didn’t know details, of course, but plants have a way of sensing the emotional current of events. Suki’s tail twitched rapidly, her blue eyes dilating as she stared at the plant. She felt it too.

      Whatever was coming would change things in Moon’s Landing. And somehow, I was right in the middle of it.

      The shop phone rang, startling me out of my connection with the rosemary. Suki jumped back, offended by the interruption.

      “Moonlit Charm, this is Ellie,” I answered.

      “Did you hear?” Marisol’s voice came through, pitched low the way it always was when she was calling from the library’s front desk.

      “About Herbert Moon’s will? Sheriff Lomack just left.”

      “And?”

      “And apparently I’m getting something from a man I barely knew, delivered by his nephew, and the Langfords are upset about it.”

      Marisol made a sound that was half laugh, half groan. “Only you could move back to town, open a ‘New Age shop,’ and immediately get tangled in a century-old feud.”

      “It’s not a New Age shop,” I corrected automatically. “It’s an herbal and crystal specialty store.”

      “Right,” she said, and I could practically hear her rolling her eyes. “Anyway, I called because I found something interesting in the archives. Herbert Moon donated a collection of personal papers last year, and I’ve been given orders to catalog them. There’s a mention of your grandmother.”

      My heart skipped. “What kind of mention?”

      “I don’t know yet. The file is sealed until after his will is read. Literally has a note on it saying ‘Not to be opened until after the reading of my last will and testament.’”

      “That’s… dramatic.”

      “That’s Herbert Moon,” Marisol said. “Look, I’ve got to go. Mrs. Peterson is giving me the evil eye for being on the phone. But come by the library later?”

      “I’ll try. Apparently, I’ve got a delivery coming from Mason Moon.”

      After we hung up, I leaned against the counter, my mind racing. Between the sheriff’s warning, Marisol’s discovery, and the strange tingle I’d felt from the rosemary, something was definitely brewing in Moon’s Landing.

      Suki meowed plaintively, rubbing against my ankles in a figure-eight pattern.

      “I know, I know,” I told her, reaching down to scratch behind her ears. “You’re saying I should stay out of it.” Suki’s tail flicked once, sharply. “Or maybe you’re saying I should definitely get involved? You’re not always clear, you know.”

      She blinked slowly at me, the Siamese equivalent of an eye roll. For a cat who couldn’t speak, she certainly had a way of making her opinions known.

      I had another hour before officially opening, which gave me time to finish preparing for the day. I moved around the shop, lighting the subtle protection candles by the door, arranging the day’s crystal selection in the display case, and setting out the fresh herb bundles. These were the normal parts of running The Moonlit Charm—the parts visible to my non-magical customers, who made up about ninety percent of my business.

      The other ten percent—the ones who knew what they were really looking for—would see beyond the tourist-friendly exterior to the real magic behind my little shop.

      My grandmother had taught me that magic wasn’t about spectacle or power. It was about intention, connection, and balance. “Plants speak to those who listen,” she used to say, her hands always smelling of rosemary and lavender as she tended her garden. “They tell us what they can do, if we respect them enough to hear.” It was from her that I inherited not just the grimoire and pendant, but the ability to sense the energy in plants—to coax out their natural properties and enhance them with my own intention.

      It wasn’t flashy magic. I couldn’t fly or throw fire from my fingertips. But I could create a tea that brought clarity to troubled minds, or craft a protective charm that actually worked, or speak to the roses to learn who had walked past them yesterday.

      The bell above the door chimed again, and I turned to find Lindsay Zimmer from Sweetie’s Latte standing in the doorway, a bakery box in her hands.

      “I know you’re not open yet,” she said, her blonde ponytail swinging as she stepped inside, “but I wanted to bring you some of our new lavender shortbread. Thought maybe you could tell me if the lavender I used has the right… properties.” Her voice lowered on the last word, and she glanced around as if someone might overhear.

      Lindsay wasn’t magical, but she was what my grandmother would have called “sensitive.” She could sense there was something more to herbs than just flavor, even if she didn’t fully understand what. She’d been experimenting with some of the dried herbs I sold her, adding them to her baked goods with unexpected effects. Last month’s chamomile cookies had customers feeling unusually peaceful, returning day after day for more.

      “Come in,” I told her, taking the box. “Let me see what you’ve created this time.”

      As I opened the box lid to examine the cookies, I noticed a tall figure through the front window, walking purposefully toward my shop. Mason Moon, his expression serious, a small wooden box tucked under his arm.

      Suki jumped to the windowsill, her tail beginning to swish back and forth.

      It seemed Herbert Moon’s legacy was about to arrive—and judging by the way my cat’s fur was starting to stand on end, it wasn’t going to be a simple inheritance.
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      “Is that Mason Moon?” Lindsay leaned closer to the front window, her voice laced with that small-town blend of reverence, curiosity, and an unmistakable hunger for gossip reserved for legacy families.

      “Looks like it.” I straightened the rose quartz display that didn’t need straightening. “Sheriff Lomack mentioned he’d be stopping by. Something to do with Herbert’s will.”

      “Old Herbert’s will?” Lindsay’s eyes widened. “Half the town’s been speculating what’s in it for days.”

      I wasn’t surprised. Herbert Moon’s passing had dominated conversation in Moon’s Landing for weeks. At eighty-seven, he’d been the oldest living Moon in town, and rumor had it he’d left very specific—and often peculiar—bequests to various townspeople. Apparently, I was one of them.

      The bell above the door chimed as Mason entered, his tall frame commanding the space. Suki immediately stood at attention, her tail puffing just slightly—her signal that something magically significant was happening. Mason glanced at her, then at me, his expression unreadable. Under his arm was a small wooden box, about the size of a hardcover book.

      Despite his casual clothes, there was no mistaking Mason Moon’s presence. As the owner of Moon’s Brewery up in the hills—and the microbrewery downtown—he carried himself like a man who understood exactly where he stood in the town’s hierarchy. Nearly half of Moon’s Landing residents owed their livelihoods to him in some way, making the Moon family’s influence feel less like a legacy and more like a gravitational pull.

      “Elena Bennett,” he said with a nod. “I’m supposed to deliver this to you. Personally. With witnesses.” His gaze flickered to Lindsay, who didn’t even pretend to hide her interest.

      “I can be a witness,” she offered brightly, practically bouncing on her toes.

      A smile ghosted across Mason’s face. “That’ll work. Aunt Petunia and Aunt Flora insisted on the protocol being followed exactly.”

      He placed the wooden box on the counter. Up close, I saw that the wood was older than I’d first thought—darkened with age, the edges carved with protective symbols. Not the decorative kind found in commercial carvings. Real ones. I felt a faint hum of energy coming from it, subtle but unmistakable.

      “Herbert’s instructions were specific,” Mason continued. “This box belonged to your grandmother, according to him. It was left in his safekeeping twenty-seven years ago, with instructions to return it to a Bennett when… certain conditions were met.”

      “What conditions?” I asked, not touching the box yet.

      Mason shrugged. “He didn’t specify in the will. Just said the time had come for it to be returned, and that you would understand once you opened it.”

      Suki hopped onto the counter and began circling the box, whiskers twitching as she assessed it.

      “Well, aren’t you going to open it?” Lindsay urged, leaning over the counter.

      Before I could answer, the bell chimed again. I looked up to see Tennessee Langford standing in my doorway, his newspaper editor persona in full effect—pressed shirt, notebook in hand, expression professionally neutral except for the tension around his eyes when they landed on Mason.

      “Ms. Bennett,” he said, ignoring Mason completely. “I heard Herbert Moon left you something of historical significance to our town. As the editor of Moon’s News, I’d like to⁠—”

      “This is private property, Tenn,” Mason interrupted, turning to face him. “And a private matter.”

      The air in the shop thickened instantly. These two had history—not just their own, but generations worth.

      “The founding of this town is not a private matter,” Tenn replied evenly. “And if Herbert Moon had information about its true origins⁠—”

      “Herbert Moon was my cousin and a respected elder,” Mason said, his voice hard. “His will is being executed according to his wishes, not according to what would make a good headline for your paper.”

      I looked between them, suddenly understanding. Whatever was in this box, Tenn believed it might support the Langford claim that they were the original founders of Moon’s Landing. And Mason was here not just to deliver the box, but to see what it contained.

      Suki let out a low, warning meow as the tension in the shop reached higher. She was right—this kind of negativity was bad for the crystals, not to mention my business. I was about to intervene when the bell chimed a third time.

      “Sorry I’m late,” said a voice I didn’t immediately recognize. “Traffic was backed up at the harbor.”

      The man who stepped into my increasingly crowded shop was tall, with dark hair that curled slightly around his ears, and eyes the color of the sea after a storm. He wore a casual button-down with the sleeves rolled up, revealing forearms tanned from outdoor work. The new veterinarian, Daniel Thorne.

      “I called about the calming sachets?” he said, apparently oblivious to the tension. “For the retriever with anxiety?”

      His arrival had an immediate effect. Both Mason and Tenn took a step back, as if suddenly aware they were making a scene in a public place. Lindsay, meanwhile, was looking between Daniel and me with undisguised interest.

      “Right,” I said, grateful for the interruption. “I have them ready. Just let me…” I gestured vaguely at the box and the situation.

      Daniel’s eyes flicked to the wooden box, then to Mason and Tenn, and comprehension dawned on his face. “I can wait,” he said, stepping toward a display of locally made beeswax candles. “Take your time.”

      The moment of disruption had broken the tension, at least temporarily. I turned back to the box, placing my hands on either side of it. The wood felt warm beneath my fingertips, almost alive. There was magic here, old and subtle.

      “This belonged to my grandmother?” I asked Mason.

      He nodded. “According to Herbert, she left it with him for safekeeping. He was quite insistent that it be returned to you now, in person, with witnesses.”

      I noticed he’d positioned himself so he could see what was inside when I opened it. Tenn had managed to do the same from the other side of the shop. Even Lindsay was leaning forward expectantly.

      Well, if I was to have an audience for this mysterious inheritance, so be it. I unlatched the small brass hook that kept the box closed and carefully lifted the lid.

      Inside, nestled on a bed of dark velvet, lay three items: a small, leather-bound journal with a faded green cover; an unusual brass key with an intricate design on its head; and what appeared to be a very old, pressed flower—a moonflower, its white petals preserved between two pieces of glass in a silver frame.

      “That’s it?” Lindsay whispered, sounding disappointed. “No treasure map? No deed to the town?”

      Mason visibly relaxed, while Tenn’s expression darkened. Whatever he’d been expecting or hoping for, this wasn’t it.

      I lifted the journal carefully, feeling the magic that clung to it—a protective enchantment, one that felt familiar somehow. Opening it revealed pages of handwritten notes in my grandmother’s distinctive script, but something about it seemed off. I flipped through and realized several pages had been carefully removed.

      “Those items may look ordinary,” Mason said, “but Herbert considered them important enough to specifically mention in his will. He said they relate to the town’s… protective measures.”

      Tenn scoffed. “Protective measures? Is that what your family calls it now?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Langford,” Mason replied, the tension returning to his voice.

      I placed my hand on the journal, hoping to get a sense of its contents without reading it in front of everyone. A flutter of images passed through my mind—moonlight on water, a circle of stones, my grandmother much younger than I’d ever known her, and a sense of something hidden, protected.

      “Gentlemen,” I said firmly, “thank you for ensuring this was delivered properly. I’ll need time to examine my grandmother’s possessions.”

      Tenn looked like he wanted to argue, but Daniel chose that moment to accidentally-on-purpose knock over a display of small crystal points, sending them scattering across the floor.

      “I am so sorry,” he said, immediately crouching to gather them. His eyes met mine briefly, and I caught the hint of a smile. A deliberate distraction, then.

      Lindsay, always helpful, moved to assist him. “Let me help you with those!”

      With everyone’s attention momentarily elsewhere, I quickly closed the box and slid it beneath the counter, where Suki immediately hopped down to guard it, her blue eyes fixed on me with clear meaning: We need to look at this alone.

      Mason seemed to take the hint. “I should get back. Aunt Petunia will be waiting for a full report.” He handed me a card. “If you have any questions about Herbert or… anything else, please call me.”

      Tenn lingered a moment longer, his reporter’s instincts clearly unsatisfied. “Ms. Bennett, when you’ve had time to review those items, I’d very much like to discuss them with you. The historical society⁠—”

      “I’ll let you know,” I interrupted, not unkindly but firmly.

      After both men had left, Lindsay helped a customer select a crystal necklace before returning to her bakery, and I finally had a moment with Daniel Thorne.

      “Thanks for the distraction,” I said quietly as I gathered the sachets of calming herbs he’d ordered. “That was getting uncomfortable.”

      “Happy to help,” he replied, his voice warm. “Small towns and their politics. I’d forgotten how intense they can be.”

      “That’s right, you’re from here originally,” I stated matter-of-factly.

      “Born and raised. Left for veterinary school and stayed away longer than I meant to.” He glanced toward the counter where Suki was still guarding the box. “She’s a beautiful Siamese. Lilac point?”

      “Chocolate,” I corrected, impressed he knew cat breeds. But of course, he is a vet. He would know these things. “Her name’s Suki.”

      He nodded. “Beautiful name for a beautiful cat.” His eyes returned to mine. “I’ve been meaning to stop by your shop since you’ve officially opened. I use a lot of natural remedies in my practice when appropriate.”

      “These should help with your anxious retriever,” I said, handing him the sachets. I don’t know why I was acting so uncomfortable around him. Maybe it had to do with me having to cancel our dinner date. We hadn’t talked since, at least, not had the opportunity to. “Just put one under the dog’s bed. They’ll last about a week.”

      Our fingers brushed as he took the package, and I felt an unexpected tingle of… something. Not quite magic, but a kind of resonance. Interesting.

      “What do I owe you?” he asked.

      “First order’s on the house,” I replied. “Professional courtesy.” I hadn’t planned to say that, but the words came out anyway.

      He smiled, and something fluttered in my chest that had nothing to do with magic. “Then I’ll have to find a way to return the favor. Maybe dinner sometime? I know a great place just up the coast.”

      Before I could answer, Suki let out a distinctive yowl—her “pay attention to important things” sound.

      “I’d like that,” I said quickly. “But I should probably…”

      “Deal with your mysterious inheritance?” His eyes twinkled. “I understand. The town’s been buzzing about Herbert Moon’s will for days.” He turned to leave, then paused at the door. “Fair warning—I work with animals. They tend to sense things about people. Including when they’re… special.”

      With that cryptic comment, he was gone, leaving me to wonder exactly what he meant and how much he might know about my particular kind of “special.”

      I flipped the sign on the door to “Closed for Lunch” and returned to the counter. Suki was already batting impatiently at the box.

      “Alright, alright,” I told her, lifting it onto the counter and reopening it. “Let’s see what Grandma Elena left behind.”

      The journal came first. I opened it carefully, the magic tingling against my fingers. It was dated twenty-seven years ago—the year I was born. The first entry read:

      
        
        The boundaries must be maintained. The old agreement holds, but precautions must be taken. I’ve secured the key and the moonflower essence. This journal contains what the next Bennett witch will need to know when the time comes. Herbert has agreed to keep these safe until then.

      

      

      I flipped through the pages, reading fragments of my grandmother’s notes about Moon’s Landing, about protective circles and boundary stones, about an agreement between families. Several pages had been removed, leaving only the torn edges behind.

      Next, I examined the key. It was old, possibly hand-forged, with a design on its head that matched some of the symbols in my grandmother’s grimoire—specifically, those related to boundaries and doorways between worlds.

      Finally, I lifted the framed moonflower, holding it up to the light. Moonflowers were known for their magic—they bloomed only at night, their white petals absorbing lunar energy. This one seemed to shimmer slightly as I turned it, and I felt a pull toward… somewhere. Not a physical location exactly, but more like a threshold.

      “What was Grandma involved in?” I murmured to Suki, who was watching me intently.

      I needed more information. The journal mentioned boundary stones, which made me think of the circle of large rocks at the edge of town, near the cliffs overlooking the ocean. Locals called them the “Founder’s Circle” and claimed Whiskey Moon had placed them there when establishing the town.

      But if my grandmother’s journal was to be believed, those stones served a more important purpose than commemoration. And this key—what did it open?

      Suki nudged my hand, bringing me back to the present. I needed to go to the library and see those sealed documents Marisol had mentioned. And maybe, if I could muster the courage, visit the Founder’s Circle at moonrise to see if the key and pressed flower revealed anything there.

      I returned the items to the box and slid it into my messenger bag. As I moved to flip the sign back to “OPEN,” I noticed a figure across the street, partially hidden behind a parked car. They were watching my shop with obvious interest, and when they saw me looking, they quickly turned away.

      The Moonlit Charm had been open less than six months, but it seemed I’d already inherited much more than just a building and my grandmother’s grimoire. I’d inherited her secrets, too—secrets that clearly mattered to more people in Moon’s Landing than I’d realized.
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      The Moon’s Landing Public Library was housed in a Tudor-style building with dark wood beams and a central garden bursting with flowers and greenery. Inside, the original hardwood floors creaked pleasantly underfoot, and the smell of old books mingled with the lavender polish Marisol insisted on using instead of commercial cleaners.

      “It’s better for the books,” she always said. “And it keeps Mrs. Peterson’s allergies at bay.”

      I’d left Suki guarding the shop with my assistant Gabriel, a college student who worked part-time and believed all my talk of plant energy was just “cool metaphorical stuff.” That suited me fine—the fewer people who knew about real magic, the better. I’d secured my grandmother’s box in the hidden compartment beneath the floorboards under my counter, taking only the journal with me. The key and pressed moonflower felt too powerful to carry around town casually.

      The library was quiet when I arrived, just after the lunch rush. A few retirees browsed the periodicals, and a mother helped her toddler select picture books in the children’s corner. I spotted Marisol at the reference desk, her dark hair pulled back in a neat bun, glasses perched on the end of her nose as she cataloged new arrivals.

      She looked up as I approached, her eyes widening at my expression.

      “You got it, didn’t you?” she whispered, glancing around to make sure no one was within earshot. “Herbert’s bequest?”

      I nodded, patting my bag where the journal rested. “And I need to see those sealed documents you mentioned.”

      Marisol checked her watch. “Mrs. Peterson leaves for her dentist appointment in fifteen minutes. Meet me in the archives once she’s gone.”

      I browsed the herb gardening section while waiting, though my mind was too preoccupied to really focus on companion planting techniques. When I saw Mrs. Peterson—a formidable woman in her seventies who’d been the head librarian since the previous one had recently died—collect her purse and cardigan, I made my way to the back of the library.

      The archives room was temperature-controlled and required a special key that only Marisol and Mrs. Peterson possessed. It housed the town’s historical documents, including town council minutes dating back to the 1920s, old maps, photographs, and personal papers donated by prominent citizens. The room smelled of preservation chemicals and time.

      Marisol was already there when I arrived, carefully lifting a sealed folder from a climate-controlled cabinet.

      “Herbert Moon donated these documents last year,” she explained, placing the folder on the reading table. “With explicit instructions they weren’t to be opened until after his will was read. Mrs. Peterson wanted to wait for official notification from the lawyer, but technically, since Mason delivered your inheritance, the condition has been met.”

      The folder was sealed with wax that bore the impression of the Moon family crest—a crescent moon over what looked like a barrel or cask, representing Whiskey Moon’s original business.
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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,
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