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      A 1960s cattle town. A dead auctioneer. A stewardess way out of her element...

      When their San Antonio layover hotel is overbooked, stewardesses Patty Byrne and Donna Reynolds get shipped to Sagebrush Creek, Texas—a rough cattle town packed with rowdy ranchers and cowboys who settle disputes with their fists.

      After the cattle auctioneer, Ronald Bartlett, turns up dead at the bottom of the hotel's back stairwell, the local sheriff calls it an accident. But Patty notices some things about the crime scene that don’t add up, turning the unfortunate accident into a murder. Unable to leave town, Patty and Donna are stranded with a hotel full of suspects.

      With FBI agent Bill Hart racing down from Dallas to help and danger coming at them at every turn, Patty must find the killer before they strike again.
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      An uneventful day of flying found Donna and me in San Antonio, Texas for an overnight layover. We took a cab to the San Antonio Inn and discussed our plans for our stay.

      “I don’t know anything about this town,” Donna said. “Except it has cowboys, and from what I’ve seen in the magazines, they can be really cute.”

      I chuckled while the cabby pulled into the Inn’s parking lot. Once he’d helped us fetch our bags from the trunk, he tipped his cowboy hat and wished us well.

      As I stared at the white stucco three-story inn, I hoped they had a nice shower with a strong stream. The grounds looked clean and the building was well taken care of, so my expectations were high. In my experience, a nice outdoor presence meant a good shower. Nothing irritated me more after a day of flying than stepping under a nozzle with a weak stream.

      Donna and I walked into the inn to find a very busy lobby filled with men and some women, standing around sipping cocktails and in deep discussions.

      “I’ve never seen so many cowboy hats in my life,” Donna whispered. “It’s like you must own one in order to live here.”

      We wove our way through the crowd to the front desk. When the employee met our gaze, his smile faded. I glanced at his name tag which read Arthur.

      “Hi, Arthur,” I said. “We’re with Worldly Airlines.”

      “You didn’t get the message,” he said, his face now going pale.

      “What message?” Donna asked.

      “We don’t have any rooms for you.” He shook his head. “We’re full.”

      “But we were told this was to be a standing reservation, where all the employees of Worldly Airlines would be staying,” I said, furrowing my brow. “There must be something you can do.”

      He motioned to the people in the lobby. “It’s the cattle auction in Sagebrush Creek. We’re jam packed. When we signed the contract with your airline, we didn’t know the route would be starting so soon. We thought it would begin next month.”

      My stomach dropped and I suddenly felt quite uneasy. What in the world were we supposed to do?

      “Let me make a phone call,” Arthur said, then turned his back to us.

      “Well, this is frustrating,” Donna muttered as Annoying Arthur picked up the phone and dialed.

      I nodded in agreement. Arthur had surely put us in a pickle.

      “What are we going to do if we can’t find a room?” Donna asked. “Sleep on the street? Find a corner in the airport?”

      “I guess we’ll call the airline and see if they can figure it out. It seems to be their fault we’re in this mess.”

      While we waited for Arthur, a couple of cowboys asked if they could buy us a drink. Even Donna declined, which led me to believe she was quite concerned about our situation.

      “Okay,” Arthur said. “We’re going to put you up in Sagebrush Creek.”

      “Where’s that?” I asked.

      “About fifteen minutes out of town. It’s where the cattle auction will take place.”

      “Then why aren’t any of these people staying there?” Donna asked.

      Annoying Arthur pursed his lips. “It’s… these people like nicer accommodations than Sagebrush Creek offers.”

      Donna and I exchanged glances. The inn wasn’t exactly a five-star hotel. Maybe a three-star at best. And this was the nicer accommodation?

      “I’ve called you a cab,” Arthur continued. “They’ll be here soon, so you can wait outside under the canopy.”

      He stepped to the side and motioned the person behind us forward. We’d been dismissed.

      “I guess we should go wait for our cab,” Donna said.

      As I trailed after her, I wondered what we were getting ourselves into.

      A few minutes passed, and a loud pickup truck pulled up in front of us. “Y'all the stewardesses headed to Sagebrush Creek?” the driver asked through the open window. With his heavily lined, sun-drenched face, I thought he was perhaps in his sixties.

      “That's us,” I said, momentarily confused. I’d never seen a pickup truck act as a cab, nor was there any signage indicating it was.

      After exiting the truck, he walked around to us. “My name’s Harold,” he said, removing his black cowboy hat to reveal a sweaty brow and a headful of curly gray hair. He quickly replaced it. “Arthur asked me to drive you down to Sagebrush Creek.” He grabbed our bags and heaved them into the back of the truck, then opened the passenger door. “Climb aboard my chariot, ladies!”

      Donna giggled and met my gaze. She must have seen my hesitancy. “We’re going on an adventure, Patty!”

      I followed her into the truck cab, and we were off down the bumpy road.

      “How long until we get there?” Donna shouted over the roar of the motor.

      “Give or take fifteen minutes to an hour, depending on traffic. It's auction week, and the whole state turns out for it.”

      The landscape changed quickly once we left San Antonio behind. The suburbs gave way to open country—rolling hills covered in scrubby brush, the occasional oil derrick pumping away in the distance, and longhorn cattle grazing in fields that seemed to stretch forever under the big Texas sky.

      “It's actually kind of beautiful,” Donna said, gazing out the window. “In a desolate sort of way.”

      I had to admit she had a point. There was something appealing about the wide-open spaces after the chaos of the city. But as we drove deeper into ranch country, I noticed the traffic picking up, with pickup trucks and cattle trailers heading in the same direction we were.

      “Told you it'd be busy,” Happy Harold said. “Biggest auction of the season. Ranchers come from all over Texas and beyond. Sagebrush Creek's population probably triples during auction week.”

      “What do they auction?” Donna asked. “Just cattle?”

      “Cattle, horses, sometimes equipment. But mostly cattle. We're talking hundreds of head changing hands. Big money.” Harold navigated around a slow-moving trailer loaded with cows. “The auction house has been running for over twenty years. Ronald Bartlett's been the main auctioneer the whole time. That man could sell ice to an Eskimo.”

      As we crested a hill, Sagebrush Creek came into view. Calling it a town was generous. Traffic slowed even more as we entered the town limits. Main Street couldn't have been more than four blocks long, lined with weather-beaten buildings that looked like they'd been standing since the Old West. I spotted Dusty Trails General Store, a feed store named No Fuss Feed, a diner called the Saddle Up Café, and a three-story building with a faded sign that read Sagebrush Creek Motel.

      But what really caught my attention was the chaos. The street was packed with pickup trucks and horse trailers. Cowboys in dusty jeans and Stetsons crowded the sidewalks, and the air was thick with the smell of livestock and dirt. It looked like a scene from a Western movie, except this was real, and we were about to spend the night right in the middle of it.

      “Welcome to Sagebrush Creek, ladies,” Harold said as he pulled up in front of the motel. “Home of the best cattle auction in Texas and the worst coffee you'll ever drink.”

      Donna and I exchanged a look. So much for a quiet layover.

      The Sagebrush Creek Motel had probably been painted white at some point in its history, though time and weather had turned it a dingy gray. A sagging porch wrapped around the front, and a hand-painted sign creaked in the wind. Through the large front windows, I could see the lobby was packed with people.

      Harold helped us retrieve our bags from the back. “Y'all need help getting checked in?”

      “We'll manage,” I said, though I wasn't entirely sure that was true. The scene inside looked more chaotic than the San Antonio hotel.

      “Good luck, then. I'll be back tomorrow at two to pick you up for your return flight.” He tipped his cap and climbed back into the pickup.

      Donna and I stood on the dusty street, our matching navy-blue uniforms and perfectly coiffed hair making us look like exotic birds that had landed in the wrong habitat. Several cowboys stopped mid-conversation to stare at us.

      “Well,” Donna said, squaring her shoulders, “let's go see what passes for hospitality in Sagebrush Creek, Texas.”

      We climbed the creaking steps to the porch and pushed through the front door into absolute pandemonium. The small lobby was crammed with cowboys, ranchers, and cattle dealers, all talking at once in loud voices. The air smelled of tobacco, sweat, and whiskey. A harried-looking woman in her fifties stood behind the front desk, fielding questions from three different men simultaneously.

      “I don't care what you reserved,” she was saying to a large man in a black Stetson. “We gave your room to the Brennans.”

      “That's not my problem, Martha,” the man shot back. “I made my reservation two months ago.”

      “Then you should've confirmed it last week like everyone else! No confirmation, no room! Next!”

      I caught Donna's eye. This didn't bode well for our chances of actually having rooms waiting for us.

      The woman—Martha, apparently—glanced up at us, and her expression shifted from harried to confused.

      “Can I help you girls?”

      “We're with Worldly Airlines,” I said, raising my voice to be heard over the din. “Arthur at the San Antonio Inn said he called and you’d have rooms for us for the night. I’m Patricia Byrne and this is Donna Reynolds.”

      Martha nodded. “I spoke to Arthur, but I'm afraid I've got some bad news.”

      My stomach sank. “We don't have rooms.”

      “Oh, you've got rooms. But they're not what you're used to, I'm sure.” She pulled two keys from the board behind her. “I've put you girls in the attic rooms—303 and 304. They're small, and they share a bathroom, but they're clean.”

      “The attic?” Donna looked dismayed. “Is there at least air conditioning?”

      Martha laughed. “Honey, we've got three rooms in this whole place with air conditioning, and they went to the Brennans, the McGoverns, and Mr. Bartlett. You've got a fan.”

      “It's October,” I pointed out. “It won't be too hot, will it?”

      “Probably not.” Martha handed us the keys. “Rooms are up the front stairs, then up one other flight to the attic. Breakfast is served from six to eight in the dining room, and you'll want to get there early if you want anything besides cold eggs.”

      A commotion near the door made us all turn. A group of men had just entered, and the crowd seemed to part for them. At the center was a man in his fifties wearing an expensive-looking tan Stetson and a bolo tie with a turquoise stone. He had the weathered face of someone who'd spent years in the sun, and he carried himself with the confidence of someone important.

      “That's Ronald Bartlett,” Martha said quietly, following my gaze. “The auctioneer. Runs the whole show.”

      As if sensing our attention, Ronald looked over at us. His eyes lingered a moment longer than was polite, and he tipped his hat with a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. Then he turned and headed toward the stairs, trailed by several other men who seemed to be arguing with him about something.

      “Is the auction house nearby?” I asked Martha.

      “Right down the street. You can't miss it. If you're planning to attend tomorrow, get there early for a seat. It's standing room only by the time Ronald starts.” She turned to help the next person in line, clearly dismissing us.

      Donna and I gathered our bags and navigated through the crowd to the staircase. The steps creaked ominously under our feet as we climbed to the second floor, which was only slightly less chaotic than the lobby. Men stood in small groups in the hallway, talking and smoking, and someone had set up what looked like a card game on a small table near the landing.

      “This is insane,” Donna muttered as we continued up the stairs to the attic. “I feel like I've stepped back in time to the Wild West.”

      The attic hallway was blessedly empty, just four doors and the sound of voices filtering up from below. Our rooms were at the far end. I unlocked 303 and pushed the door open.

      Martha hadn't been lying. The room was tiny—just enough space for a single bed, a small dresser, and a chair. The ceiling sloped down on one side, following the roofline, and a single window looked out over Main Street. The promised fan sat on the dresser, unplugged.

      But it was clean, and after the chaos downstairs, the quiet was welcome.

      Donna appeared in the doorway. “Mine's exactly the same. At least we're not sharing with the cowboys.”

      “Yet,” I said, only half joking. “The night is young.”

      “I'm going to freshen up and change,” Donna said. “Want to get dinner at that café we saw? I'm starving, and I'd rather not brave the dining room downstairs.”

      “Good idea. Give me twenty minutes.”

      After Donna disappeared into her room, I unpacked my overnight bag and changed into a simple coral-colored shift dress and white Mary Janes—much more comfortable than my uniform. I refreshed my makeup and brushed my hair, then knocked on Donna's door.

      She emerged wearing a yellow sundress that showed off her figure, her blonde hair pulled back with a headband. “Ready to experience authentic Texas hospitality?”

      Based on the people I’d seen downstairs, we were terribly overdressed and would stick out like a wart in our colorful, cute dresses. “As ready as I'll ever be.”

      We made our way back downstairs, where the lobby had somehow become even more crowded. Two men blocked the staircase below us.

      “You're going to pay for this, Ronald!” a young man in dusty jeans shouted, jabbing his finger at Ronald Bartlett, who stood on the bottom step with his arms crossed. “My family trusted you!”

      “Your family made bad investments, Edward,” Ronald said calmly, though his jaw was tight. “That's not my fault.”

      “You stole from us!” The young man, Edward, lunged forward, but two other cowboys grabbed his arms and held him back. “You're going to take a fall for this, I swear it!”

      “Is that a threat?” Ronald asked, his voice dangerously quiet.

      “It's a promise!”

      One of the men holding Edward pulled him toward the front door. “Come on, Ed. You're drunk. Let's get some air.”

      As they hauled him away, I caught a glimpse of Edward's face—red with rage and alcohol, his eyes wild. The kind of anger that could lead a man to do something he'd regret.

      Ronald watched them go, then turned and brushed past us up the stairs without another word. But I noticed his hand was shaking as he gripped the banister.

      “Drama everywhere we go,” Donna said lightly, linking her arm through mine. “Come on, let's go eat before someone starts throwing punches.”
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      As we stepped out into the cooling Texas evening, I couldn't shake the feeling that Donna and I were in the middle of a powder keg and it was only a matter of time before it went off. There was something about the tension in this town, the undercurrents of anger and resentment, that caused nervous butterflies in my belly. Everywhere I looked, men had guns strapped to their waists, and I prayed no one decided to use one.

      Or maybe it wasn’t tension I was sensing—perhaps it was excitement for the auction taking place the next day and the guns were simply a part of everyday life.

      “Patty?” Donna tugged on my arm. “You okay?”

      “Fine,” I said, smiling, and trying to push my worries aside. “Just hungry.”

      We walked down Main Street toward the Saddle Up Café, passing groups of cowboys and ranchers who catcalled us. Donna loved the attention and smiled and waved. I ignored them.

      The café was busy but not packed. We found a booth near the window and ordered chicken fried steak, which the waitress assured us was the best in the county. While we waited for our food, I sipped my wine and watched the activity on the street. Trucks came and went, men loaded and unloaded equipment, and everyone seemed focused on tomorrow's auction.

      “Cattle must be serious business,” Donna observed, following my gaze.

      “That lady at the desk… what’s her name?”

      “Martha.”

      Mouthy Martha. “That’s it. Anyway, she said big money changes hands. These people probably make or break their year based on what happens at that auction.”

      “Hence all the drama.” Donna took a sip of her sweet tea. “Did you see that Edward guy’s face back at the motel? He looked ready to murder Ronald.”

      I nodded but decided not to comment. Having grown up in a small town, I knew big ears were everywhere. I didn't want to be caught gossiping.

      Our food arrived—enormous plates of breaded steak covered in white gravy, with mashed potatoes and green beans on the side. It was delicious in a stick-to-your-ribs sort of way, and for a while, we just ate in comfortable silence. Eating like this was frowned upon because of the weight gain it could cause, but I found the thick meal quite comforting.

      As we were finishing up, Donna ordered another glass of wine. A woman in her forties hurried into the restaurant, looked around, then headed our way. She slid into the booth behind me. I could hear her conversation with her companion—a man whose gravelly voice suggested too many years of smoking.

      “There you are,” she said. “I've been looking for you.”

      “Sorry. Had to get something to eat.”

      “Ronald's been drinking more than usual this trip,” the woman said. “I saw him in the bar at the motel last night, and he could barely stand.”

      “The guy's got a lot on his mind,” the man replied. “Heard the Brennans are threatening to pull their business. That's a lot of cattle to lose.”

      “And then there's his wife. Everyone knows she's been stepping out with Bobby McGovern.”

      “That's just talk, Vera.”

      “Where there's smoke, there's fire. And Ronald knows it. I wouldn't be surprised if he does something stupid one of these nights.”

      Donna caught my eye, raising her eyebrows. The conversation was impossible to ignore.

      “You think there'll be trouble?” Vera asked.

      “There's always trouble during auction week,” the man said. “Just hope it doesn't interfere with business.”

      They left shortly thereafter, and Donna leaned across the table. “I can’t believe all the drama in this small, Podunk town!”

      “Every small town has its drama,” I said, though I wasn't convinced of my own words. “It's probably nothing.”

      Donna laughed. “Famous last words, Patty. Famous last words.”

      After Donna finished her wine, we paid our bill and walked back to the motel as the sun set over the Texas plains, painting the sky in shades of orange and purple. Special FBI Agent Bill Hart had told me there was nothing more beautiful than a Texas sunset on the plains, and he'd been right. Of course, I'd seen sunsets in Texas before, but it was usually from a city. Donna and I were in cow country. Mother Nature's beauty took my breath away and we stood outside for a few moments to appreciate it.

      The lobby was still crowded but less chaotic, with many of the guests having moved to the bar—a small room off the main lobby where I could hear laughter and the clink of glasses.

      As we started toward the stairs, Donna grabbed my arm. “Wait. Let's go check out the bar.”

      “Donna, I’ve had enough for the day. I’m really tired.”

      “Come on, Patty. When are we ever going to be in a real Texas cowboy bar again?” She was already pulling me toward the doorway. “Just one drink. I want to see what it's like.”

      I sighed, knowing there was no point in arguing when Donna got an idea in her head. “Fine. One drink. But then we're going to bed.”

      “Deal!”

      We made our way through the lobby and stepped into the bar. It was smaller than I'd expected. A scarred wooden counter ran along one wall and a handful of round tables were scattered around the room. Every seat seemed to be occupied by men and women in various states of inebriation. Cigarette smoke hung thick in the air, and the smell of whiskey was overwhelming.

      The conversation dimmed as we entered, and I felt every eye in the room turn toward us. Two stewardesses in pretty dresses were apparently quite the novelty in Sagebrush Creek.

      “Well, hello there, ladies,” a man at the bar called out. “Y'all lost?”

      “Just thirsty,” Donna replied with a bright smile, relishing the attention.

      We found two empty stools at the far end of the bar, near a corner table where four men were playing cards. The bartender, a portly man in his fifties with a handlebar mustache, ambled over.

      “What can I get you girls?”

      “Two white wines, please,” Donna said.

      The bartender chuckled. “Honey, this is a whiskey bar. I've got beer, bourbon, and more bourbon.”

      “Beer it is,” I said quickly, before Donna could protest.

      He poured two glasses and slid them across the bar. “That'll be two dollars.”

      I paid, and we settled onto our stools, trying to look like we belonged. The conversation around us slowly resumed, though I noticed several men still stealing glances our way.

      At one of the tables near the window, I spotted Ronald Bartlett holding court with three other men. His tan Stetson sat on the table beside a half-empty bottle of whiskey, and his face was flushed red. Even from across the room, I could tell he was drunk.

      “That's him again,” Donna whispered, following my gaze. “The guy from the staircase.”

      As we watched, one of the men at Ronald's table stood up abruptly, his chair scraping loudly against the floor.

      “You're out of your mind if you think I'm going along with that,” the man said. He was in his forties, wearing a green plaid shirt and a white Stetson. “I've got a reputation to maintain.”

      “Sit down, Pete,” Ronald slurred, waving his hand dismissively. “You're making a scene.”

      “I'm making a scene? You're the one who's been running a crooked operation for twenty years!”

      The room went quiet. Even the card players stopped their game to watch.

      “You better watch your mouth,” Ronald said, his voice suddenly cold and clear despite the alcohol. “You don't know what you're talking about.”

      “I know plenty,” Pete shot back. “And if you don't watch yourself, everyone else is going to know, too.”

      He stormed out of the bar, and gradually the noise level returned to normal. Ronald poured himself another generous glass of whiskey and downed half of it in one swallow.

      “Did you hear that?” Donna whispered. “That Pete guy basically accused him of running a crooked operation.”

      “I heard.” I took a sip of my beer, which was surprisingly cold and refreshing. “I think it’s safe to say that everyone in here heard.”

      A few minutes later, a young man stumbled into the bar. I recognized him immediately—Edward Brennan, the hot-headed cowboy who'd threatened Ronald in the lobby earlier. His eyes were glazed, and he walked with the careful gait of someone trying very hard not to appear drunk.

      He made his way straight to Ronald's table and stood there, swaying slightly.

      “We need to talk,” Edward said.

      Ronald didn't even look up. “Go sleep it off, kid.”

      “Don't call me kid. I'm thirty years old, and my family's been in the cattle business since before you were born.”

      “Then maybe you should've learned something from them about how to run a ranch.” Ronald took another drink. “Your daddy made bad investments, Edward. That's not my fault.”

      “You stole our bull!” Edward's voice rose. “You sold Thunder Ridge to the Carsons without our permission, and you pocketed the money!”

      Now Ronald did look up, his eyes narrow. “I sold that bull because your daddy owed me five hundred dollars and couldn't pay. The sale covered his debt. If he told you otherwise, he's a liar.”

      Edward's face went purple with rage. “My father is not a liar!”

      “Then ask him about the loan,” Ronald said calmly. “Ask him about the IOU he signed last year when his feed bill came due and he didn't have the cash.”

      For a moment, I thought Edward might take a swing at Ronald. His fists clenched, and his whole body tensed. But then one of the men at the card table—a large cowboy with arms like tree trunks—stood up and put a hand on Edward's shoulder.

      “Come on, Ed. Let's go get some air.”

      Edward shrugged off the hand but seemed to deflate. “This isn't over, Ronald.”

      “It never is with you Brennans,” Ronald muttered, turning back to his whiskey.

      As Edward stumbled out, Donna leaned close to me. “Is it just me, or does literally everyone in this town hate that man?”

      “It's not just you.”

      We nursed our beers and watched the room. The card game resumed, and conversations flowed around us. At one point, a cowboy tried to strike up a conversation with Donna, asking where we were from and what brought us to Sagebrush Creek. She chatted politely while I kept my eye on Ronald.

      He'd gone through most of the bottle now, and his movements were becoming increasingly sloppy. When he tried to pour another glass, he missed and whiskey splashed across the table. The men with him exchanged glances but didn't say anything.

      “I'm going to call it a night,” Ronald announced, standing up too quickly and grabbing the edge of the table for balance. “Big day tomorrow.”

      “You need help getting to your room?” one of the men asked.

      “I'm fine,” Ronald snapped, though he clearly wasn't. He stumbled his way toward the door, bumping into chairs and tables as he went.

      As he passed the bar, a woman entered through the doorway—attractive, probably in her forties, wearing jeans and a silky red blouse that seemed out of place in the rough cowboy bar. Her blonde hair was piled high on her head, and her makeup was heavy.

      “Ronald,” she said, her voice sharp. “We need to talk.”

      “Not now, Brenda.” Ronald tried to push past her, but she stepped in front of him.

      “Yes, now. You've been avoiding me all day.”

      “I said not now!” Ronald's voice rose, and several heads turned their way.

      Brenda's eyes flashed with anger, but she stepped aside. “Fine. But this conversation is happening, whether you like it or not.”

      Ronald stumbled out into the lobby, and Brenda stood there for a moment, her chest heaving. Then she turned and left as well, her high heels clicking sharply on the wooden floor.

      “That must be his wife,” Donna said. “The one who's supposedly having an affair with Bobby McGovern.”

      “Poor woman,” I murmured, though I wasn't sure if I meant it. There was something shrewd about Brenda Bartlett.

      The bartender had overheard our conversation. “Same story every year,” he said. “Ronald drinks himself half to death during auction week, then somehow manages to run the whole show without a hitch the next day. Man's got a constitution like an ox.”

      “Does he always have this many enemies?” I asked before I could stop myself.

      The bartender chuckled. “Honey, when you're in the cattle auction business, you're going to make enemies. Ronald's been doing this for twenty years. He's made more than most.” He wiped down the bar. “But he's good at what he does. Best auctioneer in Texas, hands down. People might hate him, but they need him.”

      “That sounds like a dangerous position to be in,” Donna observed.

      “That it is.” The bartender moved away to serve another customer.

      I finished my beer and slid off the stool. “Come on, Donna. We should get some sleep.”

      “But it's still early!”

      “It's nearly ten o'clock. I'm exhausted.”

      Donna sighed but followed me out of the bar. As we climbed the stairs, I heard voices raised in anger coming from the second floor. This time it wasn't Ronald—or at least, I didn't think it was.

      “You're going to ruin everything!” a woman's voice hissed.

      “I'm going
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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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