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      For C

      Keep fighting your demons

      I love you
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      To my dear readers, your unwavering support and encouragement have been the guiding stars in this creative odyssey. Your insightful reviews and heartwarming feedback have fueled the fires of my inspiration, burning brightly, even during moments of doubt.

      As this chapter of our journey comes to a close, I eagerly anticipate the new tales that await us. Thank you for being an integral part of this magical experience. Your enthusiasm and love for Alexandra's world have delighted every written word.

      Here's to the adventures and the stories yet to be told.

      

      With heartfelt gratitude,

      Tammy Tyree
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        Like my other books in this series, this is a fiction work.

        The demons, however, are real.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      The History of the Demon, Murder.

      According to the Testament of Solomon, many of the demons in Solomon's encounters are of Greek, Egyptian, Jewish, Christian, Arabic, and other traditions.

      The majority of the testament consists of Solomon's interviews with the demons, some of which are grotesque, including one that has no head.

      “Murder” is the headless demon Solomon refers to. One who sees through his breasts and speaks with the voice taken over from his victims. The Testament states that Murder is summoned to appear before King Solomon. He has no head, and he tries to get one by devouring the heads of his victims.

      Murder grabs heads, cuts them off, and attaches them to himself.

      A real prize, would you agree?

      And we had the displeasure of meeting him, as you’ll see within the following pages…

      Hang on to your heads, people.

      Things are about to get weird…

      

      Alexandra Heale

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      ALEXANDRA

      The sun poked my eyelids like a persistent alarm clock, waking me up with a not-so-gentle nudge. I sprawled out, feeling the warm rays creep through a tiny opening in the fancy velvet curtains. With a groggy stretch, I kicked off the comfy quilt and exited the flouncy bed. My feet hit the cold stone floor, and I quickly hopped into my slippers, shivering.

      I shuffled to the window; my nightdress—what used to be Evelyn of Cumbria’s, found in a dusty cedar chest in this bedroom with her other 17th-century garb—billowed around me as I tugged open the heavy drapes. The view outside was epic—Castle Point, the town, and the endless ocean. Sunlight glinted off a snowy blanket covering everything.

      "Good morning, brave new world," I croaked, still half-asleep.

      My new dig, Castle Dagon, was this crazy medieval fortress on a cliff. It had this wild combination of old-school castle torment, terror vibes, and modern gadgets.

      Oh, and don't forget the magic, secrets, and danger.

      I am living the dream.

      Being the Dagon Queen meant I was smack in that craziness. I'm a witch, but my powers got jacked, and now I'm stuck with these creepy Dagon powers and Witch Hunters lurking in the shadows, itching for a witch-hunting party. I might've lost my witchy powers to their dead boss, Earl Dagon, but I'm not letting them win.

      Nope, I own them.

      At least, that’s what I kept telling myself.

      Earl Dagon—that drama king—made me queen at a Witch Hunter ceremony. I guess being dead doesn't stop you from having a thing for power. Thanks to him, I'm straddling two worlds like a circus performer.

      From the other side, Earl Dagon knew I'd reincarnated as a witch. So, he ordered a batch of possessed, demonic Hench-nuns to strip my witchy powers the night of my thirty-eighth birthday—the same age he'd torched me as Evelyn of Cumbria back in the day. I had to tap into my ancestral Dagon mojo to escape that firepit.

      Once free, I let those Dagon powers loose, just like Earl wanted. If he couldn't have me as Evelyn from the 1600s or Alexandra from today, he'd make me his kind of Dagon.

      Now, I've got this title I loathe, a castle I never wanted and a legacy I could do without.

      But, hey, it's all about embracing the drama, right?

      So, I might be the Queen of the Witch Hunters, but trust me, they're not throwing me a party. I told Sheriff Gordon Roberts, the Witch Hunter High Commander, to send an official order telling the hunters to cool it with the witch hunts. No more power-stripping ceremonies for witches like me and my friend Penny. Not that they've had much luck finding a witch in the past fifty years.

      Witches are ninja-level at hiding.

      But my orders had the opposite effect.

      Witch Hunters worldwide went into overdrive, which meant the secret witch society had to stay even more secret. And my Dagon powers were useless against them. Earl Dagon seemed to want his honey and peanut butter, too. Put his long-lost love in command…over no one.

      I could use my powers to threaten them, but only those who took the threat seriously. The rest served up the age-old misogyny on a vast, Dagon-forged platter.

      Just freaking fabulous.

      Now, I must figure out how to stop the hunters and end their reign of terror.

      I gazed at the horizon where the sea met the sky, thinking about Blake. He's been MIA since the night I became castle queen weeks ago. Despite my efforts, there was no trace of him. His absence was like a heavy weight on my heart.

      I remembered the last time we were together—sparks flying when we kissed, his strong arms around me. We weren't officially a couple, but that kiss was etched in my memory, making Blake's disappearance even more challenging.

      I turned to the mirror, addressing my reflection as I did daily. "Alexandra Heale, you're a force to be reckoned with." My long, dark hair framed my face just right, and my green eyes held more secrets than a gossip column. I was ready for whatever craziness came my way.

      At least, that’s what I kept telling myself.

      I pulled at the ash-filled vial earring of my mentor, Cressy’s ashes dangling from my left lobe. The comforting tug calmed my nerves and connected me to my late mentor.

      "Ah, the classic self-pep talk," a voice quipped from the corner of the room. “Never gets old.” It was Blackjack, my sassy black feline familiar. We had this mind-link thing, so we didn't need words to chat. He strutted over, sunlight glossing his sleek fur to an ebony shine. ."Sleep well, Your Highness?" he quipped in his usual sarcastic tone, giving a little bow.

      "Yeah," I replied, “and I'm feeling... optimistic…and stuff.”

      "Optimistic?" Blackjack teased, jumping onto the windowsill. “Now, that's a plot twist. What's got you feeling all hopeful ‘and stuff’?”

      "Maybe it's the sunshine, or maybe it's just a gut feeling," I pondered, checking out the town below. "But I believe we're close to getting my witchy powers back and kicking Witch Hunters to the curb."

      "Big words," Blackjack purred, stretching lazily. "But let's hope you're not just serving up some wishful thinking."

      "Trust me," I scratched my familiar behind the ears, then pulled my hand away as darts of Dagon heat prickled my palm.

      "Easy, tiger. Don't burn the castle down with all that ferocity," Blackjack teased, flicking his tail at me. “I enjoy living here. I have a staff of minions catering to my every whim and a castle full of mice to prey upon. Life is good.”

      "Hilarious," I replied dryly, rolling my eyes. “And also, ew. But I'm serious, Blackjack. I need to figure this out."

      "Of course, Your Highness," he responded, his green eyes locking onto mine. "And we'll do it together. We'll find that spell and get your powers back. And maybe… just maybe, we'll find the big doofus sheriff along the way. Although I’ve never understood what you see in that man, I suppose I can support your quest to find him.”

      "Alrighty, let's do it," I declared, ignoring his smirky attitude. I tossed the nightdress onto the bed, pulled on my usual fashion of late—sweats—and left the room with Blackjack in tow, a sputter of kitty farts escaping his back end as he trotted down the stone stairs of our castle wing. I plugged my nose and rushed down the steps, overtaking the stinky brat.

      Coffee is calling.

      It was definitely time for a caramel macchiato with extra foam.

      After that, I'd tackle whatever challenges came my way with a dash of courage, a sprinkle of cunning, and, of course, a good dose of caffeine.
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        * * *

      

      "Focus, Alex," I scolded myself. My macchiato foam art attempts were epic failures. Instead of a cat, I'd crafted what looked like a soggy rat. I gave up and took a long swig of my extra-creamy goodness.

      “Can I make your coffee for you, my lady?” Malcolm, my butler and chief-of-staff, appeared out of nowhere like he had teleportation powers.

      I jumped, spilling some of my coffee. Malcolm quickly mopped at the mess with a dishrag. “Uh, no, thanks, Malcolm, I can manage,” I replied with a grin, taking another gulp of my morning catastrophe.

      Malcolm nodded and departed. The guy was a tall, stoic figure with the charisma of Lurch from the Addams Family. He'd worked closely with the former museum curator, but I couldn't recall ever seeing him at work in the castle when it was a museum. Still, his resume checked out, and when I called Mr. Fellows for a reference, he had given him a glowing recommendation, so I'd taken him on.

      I'd shut down the museum part of the castle when I moved in and gave Mr. Fellows a golden parachute so he could retire in style. I'd kept most of the other staff on payroll, with some taking a leave of absence and others shuffled into different roles. Maintaining this massive castle and its gardens was no small feat, especially with winter approaching.

      My thoughts veered back to The Book of the Order of Witch Hunters: that ancient tome holding the secret to reclaiming my powers…I hoped. Sheriff Roberts said no such spell existed within the book, but I refused to take his word for it. Determination surged within me like a firecracker. I was dead set on cracking the cryptic code concealed within its pages. Nothing could deter me. With sheer stubbornness as my co-pilot, I left the kitchen and headed into Castle Dagon's grand hall.

      Despite the infusion of caffeine into my veins, I already felt tired.

      Keeping the determination dialed high was an exhausting task.

      Walking, I felt the gravity of my mission to regain my stolen powers. But I couldn’t let the hunters win. I would decode The Book and restore my abilities, no matter what.

      "Morning, Alex!" Teddy's cheerful voice echoed from what used to be Mr. Fellows' enormous office as I passed by. "Ready to dive into some more code-breaking fun?"

      "Absolutely," I replied, my smile not quite making it to my eyes. "I'm not resting until I get my powers back."

      "Good on you, boss," Teddy said, her brown eyes oozing warmth and encouragement. She was hard at work, grinding herbs like a seasoned pro to whip up one of her potent teas for my shop, Castle Point Apothecary. Today, Teddy had ditched her usual magically induced glam look of purple hair and tattoos. Her loyal hellhounds lounged at her feet in their natural splendor.

      Those hellhounds were big softies, just like Teddy. Despite their gnashing teeth, gray scaling skin, and size, they were slobbery puppies rather than fearsome beasts, and loyal to a fault. That's why I'd invited Teddy and her crew to move into the castle with me. They deserved the space, and I relished their company and the extra protection.

      "Maybe today will be our lucky day," I mused, stepping into the massive library and cradling The Book. My fingers traced its spine, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of determination.

      Today, I was going to make progress.
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      BLAKE

      The memory crashed over me like a hurricane, swirling and pulling me into its chaotic vortex. The hood over my head shrouded my senses in the oppressive darkness. My heart raced, adrenaline coursing through my veins, and I could almost smell my fear. The anticipation hung heavy as I waited, hooded, for what would come next.

      Someone yanked the hood off my head. A rush of cool air hit my face, carrying the scent of gasoline.

      I was in a wheelchair, in a garage, in nowhere land.

      Two blurry figures stood in the dim light. As they approached, unmistakable recognition coursed through my veins with the speed of a thousand horses.

      “Mom? Dad?” I croaked, disbelief and shock flooding my senses. Their faces loomed before me, and I could smell the faintest traces of their familiar scents. My heart pounded as I inhaled Mom's cinnamon and bergamot fragrance, mingled with Dad's earthy cologne.

      Mom couldn't contain herself and rushed forward, her perfume enveloping me as she embraced me. I sat bound to a chair, the rough texture of the ropes digging into my skin as her scent engulfed me. I could taste the saltiness of tears mingling with her perfume as she wiped her face, her fingers warm against my cheeks. She smelled just as I remembered.

      "My boy," Dad said gruffly, embracing us both. His neatly trimmed beard scratched my cheek just like when I was little. I could feel the warmth of their bodies as they hugged me, and my skin tingled with the sensation.

      They were real. The world felt vivid and surreal, and I couldn't fathom this miraculous reunion. Mom untied the ropes around my ankles, the fibers sliding against my skin, leaving an impression of their roughness. Dad untied my hands, and I could feel the slight sting as circulation returned.

      My parents were alive.

      It was as if I could touch the reality of their presence. I was overwhelmed by a whirlwind of happiness, confusion, and an inexplicable yearning for a family. I thought I'd lost forever.

      But I needed answers, and fast.
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        * * *

      

      After the emotional reunion, I found myself on the porch of Magma's home, only a few hours from Castle Point. The old magnolia trees, their leaves now absent in the early winter chill, surrounded the weathered farmhouse. I sipped on a hot chocolate laced with Bourbon that Magma had prepared, the warmth easing my nerves. Steam curled around my face, carrying the rich aroma of chocolate and the faint hint of whiskey. The whipped topping on the hot chocolate was thick and creamy, its sweet scent teasing my senses.

      Thoughts of Alexandra tugged at my mind, her image vivid in my memory. Samhain had just ended—along with Alex’s thirty-eighth birthday—and I did not know if she escaped the demonic nun’s torment or was lying six feet under the frosty ground.

      Or worse, if there could be one. Suppose they burned her—alive—on the castle pyre.

      I shook my head, pushing the thought away and choosing to think she was alive, well, and had escaped to the shadows of the underworld, much like my parents did so many years ago. I wished I could tell her everything that had happened. But I knew I needed to wait. Mom and Dad still had much to answer for, and I wasn’t leaving until their entire story was told. I closed my eyes and could almost hear the soft rustle of her hair and the delicate sound of her laughter in the late fall air.

      "Blake, there's so much we need to tell you," my father’s approach broke my reverie. He settled on the porch swing with a cup of hot chocolate, his voice heavy with regret. Mom joined us on the porch, wrapping me in a knitted blanket before sitting beside Dad on the porch swing, snugging a second blanket over their knees.

      I cleared my throat. “That was you on the beach. I was sitting in my squad car, napping after a long night. I thought I was delirious from lack of sleep, seeing things, but it was you.” I said, peering at my dad.

      “Yes, it was me, Son. We were staying close. We knew we needed to take you.”

      I shook my head. “Why? And why kidnap me? Couldn’t you just come to see me? Also, why has everyone lied to me about your death all these years?”

      Dad ran a hand through his short-cropped hair.

      Just like I do.

      “Like I said. We have a lot to tell you, Son.”

      “I’m listening.”

      Dad took a deep breath and blew it out hard. “I hardly know where to start.”

      “From the beginning, seems like a good place,” I stated, somewhat sarcastically.

      He nodded. “We had to fake our deaths to protect you and ourselves,"

      My throat worked. "Protect me? From what?"

      Dad's expression darkened. "From the death threats. From the truth.”

      I ran a hand through my hair, mirroring my father’s mannerisms, and exhaled an exasperated breath. “Dad. Enough of the cloak-and-dagger bullshit. I’m a grown man. I can take it. Just tell me, what the hell is going on?”

      Dad held his mug in both hands, permissively glancing at Mom, who nodded in silent agreement.

      “We’re witches, Son. As are you."

      My mouth fell open, a dribble of chocolate spilling onto my scruffy chin.

      Witches? Us? Me?

      It couldn't be.

      “No.” I shook my head. “That can’t be true. You were a Witch Hunter. I’m a Witch Hunter.”

      Mom nodded. "We bound your powers as a babe to keep you safe. We had to fake our deaths when you were eighteen to protect you. The Witch Hunters—or someone—was closing in on us."

      “Bind my powers? Closing in on us? What does that mean?” My voice cracked.

      Dad continued. “Someone found out what I am. We assume it was someone within the Order. Somehow, they discovered I'd infiltrated them as a spy.” His eyes flashed with anger. "I worked my way up to High Commander so I could take them down from the inside, dismantle them piece by piece. The death threats were coming in heavy and hot. We had to fake our deaths and disappear to protect you and stay alive so we could keep working on a way to take them down.”

      My body went weak. It was too much to take in all at once.

      Witches, powers, Witch Hunters—my entire world turned upside down. "Impossible," I whispered, shaking my head, then searching for the closest available spot to release the contents of my stomach as it roiled.  Slapping a hand over my mouth, I stood up. My stomach roiled again with…disgust? Disbelief?

      But deeper down, below the yawning threat of losing yesterday’s leftover pizza, something inside me stirred. A dormant knowing that had been bound and hidden for my protection, perhaps? I sat down hard.

      Mom got up from the swing and crouched beside me; her eyes searched my face, tears glistening. “We had to keep you safe, Blake. We had to keep everyone safe. I know this is a shock, sweetheart. But we're together again now…” she rambled on.

      As I listened, anger and betrayal fought for dominance within me. How could they have left me alone all those years, letting me think they were dead? Why hadn't I sensed the truth sooner? If, at my core, I’m a witch, then I should’ve been able to sense who I was, wouldn’t I?

      "Your powers had been bound, Son,” my father said. I wondered if he had been reading my thoughts, then decided that was likely. “We had to protect you. I hadn’t counted on you following in my footsteps and becoming a Witch Hunter. I realize it’s because you didn’t know the truth, but it wasn’t something I’d expected but should have. Because we were so close to Gordon, naturally, he would enlist you into the Order.” Dad was referring to Gordon Roberts, the Sheriff…and one of Dad’s closest friends, or so I thought. “I regret not being able to tell you—to protect you from the false beliefs the Order has held sacred for over 400 years.”

      “Why now? What’s happening that made you think kidnapping me was a good plan?”

      Dad looked at me sheepishly. “Sorry about that, Son. But we weren’t—aren’t—sure where your loyalties lie. If we had exposed ourselves to you on your turf, we risked being arrested…or worse…”

      I pursed my lips, looking into my mug of dwindling hot chocolate. “You’re my parents. Did you really think I could turn on you? I wouldn’t have known about the witch thing unless you told me…” my head throbbed.

      “Son, whoever tried to kill us twenty years ago could still be out there. We couldn’t risk alerting you or anyone else to our truth. We had to bring you back here, far away from the central hub of hunter activity.”

      Mom leaned forward. “You understand, don’t you, Blake?  This was the only way.”

      I looked into her eyes, then to Dad’s, watching tears form and spill over onto cheeks I hadn’t kissed for twenty years. I’d forgotten what their eyes looked like. I had forgotten how they smelled, hugged, and loved me. A deep, aching hole in my heart was slowly filling. “Of course, I understand. But you still haven’t answered me. Why now?”

      Dad leaned forward, placing his mug on the table, his elbows on his knees, and rubbed his hands together. “They alerted us to the Witch Hunter’s capture of Alexandra Heale and her friend, Penny.”

      I bowed my head. “That was my fault; I was trying to fix it when you took me.”

      Dad’s eyebrows lifted, but he went on. “We knew you were the one who turned them in—sort of—but we didn’t know you were trying to amend the situation. We didn’t want you to be the one to strip them of their powers. To take their lives. We knew our son could never live with that if he were still the wonderful son we left behind.” A tear slipped down Dad’s cheek, its wet trail glistening in the approaching moonlight.

      “We thought,” my mom spoke softly, “that it was time you knew who you really were. That perhaps, in knowing, we could work together…to…”

      “End the hunters.” I finished her sentence.

      She nodded. “Yes. Your destiny was never to be a Witch Hunter, Son. You’ve always been a witch and didn’t know it.”

      “But now it's time to release your powers. You have a destiny to fulfill." Dad wiped his face with his hand.

      “A destiny? What destiny? And who did this to us?" I demanded, clenching my fists. "Who wants us dead?"

      "We don't know," my mother admitted, her voice barely a whisper. "But we suspect it’s someone close to us—someone who has likely been hiding in plain sight all this time."

      I shook my head no. It couldn’t be. “Gordon?”

      “We don’t know, Son. It could be Gordon, Jeff Deibert, or any of the hunters who were once in my command. All we know is we must be careful," my father warned, his brown eyes dark with concern. "This person—or people—are cunning and ruthless. They'll stop at nothing to destroy us and anyone connected to us. We have to end this, Son. We have to fight back.”

      “Wait, how did you know I was responsible for Penny and Alex’s…” I was about to say ‘death’ but couldn’t let the word cross my lips. “…hunter-napping?”

      “We are part of the underground, Blake. Witches have been infiltrating the Order, the police force, you name it, for decades. Getting information and keeping tabs on you for the past twenty years has been pretty easy.”

      A shiver ran through me. Who’s our friend? Who’s our enemy? The lines seemed so blurred. “This is a lot to take in…”

      “We’ll help you through all of this, Blake. We’ll unbind your powers and teach you about your…gifts…” Mom continued.

      Wait. Gifts?

      I had gifts?

      I had gifts!

      A cool fountain of truth and understanding washed over me.

      Alexandra was a witch. Someone I had sworn to hate, to…kill. Yet I couldn’t. Maybe it was because I had fallen for Alexandra, but…perhaps…it was because I knew I was one of ‘them’ deep down. I could imagine Alexandra laughing at me, the Dagon-loving, witch-hating…witch. I could visualize her long black hair rustling down her back as laughter burst from her perfect lips.

      The lips I just had to kiss again and be kissed by.

      If she’s even alive to do so.

      Determination settled in my chest like a stone about to fall from an endless cliff. I knew what I had to do - I would unmask the traitor and protect my family, friends, and Alexandra - the woman I loved and hoped was still alive.

      “Teach me," I said, my voice steady and robust. "Teach me how to embrace my powers and put an end to this once and for all.”

      A frosty wind picked up, sending a shiver down my spine. Dark clouds loomed on the horizon, flickering with a silent winter storm. The animals and forest in and around the farm fell quiet—holding their breath.

      There was a storm coming in more ways than one. Whoever nearly killed my parents was still out there. Once my parents unbound my magic, they would surely sense it... and they’d be coming for blood. For all our sakes, I needed to be ready for the fight ahead.

      Something wicked this way comes.

      And I feared Alexandra would be caught in the crossfire.
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        * * *

      

      The sun dipped low in the sky, casting a golden hue over Magma's home as I sat under the blanket on the porch long after my parents and Magma went to bed. The old Crone had been keeping my parents safe for two decades, and now it was time for me to face my destiny. My fingers traced the worn wood of the railing, feeling its grooves and imperfections as I thought about the immense task ahead.

      In the distance, I could smell the enticing scent of roses from Magma's garden, still red and blooming despite the pre-winter chill. The calming aroma couldn't quite chase away the storm of emotions within me.

      The scent reminded me of Alexandra.

      As much as I wanted to reach out to her, find her, and see if she was even alive—I knew I couldn't—not until after the unbinding ceremony, and I'd had some time to practice with my powers. The thought of facing off against an unknown enemy filled me with dread and determination.

      "Blake?" Magma's voice carried softly through the evening air, her tone gentle but firm.

      I turned on hearing my name. “Magma. I thought you’d gone to bed.” I smiled at the slightly hunched, silver-haired, ageless beauty. She stayed with us late into the evening, talking and reminiscing about the past twenty years.

      She walked across the porch, her dressing gown blowing in the burgeoning wind, her long, wavy gray hair billowing behind her. “You cannot let your thoughts consume you, boy. Control your emotions, or they will control you."

      I looked down at her, taking in her wise eyes and weathered features. She was right, of course. I needed to focus on the task at hand. "Thank you, Magma," I replied, forcing a smile. “It's hard not being able to tell Alex everything that's going on. I don’t even know if she survived.”

      “Oh, don’t think such thoughts. Practice patience, dear boy,” she counseled, her eyes twinkling with understanding. “Once we have performed the unbinding ceremony and you've learned to harness your powers, you can face this threat together.”

      My heart ached at the mention of Alexandra, the woman who had become my rock in these turbulent times. I longed to share my burden with her, but I knew doing so would only place her in greater danger.

      “When can we begin the ceremony?” I asked, stepping toward her, wrapping my arm around her slight shoulders, and leading her toward the door. My legs quivered, but I forced myself to relax.

      Her voice filled with quiet resolve. "Tomorrow night, we unbind your powers and set you on the path to fulfilling your destiny."

      As we stepped into the warm glow of Magma's home, I couldn't help but feel a strange mixture of fear and excitement coursing through my veins. The road ahead was steeped in danger and secrecy, but I knew I had no choice but to walk it if I hoped to protect those I loved.

      With each step I took, I tried to push thoughts of Alexandra from my mind, focusing instead on the unbinding ceremony that would take place.

      Little did I know that this would begin a journey that would test my strength, loyalty, and love in ways I never imagined.
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open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
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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