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      I picked up the pace as an urgent breeze pushed me from behind. Fresh leaves rustled overhead and gray clouds covered the sun, setting a monochrome filter over Bloody Mary. It was par for the course. Virginia was experiencing one of the wettest springs on record.

      I’d left my umbrella at the funeral home, so I hurried my steps down Catherine of Aragon, hoping the towering oaks that lined the streets would give me cover as I made my way downtown. I’d at least had the foresight to put on my black parka as I’d let myself out the back door.

      My name is J.J. Graves and there was peace in the monotony of routine. For the last several months I’d decided getting fresh air and exercise might be good for me, so I’d gotten into the habit of arriving at the funeral home early and walking to the Towne Square for my morning coffee. It wasn’t a hardship. Jack said I made terrible coffee. My coffee kept me awake and functional, especially during my residency at the hospital, so I’d learned to endure.

      The fact that I usually bought a donut to go with my coffee probably balanced out the calories I worked off on my walk. I’m a stress eater, so I don’t really have an excuse. I’m just fortunate I still have my metabolism, but I hear that will disappear by the time I’m forty and all those donuts will catch up to me.

      You might be wondering why I’m stress eating. It’s an easy enough answer. It’s also the same reason I decided that exercise and fresh air might be good for me. Jack and I have been trying to have a baby for the past six months or so. So far, we haven’t had any luck, though we’ve had loads of practice.

      I’m a doctor, so I know how these things work. It’s too soon to be worried about why I’m not pregnant yet, and there could be any number of sound medical reasons. I tend to lean toward the idea that my stress is caused by my career choices. If the things I’ve seen in life affect my mind and body in strange ways, I figure my reproductive system has its own kind of PTSD to deal with and it’s just trying to figure out what normal is. The rest of me was still trying to figure out what normal was too.

      The funeral home was my day job. I was fourth-generation mortician, and Graves Funeral Home was finally running in the black and on the right side of the law. My family would probably be devastated to know this, but they’re too busy hauling coal in hell to care too much.

      I used to say that being a mortician was in my blood, but since I found out that the family I’d thought were mine were nothing more than frauds, con artists, and criminals—not to mention kidnappers since they’d taken me from my birth mother—I don’t feel the familial guilt I once did for not willingly taking over the reins of my inheritance.

      Running a funeral home is like most jobs, I imagine. There’s a lot of organization and customer service involved. We provide a service of dignity and respect. With the added touch of pumping people’s loved ones full of embalming fluid, cremating them in a fiery furnace, or burying them six feet under. It was an irony that didn’t go unnoticed.

      I’d grown the business to the point where I didn’t have to be as hands on as I once had. I was kind of like a death CPA. I had a bunch of interns and staff who did most of the grimy work, and my signature went on everything because the government likes to have someone to blame and tax.

      Along with the funeral home, I was also the coroner for King George County, which occupied most of the other hours of my day. The upside to this was that I got to work alongside Jack. The downside was we lived and breathed the job, and we typically saw the worst humanity had to offer. People were generally good, and we tried to remember that. But when you put them in situations like murder investigations there was a basic instinct that crept from the depths of the soul for self-preservation. We always assume everyone is lying in a murder investigation. It made our jobs easier. It didn’t translate so well though when we were off the job.

      The least stressful part of either of my jobs was working with the dead. The dead never disappointed, they were always consistent, and they never talked back. It was the living that made things challenging. Plus, there was the stress I put on myself. Like worrying about why I still wasn’t pregnant. It was a never-ending cycle of pressure.

      I picked up the pace and waved to the driver of a blue sedan as I crossed the intersection and headed toward the Towne Square. I passed newly renovated condos and walked under a scaffold of another historic building that would end up being a homemade soap or boba tea shop. King George County was becoming another Charleston or Savannah, with its trendy shops and rising real estate costs.

      But the citizens of King George were fighters and they didn’t give up their land lightly. The area might be growing and new businesses and families moving in, but it wasn’t big box corporations and billionaire developers. And it wasn’t federal agencies from DC encroaching and trying to take what wasn’t theirs. We knew these attempts were happening for a fact because our friend Carver had discovered things he wasn’t supposed to know while working for the FBI. Now he was a man on the run and we hadn’t heard from him in months.

      “Morning, Doc,” Officer Cheek said as he headed to his patrol car. He was fresh faced and spit and polished in his uniform for the start of his shift, and he held a to-go cup of coffee and a bag of donuts from Lady Jane’s.

      “Morning, Cheek,” I said, and then I tortured myself as I passed by Lady Jane’s and inhaled the most incredible aromas of powdered sugar and fried dough.

      I told myself it was the line out the door that had me walking past Lady Jane’s, but that was a lie. I would have stood in line for hours to taste those sweet confections and the best coffee on this side of the Atlantic. It was only a deep loyalty and friendship that had me walking past Lady Jane’s and continuing across the square to the Donut Palace.

      My receptionist, Emmy Lu, had been dating Tom Daly for the good part of a year now. I’d gone to kindergarten with Tom and he was a great guy, but he probably would’ve had more success opening a butcher shop or a bar. Tom was a guy’s guy, and he was as basic as they came. He was meat and potatoes. He was a plain glazed donut. But he was solid and stable, and what he didn’t make in donut income he made up for as a handyman.

      All these things were important because Emmy Lu loved him, and she had five boys to raise since her no-good ex-husband left her high and dry. But the Donut Palace had been a staple the last twenty-five years, run by Tom’s father before he passed, and Emmy Lu worked there for extra money four days a week. I wasn’t sure how Tom could afford to pay her, but that probably had more to do with hormones than best business practices. The last thing I wanted was for Tom and Emmy Lu to be in a financial fix, so I passed by Lady Jane’s every morning and walked straight to the Donut Palace, where there was no line out the door and plenty of donuts on the shelf.

      “Morning,” I said, as the little bell tinkled above the door.

      “Morning, Jaye,” Emmy Lu said from behind the counter. She was a short, plump woman with a kind face and dimples. If I had to think of Suzy Homemaker, Emmy Lu is who’d come to mind. She wore a white apron over a waist that had been thickened by five pregnancies and donuts, and her fluffy brown hair was piled on top of her head in a messy bun.

      “I was wondering if you were going to make it in this morning,” she said. “It’s looking nasty out there.”

      On the mornings Emmy Lu worked at the Donut Palace, she opened with Tom at four and then she’d stay and work the counter until she had to be at the funeral home at nine. I didn’t know where she found the energy to work two jobs and raise five boys, but if I was a betting woman, I’d bet that Emmy Lu could probably rule the world and still make cookies at the end of the day.

      “Forecast says there’s no end in sight,” I said. “We’ve got two graveside services this weekend, and six-foot holes that are going to be full of muddy water. The last two days were a reprieve. I’m hoping the excavator can get into the cemetery and get those holes dug this morning without getting stuck. I tried to talk the families out of doing a graveside service and using the funeral home instead, but people get ideas in their heads of how they want things to be and there’s no convincing them otherwise.”

      Emmy Lu clicked her tongue in sympathy. “I don’t know why people insist on a graveside service when they know good and well the weather here is as fickle as Norma Greenbough’s dating life since her husband died.”

      I grunted in agreement.

      “Norma’s all over the place,” Emmy Lu said. “Signing up for a Tinder account one minute and then after she swipes right she’s beating the men off with a stick and telling them she’s not interested. No one wants to see a woman her age on Tinder.”

      I hmmed and let out a quiet sigh of disappointment as I looked into the donut case. There were no bear claws or apple fritters. No cream- or jelly-filled donuts. It was just glazed and chocolate and what looked like a sad blueberry cake donut on the bottom shelf.

      “People grieve in different ways,” I said.

      Emmy Lu snorted and bent over the case to put two chocolate donuts in a bag. “She’s not grieving if you ask me. I think she’s feeling guilty. Jimmy Martin is the manager over at Stromboli’s and I heard it straight from his lips that Norma was berating Richard up one side and down the other because he forgot their anniversary. Jimmy said Richard looked straight at Norma, told her to shut up, and then fell face-first in his tiramisu. Didn’t even get to finish it first before he died.”

      I grinned and poured coffee from a carafe into an insulated cup and was liberal with the cream and sugar to ease the bitterness.

      “The pool of potential male candidates on Tinder in King George can’t be many,” I said. “Norma will run out of choices eventually. In the meantime, we’ve got Bruce Lichner and Merilee Walling to bury in a watery grave this weekend. And all their friends and family can stand graveside and be miserable with them.”

      Emmy Lu shivered. “Fifty dollars says there’s twice as many people who show up after the service for the casseroles and dessert bar.”

      “That’s a sucker’s bet,” I said.

      Tom poked his head from around back and said, “Morning, J.J. Just pulling a fresh batch from the ovens. You got here just in time before the rush.”

      Emmy Lu met my eyes and her brows rose to her hairline, but she didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to. Everything she was thinking was written right across her face. Emmy Lu was a terrible poker player.

      “Take your time coming in this morning,” I told her. “The schedule is clear until this afternoon when we have to start prepping for viewings.”

      Emmy Lu clucked her tongue and said, “If you ask me, digging watery graves is going to be the least of our problems this weekend. It’s Friday the thirteenth and a full moon.”

      I shuddered and said, “I hate full moons. I thought it was bad when I worked at the hospital, but I had some of my most interesting patients show up when there was a full moon. Like the guy who accidentally shot himself in the head with his nail gun.”

      Emmy Lu snickered and bit into her own donut.

      “Drove himself to the hospital and was sitting in the waiting room bold as you please next to a kid who’d broken his arm jumping off his roof and into a swimming pool. But full moons are a whole different animal now that I’m the coroner. Generally full moon bad decisions end with a body bag instead of an nail extraction and a cast.”

      “Well, good luck,” Emmy Lu said. “I’ll either see you at the office this afternoon or sometime next week.”

      I paid and said my goodbyes, having every intention of heading over to the sheriff’s office to see if I could bum a Lady Jane’s donut from the breakroom, but my phone rang before I could step foot in that direction.

      “Graves,” I said, recognizing the number from dispatch.

      “You’ve got a body at 1822 Monastery Court in Bloody Mary,” Barbara Blanton said. “Sheriff is already on scene and requesting the coroner.”

      “I’m about ten minutes out,” I said and disconnected before I got stuck on the phone with Barbara. If you wanted to know anything about anyone, Barbara was the person to see. Most of the time it was the truth too.

      I looked up at the sky again and swore under my breath as a low rumble of thunder vibrated the air around me. I took back my earlier sentiment about there being peace in routine. If I’d had the sense that God gave a goose I’d have taken one look at the sky and driven in my car to get donuts and coffee. That same goose sense probably would have taken me straight to Lady Jane’s instead of clear across the other side of the Towne Square.

      “You okay, Doc?” asked a familiar voice.

      A patrol car had pulled right in front of me and I’d been so busy condemning my bad decisions that I hadn’t even noticed. Officer Chen sat behind the wheel of her black-and-white and the look on her face made me wonder how long she’d been trying to get my attention.

      “I’m fine,” I said. “Just regretting some life choices.”

      She looked at the Donut Palace coffee and bag of donuts in my hand and nodded sympathetically. “We’ve all been there.”

      “I just got the call for the body pickup on Monastery Court,” I said. “My car is at the funeral home.”

      “Oh,” she said, realizing I’d been full of a myriad of bad life choices that morning. “Hop in. I can swing you by. I heard it was a real doozy.”

      “Homicide?” I asked.

      “Don’t know the details,” she said, shrugging. “But I’d take your boots. I heard it was real messy.”

      “Lovely,” I said.

      “You should eat a donut. You’re going to need some fortification.” She looked at my donut bag again. “Of course, it’s times like these you need real sugar. Or maybe a cream-filled.”

      I sighed dejectedly and said, “You’re right.” Then I tossed the coffee and donut bag into the nearest trash can before I got in the patrol car.
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      The first drops of rain started to fall just as I pulled into the driveway at 1822 Monastery Court. It was in one of the older, established neighborhoods in Bloody Mary and only a few minutes from the funeral home.

      The bad thing about finding a body in Bloody Mary was the chances were high I would know the person. There were fewer than three thousand people in Bloody Mary and the population had stayed fairly consistent since I was a child.

      King George County was divided into four towns—Bloody Mary, Nottingham, Newcastle, and King George Proper. The towns connected at the four corners right in the middle, and that’s where the Towne Square had been built almost three hundred years before. Bloody Mary was in the far quadrant and it backed up to the Potomac River and a national park. It was still mostly farmland, though big developers were trying to change that. So while the rest of King George County was growing by leaps and bounds, Bloody Mary was still fairly contained. At least for now.

      Monastery Court was full of old Victorian houses that sat on a couple of acres. There were towering trees and cracks in the sidewalks from the roots. The houses in this area were hard to come by. They were usually passed on from one generation to the next. But if one of the houses did happen to slip through someone’s fingers, it sold quickly and at a premium price.

      There were police cars parked in front of a well-kept three-story house with gingerbread trim. It was freshly painted yellow with white trim and burgundy shutters. Despite the fresh paint, it looked as gloomy as the weather. There were ceramic pots on the porch planted with drooping hydrangeas, and the front lawn held pools of water.

      Blue and red flashing lights swirled from the police cars, but there were no sirens or signs of any of their drivers. No neighbors stood on porches to see what was going on. I shivered once and zipped up my black coveralls and slipped my feet into my boots, and then I grabbed my medical bag and closed the trunk of my Suburban. I went ahead and pulled out the gurney, knowing the weather would just get worse, and I rolled it up to the big covered porch and lifted it up the stairs.

      The front door opened and Jack met me at the threshold. “Thought it would take you longer to get here,” he said. “I figured when you got the call you were still debating whether to eat Tom’s donuts or give in and go to Lady Jane’s.”

      I’d known Jack my whole life, and he still had the ability to take my breath away. He was my safe place. My center of stability. And I couldn’t imagine my world without him in it. By the time he’d hit his freshman year in high school, he’d finally grown into his feet, as his mother used to say. He was well over six feet, though he hadn’t filled out in the shoulders until his early twenties. And filled out nicely he had.

      No matter what stage of life, Jack had always had movie star good looks—he was the kid everyone liked and gravitated toward. He was Mr. Popular and captain of the football team. Once he’d progressed into manhood he’d left being simply good looking behind and moved into devastatingly handsome.

      I’d helped relieve him of the moniker of perfection by giving him the thin scar that slashed through his eyebrow. No matter how he told the story, the truth was, if he hadn’t been blocking home plate, my cleat never would have made contact with his face. So he really has no one to blame for his imperfection but himself. Other than that, he’d been put together by God himself.

      Jack’s dark hair was a little longer than he usually kept it, but only because he hadn’t had time to get a haircut, and he had a few days’ growth of stubble on his face. His muscles were honed from the years he’d spent on SWAT in DC. And much to my personal satisfaction, he still kept up his fitness routine.

      I narrowed my eyes as I walked past him, leaving the gurney on the porch for now. “That charming smile might work on others, but be careful. I’m feeling kind of mean. I still haven’t had my coffee and I threw away the donuts so Chen wouldn’t judge me. I was on my way to the sheriff’s office to filch some Lady Jane’s from the breakroom when I got the call from dispatch.”

      Jack laughed and said, “We’re a no-judgment operation. Especially Chen. At least not out loud. She’s a silent judger.”

      “She wasn’t silent today,” I said, rolling my eyes. I looked around and let first impressions of the house wash over me. “Nice place.”

      A staircase with ornate spindles was the first thing that drew the eye, followed by a massive crystal chandelier hanging overhead. Everything was very traditional in style, and the hardwood floors looked original. “You going to tell me why I’m here?”

      “The emergency operator got a call this morning from Lydia Hargrove,” Jack said. “Said she went to the store and when she got back she found Steve dead in his study.”

      “No,” I said, eyes wide. “Not Coach Hargrove. He’s not even that old. Poor Mrs. Hargrove.”

      Mrs. Hargrove had been Jack’s and my first-grade teacher. And then we’d both had Coach Hargrove when we’d gotten into high school. He’d been Jack’s football coach and my history teacher. Everyone knew them, and they were well loved.

      “Where’s the study?” I asked, dreading what was to come. It was always much harder when you knew the dead on a personal level.

      “Behind the stairs,” Jack said, putting his hand on my shoulder before I could move forward.

      Then I remembered what Chen said about the scene being a messy one. “What aren’t you telling me?”

      “I’m not telling you anything until you get a good look,” Jack said. “We’ll follow procedure just like we do for every unattended death.”

      “Oh, man,” I said, dreading it even more. “Where is everyone?”

      “Plank took the call,” Jack said, his mouth tight. “Mrs. Hargrove was waiting on the porch when he arrived and told him where to find the study. She didn’t want to go back in the house.

      “Plank followed standard operating procedure and confirmed the deceased. Unfortunately, he didn’t pay attention as he approached the body, so he called for backup and waited for them to arrive so he could leave and change clothes.”

      “Yikes,” I said. “You’re really selling this one. Can’t wait to get in there.”

      Jack winced and gave me a tight smile. “Martinez and Riley responded to Plank’s call and they’re doing door-to-doors to see if anyone saw or heard anything. And Mrs. Hargrove is in the kitchen with Walters. We finally got her to come back inside by taking her around to the back of the house. Plank got back a few minutes ago and is helping Martinez and Riley with the neighbors.”

      I smelled it before we reached the study. There was a particular smell to death in general, but the scent of blood was rich and coppery and clung to the back of your throat so you could almost taste it.

      There was crime scene tape across the door so no one disturbed the area, and Jack pulled down the yellow tape and then took a black umbrella that had been propped against the wall. Then he opened the door.

      “You’ve already done a walk-through?” I asked, looking up at the ceiling.

      Sometimes it took a second for the brain to catch up with what the eyes were seeing. I let the images in my periphery blur and focused on one spot for a moment, just to let myself adjust.

      “I was waiting on you,” Jack said. “Plank didn’t touch the body, but he was almost there before he’d assessed the entire situation. Which is why he had to change clothes.”

      “You live and you learn,” I said.

      Jack opened the umbrella and we stepped inside the room. A wet plop hit the umbrella.

      It was a horrible scene. Mentally compartmentalizing was the only way to stay sane. Now wasn’t the time to think about Coach Hargrove the person. Now was the time to take care of the dead and piece together the story of how and why he was no longer with us.

      “Wow, look at this place,” I said, still not focused on the body.

      It was a room full of trophies, autographed pictures, and game paraphernalia from thirty years of coaching. It was all covered in blood spatter and what I assumed was human tissue and brain matter.

      Coach Hargrove sat behind a large mahogany desk in a brown leather chair. He wore a pair of tan khakis and a blue-striped polo shirt. He’d worn a similar uniform every day of school for as long as I could remember. The only difference was the Coach Hargrove sitting in the chair was entirely missing his head.

      Plop.

      Plop.

      “Sawed-off shotgun lying to the right of the victim,” Jack said once we’d moved closer. “After you take the body I’ll get the techs in here to swab and confirm this is our weapon.”

      “I think it’s safe to say this is our weapon,” I said. “Sawed-offs make a heck of a mess. As exhibited by the brains all over the ceiling.”

      “They’re also illegal in the state of Virginia,” Jack said. “Not that the law has ever stopped people from carrying whatever weapon they wanted to in King George. This is a Second Amendment county. But I generally don’t see high school coaches feel the need for a weapon like this.”

      “Maybe it’s not his,” I said.

      “Which is a possibility we’ve got to look into.”

      Plop.

      I sighed and pulled a pair of gloves from my bag, and handed another pair to Jack. “I guess it falls under my jurisdiction to gather all the pieces and try to put Humpty Dumpty back together again.”

      “We get the evidence. You get the body. All of it.”

      “Lily is going to hate me.”

      “You live and learn,” he said, repeating my earlier sentiment.

      Lily had been my intern while she’d been finishing up school, but once she’d started her doctoral studies I’d hired her on as assistant coroner. The pay was peanuts because it was a city job, but I supplemented her income when we needed extra hands at the funeral home. And it gave her great hands-on experience. I knew I’d lose her at some point to a bigger operation as she finished medical school and needed more pathology experience, but for now, I was grateful to have her.

      I studied the victim with a critical eye. I’d been trained to look for the obvious. The body always told a story, whether you were alive or dead. Were you healthy or unhealthy? Did you drink? Smoke? Do drugs? Did you work at a desk or manual labor? Were you athletic? Accident prone or abused? People thought they could hide who they really were. And maybe to an extent they could to those who didn’t pay attention. But the body didn’t lie.

      Since I’d started working with Jack, I’d learned to look at more than just the body. Jack was able to size up a scene like no one I’d ever met before. It took me a little longer, but I was getting better at it.

      “He’s dressed for school,” I said. I noted the athletic socks and sneakers on his feet. “Just a regular Friday, and it looks like he was ready to walk out the door.”

      “That’s how it looks,” Jack agreed. “His gym bag and leather briefcase are sitting by the front door. Rain jacket and umbrella are on the coatrack.”

      “Routine,” I said, thinking of my earlier morning walk. “Any signs of a break-in or robbery?”

      “Not as of yet, but crime scene techs are on the way,” he said.

      “Body is still warm. Rigor hasn’t set in yet. There would have been a short window of time from when his wife left until she came back. This isn’t looking good, Jack. Weapon placement, blood spatter and body positioning…it screams of a self-inflicted gunshot wound.”

      “I know,” he said. “But this is Coach. And we’ll follow protocol and treat it as a homicide until you make the official ruling.”

      I nodded, feeling the weight of that responsibility. “Seems odd to get everything ready for a regular day, watch your wife leave for the store, and then off yourself while she’s gone. He’d know she’d be the one to come back and find him. Why would he do that?”

      “Questions we might never know the answer to,” Jack said.

      “Looks like he put the barrel under his chin, and he probably would have had to pull the trigger with his thumb. I’ll take measurements once we’re back at the lab. Maybe that’s the reason he sawed the barrel off. So he could do this.”

      “Barrel under the chin is always a risk,” Jack said. “I’ve seen more people than I’d like who try to go out that way and end up blowing their nose off or peeling back the skin from their face.”

      “That’s probably not a statistic your average Joe knows when deciding to commit suicide,” I said. “No papers on his desk. No computer. No suicide note. Just blood spatter and tissue.”

      Another plop hit the umbrella and I crouched down so I could look closely at the body. “No visible signs of a struggle, but I’ll know more once I can get him on the table.”

      I shifted the body forward slightly so I could look at his back and beneath him. “Wallet is in the back pocket.” I worked my hand beneath him to pull out the wallet and handed it to Jack.

      “Again, indicative of someone who’s about to walk out the door,” he said.

      “Blood spatter and tissue are absent from the back, meaning he was sitting in this chair from start to finish. Blowback from the gun pushed the chair into the wall. There’s not a whole lot more to go on.” I stood back up. “Help me get him in the bag and contained so we don’t
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-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
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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