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      The sky threatened rain as Fenway Stevenson walked through the gate into the Hanford Women’s Prison. She had an appointment to see the woman who had tried to kill her.

      She carried her purse over her left shoulder, and her right hand held the envelope she had received the previous day. She put both in the plastic basket, walked through the metal detector, collected her things, and joined a line of people in front of a stark white counter staffed by two bored-looking guards.

      While she waited, she opened the envelope, pulled out the letter, and read it again.

      
        
        Dear Miss Stevenson,

        I’ve had a lot of time to think, and now I know I was wrong. You didn’t help cover up the death of my husband.

        I need to apologize. I shouldn’t have threatened you with the gun. I knew it was wrong when I did it, but I thought it was the only way I’d get to the truth. But now I’ve got proof you’re not going to rubber-stamp everything your father wants.

        I’m writing to apologize, but I’d also like your help. You must think I have a lot of nerve, asking you for help after threatening you. You don’t owe me anything, and I won’t be able to repay you. Instead, I appeal to your sense of justice.

        My husband didn’t get justice when he died in that hallway in the refinery. And I may be able to help get him the justice he deserves.

        Please meet with me in person. I’m at the Hanford Women’s Prison. I can talk more then.

        Sincerely,

        Lana Cassidy

      

      

      Fenway wondered if it had been a good idea to reschedule that afternoon’s campaign speech at the downtown association to drive all the way out here.

      When she got to the counter, Fenway handed the guard her paperwork, her county identification card on top.

      The guard saw her identification and the bored look in his eyes disappeared. “Fenway Stevenson? You’re the county coroner, right?”

      Fenway nodded.

      He flipped through her papers. “You here to interview Ms. Cassidy?”

      “Yes,” Fenway said. “She has information pertaining to a cold case.”

      The guard narrowed his eyes.  “Didn’t Ms. Cassidy try to kill you a few months ago?”

      “That’s correct.”

      “Isn’t that what she’s in here for?”

      Fenway held up the letter. “Looks like she’s remorseful for her past actions. And wants to help.”

      The guard nodded. “All right. We’ll bring her out to room four.” He cleared his throat. “You have any trouble with her, you push the red button next to the table and a guard will be in immediately.” He pointed at a corridor behind Fenway.

      She nodded and turned to walk down the corridor, brightly but soullessly lit with fluorescents, before she opened the last door on the left.

      The room was bare except for a metal table and two straight-backed chairs. Two windows along the back wall looked out into another hallway. Fenway put her purse down on a chair and paced around the small room.

      After a few minutes, the door on the other side opened, and a different guard brought in the prisoner. The last time Fenway had seen Lana Cassidy, she had vibrant blonde hair; now it was a mottled light brown with streaks of gray. Lana sat down at her side of the table.

      “Do you want me to stay in the room?” the guard said.

      Fenway shook her head. “We need to talk privately.”

      The guard looked at Fenway, perhaps measuring her up. She then looked over at Lana, who avoided eye contact.

      “Okay,” the guard said. “You call me with that red panic button if you need anything.”

      “Thanks,” Fenway said. “I’m sure we’ll be fine.”

      Lana looked up and nodded. The guard left the room and closed the door behind her, taking up a station outside the window.

      “Okay,” said Fenway, moving her purse to the floor and sitting across the table from Lana. “I got your letter. I requested a meeting with you, like you asked.”

      Lana pressed her lips together, her eyes shut tight, as if readying herself for battle. Then she opened them and took a deep breath. “Miss Stevenson—first, thank you for meeting me. I know you didn’t have to.”

      Fenway noticed Lana didn’t call her Miss Ferris; it was a welcome change from the first time they had met. “How can I help?” She hoped she was able to mask the curiosity on her face.

      “You know my husband was killed in that refinery accident last year.”

      “Yes. You said Carl didn’t get the justice he deserved.”

      Lana nodded. “Some things about the accident don’t add up.”

      Fenway paused, leaned forward, and put her hands palms down on the table. “We’ve caught the man who killed your husband. Robert Stotsky authorized the venting of the poisonous gas into that hallway. Maybe he wasn’t charged for it, but he’s serving two consecutive twenty-year terms for the other murders. He’ll be ninety-two when he gets out.”

      Lana looked down and sighed. “I know—I know he’s one of the people responsible.”

      “You’re saying there are more?”

      “Yes. Carl had stumbled onto something—along with Lewis Fairweather. Stotsky pulled the trigger, but he wasn’t the one behind it.”

      “Behind what?”

      “That’s the problem. I know something else is going on. It’s still going on.”

      Fenway nodded. “What do you think it is?”

      Lana lowered her voice. “I think it’s something big. I think it has to do with oil.”

      Fenway grimaced. “Ferris Energy is an oil company, Lana. Lots of things they do have to do with oil.”

      “Let me start at the beginning,” Lana said. “Carl worked on the team that coordinated the available space at the Estancia port. Space in the holding tanks, space at the docks, everything.” She leaned forward. “About six months before the accident, Ferris Energy took two of their large holding tanks offline. They said it was a maintenance issue, but Carl saw a big oil tanker—not one he ever saw before, and not one on any of the manifests—dock at Ferris Energy, right in front of the tanks that were supposed to be offline. It was late at night. When Carl told me, I thought he suspected that something was going on. Something illegal.” Lana took a breath.

      Fenway tapped the table. “I’m not sure it means much. Oil tankers come and go, don’t they? It could have been there for lots of different reasons.”

      Lana shrugged. “Carl never told me about any tankers showing up unannounced before. Anyway, two weeks before he was killed, he stayed late again, just as late as he had the first night he saw the tanker. And when he came home, he told me he saw another tanker. Then he was real quiet. I don’t think he ever got to sleep that night.”

      Fenway pressed her lips together. “And then the ventilation accident happened.”

      Lana nodded. “And Carl and Lewis were both dead.”

      “This isn’t much to go on,” Fenway said.

      “I know,” Lana said. “But I think you can be trusted to follow where it leads.” She looked hard at Fenway. “You’re not afraid to take on your father. You’re the only person in this county who isn’t.” She leaned back. “Maybe your dad didn’t have anything to do with it. But it was someone high up at Ferris Energy.”

      Fenway thought for a moment.

      Lana swallowed hard and leaned forward. “My husband’s death is still an open case, right?”

      Fenway nodded.

      “Maybe you could look into it a little. Dig around. Like you did for the mayor’s murder. Like you did for the former coroner’s murder. If you find something—I mean, you don’t want anyone else to end up dead, right?”

      Fenway set her jaw. “What if I find out my father’s innocent? How are you going to feel then? Will you come after me?”

      Lana winced and looked down. “I deserved that. But I’ve changed. I’m not angry with you anymore.” She leaned back, dropped her chin, and wiped her eyes. “You’re kind of my last hope, anyway.”

      Fenway closed her eyes and shook her head. “I can’t promise anything, Lana. It’s a week before the election, I’m up to my eyeballs in the campaign, and the office is still shorthanded.”

      “Even if you did an hour of research, it would help,” Lana whispered.

      “I can’t promise anything,” Fenway repeated, standing up and putting her purse over her shoulder. “But I’ll see what I can do.” She walked over to the window and rapped her knuckles against the glass. The guard opened the door. “We’re done,” Fenway said.

      “Thank you for seeing me,” Lana said.

      Fenway nodded, then turned, strode across the room and left through the door she came in.
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        * * *

      

      Fenway thought hard about Carl Cassidy on her way home from Hanford. Lana had a point: Stotsky probably didn’t act on his own. He may have made the final decision—pulled the metaphorical trigger, as Lana said—but he wasn’t behind the reason those two men died in that hallway.

      Her phone rang, and the display on her dash read Nathaniel Ferris. She pressed the answer button on her steering wheel to pick it up.

      “Hi, Dad.”

      “Hi, Fenway. Just wanted to see if your campaign events were finished in time for you to make our session this afternoon.”

      “Oh.” Fenway hesitated. “I had to reschedule my afternoon event, actually.”

      “Reschedule? What for?”

      “I had to go see a—a witness. I got on the road about fifteen minutes ago. I’m coming up on the Windkettle exit.”

      “You’re all the way out in Windkettle? You sure you’re going to make it?”

      “You’re still making it, right?”

      Ferris sighed. “Right.”

      A month earlier, she and her father hadn’t spoken for weeks. He had still rented the campaign headquarters, and his money bought the lawn signs and the radio ads and the billboard on Ocean Highway. But everything was communicated through email or text, or indirectly through Millicent Tate, after she was officially hired as Fenway’s campaign manager.

      Then, in the early morning hours after her birthday celebration with Rachel, Dez, and McVie, Fenway awoke, in a cold sweat, from a hauntingly vivid dream of performing an autopsy on her father. She saw the images every time she closed her eyes to try to get back to sleep. She had called her father the next morning and told him they needed to see a family therapist. Insisted on it, in fact.

      At first, it was uncomfortable and odd. Fenway thought Dr. Jacob Tassajera was fine—not great, not even better than average, but fine. She would have preferred a female therapist, since she knew she’d have to talk about a lot of issues in her past—especially the incident with her Russian Lit professor. But she also knew her father would prefer opening up to a man, especially someone like Dr. Tassajera, who was into golf and scotch. Fenway was wary, saying little of consequence the first two sessions. She kept reminding herself he was getting paid to help them have a decent father-daughter relationship. And Ferris had canceled the previous week’s session because of a business trip.

      “I’ll see you at Dr. Tassajera’s,” Fenway said.

      “Hang on, Fenway. I’m paying for your campaign, and Millicent Tate doesn’t come cheap. I know you don’t like campaigning, but you just can’t blow off events like this.”

      “I’m not blowing them off.”

      “I think you are.”

      Fenway frowned. “You canceled our session last week. Did you blow it off, too?”

      Ferris paused. “No. Of course not.”

      “Really? Because you didn’t have a very good excuse. Dr. Tassajera is the only reason we’re talking to each other without screaming. And it doesn’t seem like you want to go.”

      “Of course I want to—” Ferris started. Then he hesitated and sighed. “No. Dr. Tassajera said you and I need to be honest with each other, so I’ll say it. Of course I don’t want to go. Definitely not every week. I never thought I’d have to go to therapy for anything. I want rights to an oil field, I negotiate for it. I want to buy another company, I go in with a plan. It’s not about what I did ten years ago, or about the other company’s feelings.” He paused. “So it pisses me off that I’ve got to talk about all the shit we’ve gone through to get to this point.”

      Fenway didn’t say anything. This was the most she’d heard her father talk about his feelings in a long time. Maybe ever. Although she didn’t like that her father compared his relationship with her to an acquisition target.

      She cleared her throat. “But you will be there, right?”

      “Yes,” Ferris said immediately. “Yes. I will be there.”

      “Good, because for a minute it sounded like you were going to flake again.”

      “I didn’t flake last week. It was an important meeting. Give me some credit—I’m trying the honesty thing. I don’t want to go. But I’m going to go because it’s important to you.”

      “It’s not important to me that you go to this, Dad. It’s important for us. You and I need to fix our relationship, and these therapy sessions are how we’re going to do it.”

      “I promise I’ll be there,” Ferris said.

      Then her mother’s face appeared in Fenway’s head, and she felt a lump in her throat. “Okay,” she said. “I’m going into the hills now. See you at Dr. Tassajera’s.” It wasn’t true—the Cuesta grade wasn’t for another ten miles up the highway—but she didn’t want her father to hear the weakness in her voice. He was all she had left of her family now.

      “All right. Bye.”

      Fenway hung up. She took a couple of deep breaths, and got ahold of herself. She turned the radio on, hearing the last notes of A Tribe Called Quest’s Check the Rhime, and the traffic report came on. There was a jackknifed big rig on the Cuesta grade. Fenway groaned.

      A few minutes later, traffic slowed to a crawl, and Fenway had to get on the shoulder to go past the accident. It delayed Fenway so much she didn’t think she had time to stop at her apartment to change. But if she drove straight there, she’d likely have a few minutes to spare.

      The imposing yet strangely elegant smokestacks from the Ferris Energy refinery came into view as she crested the hill. She looked to her right: the highway was meeting the ocean for the first time in fifty miles, and, not for the first time, Fenway saw a secluded beach on the other side of the highway. She wondered if she had ever been to that beach, but she didn’t think so.

      The closer she got to the Broadway exit, the stronger she felt the pull of a change of clothes and comfortable shoes. But she gritted her teeth as the exit passed, and she pulled off the freeway onto Vicente Boulevard instead, driving two blocks and turning into an office complex.

      She pulled into a parking space in front of a sign that said Vicente Professional Park, looked at the clock on the dash, and sighed. She was twenty minutes early.
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      She didn’t see her father’s black Mercedes S500, so she put on some Branford Marsalis, reclined her seat and closed her eyes. Listening to the Trio Jeepy album always made her feel rebellious: a full album with only saxophone, upright bass, and drums—no chordal instruments at all, no piano, no guitar. And yet, Fenway thought it was one of his most accessible albums—breaking all the rules, yet more satisfying than anything else he recorded.

      Halfway through Three Little Words, the S500 pulled into the lot. Nathaniel Ferris got out of the back, closed the door and clapped the top of the car as if it were a cab, and the car drove off. Ferris walked over to the Accord and Fenway rolled down her window.

      Her father had a quizzical look on his face. “This isn’t Coltrane, is it?”

      “Branford Marsalis.”

      Ferris shook his head. “That new stuff never appealed to me.”

      “This was recorded before I was born, Dad.”

      Ferris screwed up his mouth. “Great, make me feel old before we go talk to the shrink. One more knot for him to untangle.”

      Fenway sighed and rolled up the window. She turned the engine off and opened the door.

      They started to walk across the parking lot. “What? Come on, that was supposed to be funny. You lost your sense of humor?”

      “It’s been a long day.”

      “You canceled your campaign events.”

      “Just for the afternoon, Dad. I was following up on a lead.” She sighed. “Don’t worry, I went to the Chamber of Commerce meeting before I left for Hanford.”

      Ferris paused. “Hanford? What’s out in Hanford besides a bunch of cows?”

      “The women’s prison.”

      “The women’s prison?”

      Fenway nodded as the stepped up onto the sidewalk and stopped in front of the door marked Suite 34B—Dr. Jacob Tassajera. “You ready, Dad?”

      He nodded, and Fenway opened the door.

      The waiting room was eggshell white and spartan. Four wooden chairs, in sets of two with an end table in between them, were against two of the walls. There was a small ficus tree in a pot in one corner and a tiny, fake-looking succulent in a mauve-and-orange ceramic pot on one of the end tables. Another door was at the back of the waiting room, closed.

      Fenway took a seat on one of the chairs next to the door, and set her purse on the end table in front of the succulent.

      Ferris, taking a seat in the chair on the other side of the end table, cleared his throat. “What were you at the women’s prison for? You said you were talking to a witness? Trying to get a jailhouse informant?”

      “Jeez, and people say I watch too much TV. No, Dad. I had to talk to the woman who tried to shoot me a few months ago.”

      Ferris paused. “The widow of the guy who died at the refinery?”

      Fenway nodded. “The good news is, she’s not trying to kill me anymore. Doesn’t think I was trying to cover up her husband’s murder for you.”

      “Her husband’s murder?”

      Fenway nodded again. “Yes, Dad.”

      “Why did you talk to her? We settled with the families a few weeks ago. It was a generous settlement.”

      “I don’t think Lana Cassidy thinks of it as settled.”

      “We’re paying her son’s tuition at Nidever. We paid off the house. Paid out two years’ of the husband’s salary. She should be happy.”

      “Doesn’t bring her husband back, though.”

      Ferris bristled. “So what does that mean? Does it mean you’re reopening the case?”

      Fenway shrugged. “We never closed it. We think Stotsky turned the ventilation valve, but we can’t prove it.”

      “You never closed the case?”

      “I mean, we ruled out suicide so the families could get their insurance money.” Then Fenway clamped her mouth shut. There was so much more she wanted to say, but she knew it would be unproductive, and being so close to the start of a session, it wasn’t a good idea.

      “Are you telling me you’re restarting the investigation?”

      “I haven’t decided yet,” Fenway said. She regretted bringing this up with him. It was unprofessional, but the doctor’s office had lowered her guard. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have mentioned anything.”

      Ferris frowned, folding his arms. “Don’t think I won’t get my lawyers on this. That investigation should have concluded months ago.”

      Fenway leaned her head back and closed her eyes. “Just forget I said anything, Dad.”

      Ferris set his jaw, raising his voice. “You can’t say you’re investigating my company for murder and then tell me to forget about it.”

      “I didn’t⁠—”

      “Do you have any idea of the pressure I’m under with the board of directors?”

      “What do you mean?” Fenway asked.

      “Cynthia Schimmelhorn is what I mean,” Ferris said distastefully. “She got up at the board of directors meeting two weeks ago and all but asked for a vote of no confidence for me as the CEO.”

      Fenway was surprised—she thought he had a tight rein on the board of directors. But Cynthia, a former CFO of a local bank, had been appointed to the board as its first—and so far only—female member, and hadn’t liked the boys’ club feel of the company. With two high-profile murderers so close to Ferris over the last year, it was perhaps natural to question Ferris’s judgement—but Fenway was shocked the board was actually performing its oversight duties.

      “What did you do?”

      “I went over the numbers. Profits are up. Costs are under control. Money talks—and it talks a lot louder than Cynthia Schimmelhorn.” He coughed. “And don’t think I didn’t notice that this is essentially a cold case. You canceled your afternoon campaign events to go talk to a woman in jail about a year-old death? Where did you think she was going?”

      “She wrote me a letter. She gave me an opening. I didn’t think it could wait.”

      “You mean you didn’t want to wait, and you especially didn’t want to speak at the downtown association this afternoon.”

      Fenway was aghast. “You know my campaign schedule?”

      “Better than you do, apparently.” Ferris sniffed. “I like to see where my money is going.”

      Just then, the door opened, and Dr. Jacob Tassajera stuck his head out of his office. “Mr. Ferris? Ms. Stevenson?” His voice was a gentle baritone.

      “Seems we have a lot to talk about today,” Ferris said, getting up.

      “I must apologize,” Dr. Tassajera said. “I’m sorry to keep you waiting, but I’m afraid I have an emergency with another patient.”

      “An emergency?” Ferris’s face fell. “Are you telling me you’re canceling?”

      “Postponing. Would you come in here so we can reschedule?”

      “Sure,” Fenway said.

      Ferris frowned and went into the office ahead of Fenway.

      The office had a desk off to one side of the room with a laptop, a small task chair, and a golf bag in the corner behind it. In the center of the room, two overstuffed brown leather armchairs were at a forty-five-degree angle next to each other with a small table in the middle. The table held a Kleenex box and a twin of the succulent in the waiting room. A wooden chair, with a muted green-and-blue floral upholstered seat, sat squarely in front of the two armchairs. Fenway looked at the comfortable armchairs with a little sadness; her back hurt from the drive and from the hard chair at the Hanford prison.

      Dr. Tassajera walked over to his desk and consulted the large calendar on his desk blotter. “How does Monday look?”

      “The day before the election?” Fenway asked. “I can’t commit to anything then.”

      “Over the weekend, then.”

      “I can only do Sunday,” Ferris said, a bit testily.

      “I don’t normally see patients on Sundays.”

      “I guess we’ll have to schedule something in a couple of weeks, then,” Ferris replied.

      Dr. Tassajera rubbed his chin, thinking. “Sunday won’t be a problem. What time?”

      Ferris flinched, and Fenway smiled; Tassajera had called his bluff. “Uh, late morning, I guess.”

      “Perfect,” Fenway said. “I’ve got a breakfast, but nothing else until a speech at a senior center after lunch.”

      “If you don’t cancel those, too,” Ferris mumbled.

      Dr. Tassajera nodded. “Eleven o’clock?”

      Ferris reluctantly agreed, and Fenway put the appointment in her phone.

      “Until Sunday, then.” Dr. Tassajera nodded, and they both walked out through the waiting room and stood on the sidewalk. The door closed with a click behind them.

      They stood in an uncomfortable silence.

      Ferris looked at Fenway. “Are we okay?”

      Fenway looked back at him. “We’re getting better, I guess.”

      Tracing his foot back and forth on the ground, Ferris looked like he was debating with himself. Finally he spoke. “Are you up for dinner? Charlotte is out with the girls tonight, and we haven’t been to Maxime’s in a while.”

      The thought of a four-course fancy dinner, complete with wine flights and waiters tripping over themselves to impress Ferris, made Fenway nauseated. She shook her head. “I’m going to eat something quick and head over to the campaign office. We’re doing a phonebank tonight.”

      Ferris pulled his phone out and sent a text. “You cancelled the downtown association, but you’re still phonebanking? Come on, Fenway. You’ve got to prioritize. Your campaign staff and volunteers are going to make calls for you whether you’re there or not. The downtown association has real clout with the voters. They need face time with you.”

      “I’ll remember that for next time, Dad.” She went over to him and kissed his cheek. “Sorry about the board of directors.”

      Ferris grunted. “I’ll see you later. Sunday at eleven, I guess, if not before.”

      “Right. Millicent will be thrilled to break up our day of campaigning with a visit to a shrink.”

      Ferris smiled as his phone dinged. He glanced down at the screen.

      “Is your car here?”

      “Roderick’s a few minutes away.”

      “Want to walk me to my car?”

      “Sure.”

      The walk across the parking lot was silent; Fenway couldn’t stop thinking of how angry her father was about her restarting the investigation into the refinery accident.

      Fenway said goodbye, leaving Ferris standing a few feet away from her Accord, waiting for Roderick to show up in the Mercedes.

      She drove out of the lot into the early evening, the sun behind the horizon, throwing fingers of pink and lavender stretching through the high, wispy white clouds scattered recklessly across the sky. Fenway looked up through her sunroof, marveling at the rapidly darkening colors.

      She didn’t stop for food on the drive to the campaign office. Her stomach was still in knots from the meetings with both Lana in Hanford and her father at the therapist’s office. As she pulled into the crowded parking lot and got out of her Accord, the conversations replayed in her head.

      She opened the front door and was met with a wall of sound. Dozens of people were in the office—until the summer, the space had been rented to a failing department store. A hundred conversations were going on at once, and people were hanging up with smiles. A Latino teenager near the front, wearing a headset, stood up and high-fived the woman next to him. “Ten more yard signs!” he exclaimed. “She wants to pass them out at her book club tomorrow!”

      Then he noticed Fenway. “Oh—Miss Stevenson!” He stood up straight. “Everyone—our candidate is here.” He started to applaud, and it lightly scattered throughout the room, but most people were on the phone.

      “Never mind, Rory,” Fenway said. “Those ten yard signs mean more than applause right now.”

      “We’ve got a competition to see how many yard signs we can get out to the people on our lists. First prize is a five-hundred-dollar gift card.”

      “You’re winning, I take it.”

      He flashed Fenway a smile. “It’s not even close. You here to see Millicent? Let me take you back.” He extricated himself from his headset.

      “Your parents okay with you being here on a school night?”

      “I’m getting extra credit in AP Government. And we’ve got a teacher in-service day tomorrow.” He motioned for her to follow him.

      As Fenway walked between the long rows of desks to the office in the back of the large space, she marveled at how good Nathaniel Ferris was at finding competent people to work for him. Perhaps they weren’t always the most ethical, but they were highly competent.

      Millicent Tate was no exception; she was fiercely intelligent and a bundle of energy. Fenway often saw emails sent by Millicent well after midnight. After Dr. Richard Ivanovich—an ear, nose, and throat specialist Barry Klein played golf with—announced his candidacy for county coroner, Nathaniel Ferris had engaged her services. She was young—almost as young as Fenway. Based in Sacramento, she’d made a name for herself getting a Republican elected to the House in a deep-blue district in the Bay Area, a race the RNC hadn’t even had on their radar. And two years later, she flipped a red rural district to blue with an equally improbable Democratic candidate. She was used to working on congressional campaigns, but after Ferris promised her a hefty paycheck, all expenses paid, and a personal introduction to both California senators, she had dropped everything to run Fenway’s campaign.

      A large man sat at a desk in front of Millicent Tate’s office. He had piercing brown eyes and skin so dark it was almost blue. He was in a well-tailored light gray suit and an expensive-looking white dress shirt with no tie. His massive shoulders and barrel chest seemed too enormous for both the desk and the task chair, but with the grace of a ballerina, he leafed through a stack of papers with his meaty left hand and typed quickly on the computer keyboard with the other.

      “Evening, Miss Stevenson,” he said without looking up from his work, his voice a deep, dramatic baritone. “Miss Tate wasn’t expecting you for another forty-five minutes.”

      “My afternoon appointment was postponed.”

      “Serves you right for canceling on the downtown association.”

      “Oh, Marquise, not you too? I already got an earful of it from my father.”

      Marquise chuckled. “You better prepare yourself for another earful from Miss Tate. She’s been running interference.”

      Fenway sighed. “Can I go in?”

      Marquise nodded.

      Fenway nodded at Rory. “Thanks, Rory. Keep up the good work.”

      “I will. That gift card is as good as mine.”

      Fenway walked into Millicent Tate’s office. Behind the desk sat a white woman with small but quick eyes behind black cat-eye framed glasses. Her black hair was pulled back, and she held the phone receiver up to her ear with one hand and held the index finger of her other hand up in front of Fenway.

      “Of course, Mr. Williams. Look—would you rather support a candidate who just tells you what you want to hear, or do you want someone who actually works to keep crime down? You’ve seen the statistics. You know she’s effective.” Millicent Tate paused, listening. “I remind her that she needs the support of communities like yours every day, Mr. Williams, but she seems to prioritize her job over making speeches.” She nodded, listening. “I can certainly let her know. No, no, I know your group is busy. I appreciate the time.”

      Millicent Tate hung up.

      “Sorry,” Fenway said.

      “It’s a good thing your dad is paying me so well,” Millicent snapped. “I’ve been on the phone with every member of the downtown association since you canceled.”

      “You can reschedule, though, right?”

      “No, of course I can’t. That was their last meeting before the election.”

      “Oh.” Fenway paused. “You think I’ve lost them?”

      “I don’t think so,” Millicent said. “A few of them think your investigation is more important than their meeting. It might have actually helped. But a couple of them are angry that you blew them off.”

      “I didn’t⁠—”

      Millicent held up her hand. “Their words, not mine. Anyway, what’s done is done. Let’s get out there and rally the troops.”

      “Rory seems to be doing a good job.”

      “Over four hundred lawn signs since three-thirty. He’s gotten more signs out there than everyone else put together. I’d hire him on my next campaign if he weren’t going to college.”

      When Millicent and Fenway walked out with Millicent to the floor, everyone ended their calls quickly. Fenway delivered the short but rousing speech that Millicent’s team had written. People cheered, people clapped, then people got back to work.

      “Do you need me to make any calls to the downtown association?”

      Millicent shook her head. “Let’s not make it worse.”

      “I’d make it worse?”

      “If your story doesn’t match the one I told them? Yeah, that’d make it worse.”

      They talked strategy for a while and went over the next day’s schedule—the morning was surprisingly light, with nothing until a luncheon with the teachers’ union. Fenway left the campaign office for home.

      She drove to her apartment on autopilot, and found herself in her parking space with scarcely a memory of driving there. It wasn’t yet eight o’clock, but she seriously contemplated going to bed. The discussion with Lana, the conversation with her father, and the speech to her staff and volunteers had taken a lot out of her.

      Walking up the stairs required an almost Herculean effort, raising her foot to go up each step an exercise in willpower. She entered the apartment, cold from the chilly October day, and couldn’t even bring herself to walk over to the refrigerator.

      Maybe, Fenway told herself, I’ll feel better after I lie down for a while.

      She went to her room and lay down on top of the comforter, throwing her purse on the floor next to the bed, and fell asleep almost immediately.

      At some point she pulled the covers down and threw her clothes off and slept in her underwear in the cold sheets with the warm blankets over her and the pillows bunched up all around her head. A little later she heard rain against her window.

      She had a dream about her mother, who was chasing her around their house in Seattle, Fenway laughing, sunlight streaming through the windows covered with white, translucent curtains, and then as she rounded the corner to come back into the kitchen, pots and pans started banging together, and the noise got louder—and Fenway woke up, disoriented and feeling almost hung over. It took her a moment to figure out she was in her own bed in her own apartment, and her mother wasn’t chasing her, and her phone was ringing.

      She dug the phone out of her purse and saw it was five-fifteen in the morning. Sheriff McVie was calling.

      “Craig?” she croaked.

      “Morning, Fenway,” he said. “We’ll need you to come out here as soon as you can. A jogger found a dead body by the refinery.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            PART 2

          

          
            FRIDAY

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      After the storm the night before, the breeze blew frigid off the ocean. Fenway hadn’t seen a colder morning since moving to Estancia six months before, although she was still acclimated to the Seattle weather. The smell of the overnight rain made her feel more at home.

      In fact, Fenway had stood in front of the mirror that morning, debating with herself about putting on a sweater or just a long-sleeved blouse. The sweater proved to be the right decision; the early morning mist put a damp chill on everything, settling in around the refinery’s chain-link fence, obscuring both the smokestacks in one direction and the walking trail to the pedestrian underpass beneath Ocean Highway in the other. The temperature gauge on the dashboard in her Accord read 42°F, a cool morning even by Seattle standards. She would have used the word “brisk” before she moved back to Estancia.

      Fenway didn’t have a problem getting onto the service road next to the refinery’s fence, but there wasn’t a good way to get her car down to the pedestrian walkway running under the freeway. Three metal poles locked into place at the top of the asphalt trail that connected the service road to the walkway leading to the secluded beach on the other side of the highway.

      She parked on the edge of the service road, next to the sheriff’s cruiser, and walked the last quarter of a mile. She had thought about putting on dressy flats, but the walk made her glad she had elected to wear her running shoes.

      She crested the incline of the path and the medical examiner’s van came into view. To the left of the van, Sheriff McVie stood next to Melissa de la Garza, one of the crime scene technicians. Both of them wore winter hats and parkas.

      She walked up next to them. “Thanks for leaving the poles down for me.”

      Melissa smiled. “Hey, Fenway. Yeah, we had to lock them back up. Can’t have the riff-raff driving down here.”

      McVie held a cup of coffee close to his face, the steam rising off the hot liquid.

      “I feel underdressed,” Fenway said. “I must have missed the memo about the Antarctic expedition gear.”

      “Very funny,” McVie said.

      Fenway smirked. “Man, I hope forty-two degrees doesn’t ever feel like a frozen tundra wasteland to me.”

      “Yeah, well, it’s the next best thing to a drawer at the morgue,” Melissa said, gesturing to the body, under a mass of threadbare woolen blankets and several layers of clothing. Melissa handed Fenway two blue nitrile gloves. “Hey, only a few more days till the election. You ready?”

      “Not according to my campaign manager.”

      “You’re not worried about Dr. Klein’s lackey, are you?” Melissa bent down over the body and started pulling back the blankets. “You’ve got a sixty-point lead.”

      Fenway shrugged and turned her attention to the dead man on the ground.

      The body was supine, the face angled crazily off to the side, the open eyes staring at the upper corner of the pedestrian walkway, a neat bullet hole in the middle of his forehead. The dead man was white and had five or six days’ worth of scraggly beard; he was perhaps in his late forties or early fifties.

      “Not a lot of blood pooled underneath the head,” Fenway said.

      “Nope.” Melissa pulled back the blankets near the dead man’s feet. “Those look like drag marks.” She pointed to two faint parallel lines in the concrete running to the beach side of the underpass.

      “Good thing the body is protected from the elements,” said Fenway. “If it had been out in the rain last night, we’d have a lot less evidence to work with.”

      “It looks like the body was dragged in here, the rain’s probably washed the murder scene clean by now.”

      Fenway nodded. “Unless we get lucky.”

      Melissa pulled down the blankets below the dead man’s shoulders, revealing more of his clothing. The sweater and long-sleeve oxford shirt underneath were a little bit dirty; the sweater had a smear of dirt or grease across the stomach. The man’s blue jeans were dark, also dirty, but from a day or two of dirt, not months of it. He wore no shoes or socks.

      Fenway looked at McVie. “This guy doesn’t look homeless,” Fenway said.

      “From the old blankets he does,” replied McVie defensively. “And he’s barefoot.”

      “You have a time of death?” Fenway asked Melissa.

      “Not a specific time,” Melissa replied. “Liver temp is ambient, so he’s been here awhile. With outside temp and lividity, I’d say he’s been here between six and ten hours.”

      Fenway looked at the clock on her phone. “Between ten last night and two this morning. Gotcha.” She squinted at the clothes on the dead body. “Melissa, doesn’t this strike you as a little odd?”

      “What? The clothes? Yeah.”

      “They seem too nice for a homeless guy, right?”

      “Well, maybe not too nice—the shelters sometimes get some quality stuff donated. But definitely too clean. I mean, it’s dirty, but it’s one day worth of dirty. Not ‘I haven’t showered in two months’ dirty.”

      “Right. That’s what I was thinking too.”

      Melissa bent down. “And the clothes are nice. They’re not cheap, for sure, and they’re not ten years out of style, either.”

      “Do you think this guy was killed and made to look like a homeless guy, or did he look like this when he was killed?”

      “Tough to say,” said Melissa. “He certainly hasn’t shaved in a while. I can see how the sheriff would get that impression at first glance.” She glanced at Fenway’s sweater and thin trousers that stopped a few inches above her ankle. “Aren’t you cold?”

      “I’m from Seattle,” Fenway quipped. “If McVie hadn’t called me, I’d be lounging by the pool.”

      Melissa shivered at the thought.

      McVie took two steps closer and bent down. “Okay if I open his mouth?”

      “I’ve already taken pictures,” Melissa said.

      He hesitated a moment, used both hands to gently open the dead man’s mouth, then peered inside. “Look at this.”

      Melissa bent down and peered into the man’s mouth. Fenway crouched and looked over Melissa’s shoulder, although she couldn’t see much.

      “Oh,” Melissa said. “Good dental work.”

      “Clean teeth, too,” McVie said. “Yeah, you’re right. This guy wasn’t homeless. Or if he’s homeless, he hasn’t been for more than a few days.”

      Fenway shook her head. “I don’t think he’s homeless, not even for a couple of days. This looks to me like someone who’s on vacation, not someone who’s living on the streets.”

      “We should look into missing person reports,” McVie said. “At least while we’re waiting for the fingerprints to come back from the lab.”

      “You survey the area yet?” Fenway asked.

      “Not completely,” Melissa said. “I stopped when the sheriff got here.”

      “Any ID?”

      Melissa shook her head. “No wallet, no ID, no money, no keys.”

      Fenway looked around. “Think his wallet’s around here? Maybe a robbery gone wrong?”

      McVie pointed to the drag marks. “Those aren’t consistent with a robbery.”

      “Who found him?”

      “A man coming off graveyard shift at the refinery.” McVie stood back up.

      “Did he stick around to talk to us?” Fenway asked.

      “He stuck around for the officer,” McVie said. “Callahan got here just before five-thirty. He took the statement from the guy. He radioed in—I told him he could send him on his way. Didn’t see the point of keeping him too much longer.”

      “You don’t think the refinery worker would have taken the wallet and keys, do you?”

      “I can ask Callahan. That would be a pretty brazen move, though.”

      Fenway nodded, and then thought a moment. “Hang on—you said the guy worked at the refinery?” Fenway stood up too. “What was he doing here? This is a half-mile away.”

      “Jogging,” McVie said. “The guy likes to go for a run on the beach when he gets off work.”

      “Oh, right,” Fenway said. “You said it was a jogger on the phone.”

      “Lucky he ran this way,” Melissa said. “We wouldn’t have found him for a few more hours, at least. This isn’t a heavily trafficked area.”

      “So this guy wasn’t homeless,” said Fenway, “but maybe we should see if anyone who is homeless saw anything. This seems like a good place to hang out if you’re homeless. Good shelter, stays nice and cool in the summer, not a lot of people around to bug you.”

      “No,” McVie said. “No one to bug you, but no one close by to help out or get resources. No services for the homeless, no place to panhandle, no restaurants who throw out food—not even a vending machine. You’ve got to walk for five miles towards Estancia before you even hit a fast-food place. And the homeless shelter is ten miles away.”

      “All right,” Melissa said, looking out past where the drag marks went into the beach. “Let’s divvy up scouting the area.” She looked back over her shoulder. “I’m going to the north side of the underpass.”

      “With you in a minute,” Fenway called.

      McVie stepped closer. “Listen, Fenway,” he said in a low voice. “I know it’s been weird the last couple of months with our campaigns. But we can still have dinner together.”

      “And I told you, Craig,” Fenway whispered back, “Millicent said we shouldn’t go on a date until after the election. It looks bad enough you’re going through a divorce right now. Gene told you the same thing, as I recall.”

      “Millicent and Gene were hired to manage our campaigns, not our social lives,” McVie said. “You’ve got a huge lead in the polls, and I’m ahead too.”

      “That last poll was two weeks old. More and more people are starting to be aware you and Amy aren’t living together anymore, and people will start to wonder if your eye has been wandering.”

      “Well, it was her wandering eye, not mine.”

      “First of all,” Fenway hissed, “you know as well as anyone it’s the perception that matters, not the reality. And secondly, if people think she was the cheater, that might be worse. You look like you can’t keep your woman in line.”

      “What did you just say?”

      “I’m not saying that. I’m saying there are some voters who will think it.”

      “I seriously can’t believe that came out of your mouth.”

      “If you can’t believe that, imagine what I think the voters will say if you start dating a Black girl half your age before the ink is dry on your separation papers.”

      McVie shot Fenway a look. “You are not half my age.”

      “No,” Fenway said. “I’m twenty-nine and you’re forty-three, and that is barely—and I mean barely—on the right side of the Creepy Equation.”

      “The Creepy Equation?”

      “Oh, come on, Craig. I know you’ve heard of the Creepy Equation.”

      Craig looked puzzled.

      “Melissa,” Fenway called, “you’ve heard of the Creepy Equation, right?”

      “Like with dating?” Melissa said, shining her light where the bricks in the wall met the concrete.

      “Right.”

      “Sure. Half your age, plus seven. Younger than that, and it’s creepy.”

      Fenway shot a look of triumph at McVie, who furrowed his brow. She could almost see him doing the calculation in his head.

      “You thinking about dating a younger man, Fenway? Some sexy college boy getting cougar vibes from you?”

      “Shut up, Melissa,” Fenway said, but she was smiling.

      “I’ll shut up when you start helping me scan the area for evidence,” Melissa said.

      Fenway looked at McVie out of the corner of her eye and started to walk toward the beach side of the pedestrian underpass. She passed the passenger door of the medical examiner’s van and saw movement inside and almost jumped out of her skin.

      “Holy shit!”

      Melissa laughed and covered her mouth.

      Officer Donald Huke rolled down the window. “Good morning, Miss Stevenson,” he said. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”

      “What the hell are you doing in the medical examiner’s van, Don—Officer Huke?”

      Officer Huke was quiet, his face screwed up almost painfully and his ears getting red.

      Fenway turned her head and looked at Melissa, who smirked and shrugged.

      “Never mind, Officer Huke, don’t answer that.”

      He looked relieved.

      “Well, since you’re here,” Fenway said, “you don’t mind securing the crime scene while we look for the decedent’s possessions, do you?”

      “No, ma’am—I mean, no, Miss Stevenson.” He opened the door of the van and hopped out, all business.

      Melissa and Fenway and McVie spent the next twenty minutes combing the scrubby bushes and the sandy areas around the edges of the underpass. They didn’t find anything, and the three of them all found themselves at the edge of the beach.

      “Should we search the beach too?” Fenway asked.

      “We probably should at least do a visual search,” said Melissa. “But if the killer wanted evidence to disappear, a good throw into the ocean might do it.”

      “Maybe fortune will smile upon us today.” Fenway looked toward the cliffs and shaded her eyes. “What’s up that way?”

      “A couple of beachfront hotels,” McVie said. “A little rundown now, but they’re okay. Not like the Cactus Lake Motel or anything. We don’t get many calls out this way.”

      “How far down does the beach go?”

      “This area isn’t too big—maybe five hundred yards. Then there’s an outcropping and a bridge you can walk across to another beach. There are a couple of rock formations beyond that, right where Ocean Highway takes a sharp turn up the ridge.”

      Fenway nodded. She remembered driving down the ridge the day before, seeing the smokestacks of her father’s refinery and looking out over that very beach. She sighed.

      McVie gazed across the water. “If we need to search the beach, we might as well start.”

      “I’ve got a metal detector,” Melissa said. She started walking back toward the van.

      Fenway followed her. “All right, Melissa, you said no wallet or keys.”

      “Correct,” Melissa said, lifting up the police tape Officer Huke had put up. “Whoever killed him left a pretty nice watch on his wrist, though. A Longines. Not top of the line, but someone paid at least five or six hundred bucks for it.”

      “Hmm,” Fenway said. “That’s inconsistent with a robbery, too.” Fenway veered off to walk toward the corpse. She crouched next to it as Melissa came up behind her. “I think someone wanted to make us think he was homeless, but did a pretty poor job of it.”

      “Maybe a last-ditch effort to cover something up? Maybe it wasn’t premeditated?”

      “Maybe.”

      Melissa shrugged. “I don’t know either.”

      Fenway took out her phone, leaned over, and took a picture of the dead man’s face, trying to keep as much of the hole in his forehead out of the frame as possible. “I think we might have luck if we check those beachfront motels up there. Maybe he went to get ice and ran into the killer.”

      Melissa nodded. “I was starting to think maybe it’s a rich guy off his meds or something.”

      Fenway looked at the picture on her phone. She zoomed in, right on his nose. Then she turned back to the body and activated the flashlight on her phone, shining the light into his nostrils. “Or maybe he was self-medicating.” She motioned at Melissa to come closer. “Does this look like cocaine residue to you?”

      Melissa bent down. “Hmm. Could be.”

      “I can’t see much in his nostrils, but maybe you can see if there’s any tissue damage, or nasal septum perforation, anything symptomatic of cocaine abuse.”

      “We’ll do a tox screen.”

      “Yeah, but those tests take a while to come back. If we can confirm he was using with any tissue damage you find, maybe it’ll point us in the right direction. This could have been a drug deal gone wrong.”

      “Maybe.” Melissa stood back up. “Did you call Dez or Mark yet?”

      “No,” Fenway said, pushing herself to her feet and following Melissa to the van. “Both of them caught cases over the weekend. The overdose at the drug house down on twenty-second, and the hunter found shot in the state park. I wanted my sergeants to have at least a little bit of a break.”

      Melissa opened the back of the van and climbed inside. “I thought for sure you’d relish the chance to get back at Dez for calling you back from Seattle.”

      Fenway shook her head. “Ha. Maybe next time. I’ve got this one; we don’t need all hands on deck.”

      Melissa nodded, pulling the metal detector out of a case as McVie walked up to them.

      Fenway acknowledged McVie with a slight nod of her head. “Want to go take a walk with me?”

      “Take a walk with you?”

      “Fenway thinks those beachfront hotels might be a good place to start,” Melissa said.

      “Like our victim might have been a guest at one of them?” asked McVie.

      “Yep,” replied Fenway. “And Melissa and I found what might be cocaine residue below his nose.”

      McVie nodded. “How does that tie into the hotels?”

      “I don’t know yet. But I think it makes sense to go over there.”

      “Sure, let’s go see if he checked in at any of those places. I’ll take a snapshot of his face, see if anyone recognizes him.”

      “Already done,” Fenway said, showing him the picture.

      “Gotcha. Good job keeping the bullet hole off-camera.”

      “I like to make sure I don’t gross out the witnesses,” Fenway said, then turned to Melissa. “Can you and Officer Huke comb the beach?”

      “Anything to get out of the grunt work, huh, Fenway?” Melissa smiled. “Yeah, we should be fine. I got word Kav should be meeting me here in about ten or fifteen minutes. We’ll take a scrub of the beach, maybe for a half-mile or so.”

      “I can get Callahan back here too,” McVie said.

      “Maybe that’s not such a bad idea,” Melissa admitted. “It’s a lot of ground to cover.”

      Fenway and McVie started walking toward the main road.

      The hill was steep, and Fenway was trying to rush. She was several steps ahead of the sheriff, and he was getting winded. “Jeez, where’s the fire? Hold up.”

      Fenway stopped on the side of the path, avoiding a muddy puddle. “I’m not trying to hurry.”

      McVie raised his eyebrows. “You know, part of the reason you said you weren’t going to date me until after the election is to avoid the awkwardness. I’d say this is still pretty damn awkward.”

      “Well, we’ve waited this long. What’s another week?”

      “Sure,” McVie said, catching up to her. “One more week.”

      “You worried about Klein?”

      McVie shrugged. “You worried about Ivanovich?”

      Fenway shook her head, and they kept walking. “I don’t know. I mean, ever since I passed the nursing boards in September, I guess I haven’t been worried about it.” She looked at McVie. “Also, I guess it helps I’m so ahead in the polls.”

      “And no one knows who Richard Ivanovich is.”

      Fenway nodded. “I’m not even sure he wants to do it. I think Barry Klein talked him into it.”

      “Yeah. Well, we all know Dr. Klein will fight everything your dad wants tooth and nail, just because your dad wants it.”

      Fenway paused for a moment. “Hey, Craig, did something happen between my father and Dr. Klein before I got here? Like, did Charlotte used to be Klein’s girlfriend or something?”

      “Who knows?” McVie asked, although it sounded more like a statement. “Klein is so contrary. It’s like he’s afraid a meteor will fall on him if he shows an ounce of humanity.”

      Fenway was quiet. She thought back to her nursing classes and the overview of oppositional defiance disorder, and wondered if Dr. Klein had it but was undiagnosed.

      “So,” McVie said, “which motel do you want to start with?”

      “The closest one,” Fenway said. “And we might as well start with the front desk.”

      “You think he stayed there?”

      “Only one way to find out,” Fenway said.

      They got to the main road and turned left, toward the motels. The breeze had picked up, and the hint of rain in the air was blowing away. The gentle wind felt refreshing against Fenway’s face, although she thought it was probably playing hell with her hair. She looked at Craig, in his winter coat, shivering.

      “So,” McVie said, “maybe we should try to figure out where we want to go on our first date Wednesday night. You know, the day after the election.”

      Fenway looked out of the corner of her eye at McVie. Her functional khaki trousers weren’t exactly flattering; her running shoes wouldn’t win any fashion awards either. And yet here McVie was asking her out—again. She knew she was intelligent and sometimes even fun to be around. Given her history with men—or maybe it was something internal—she was surprised to be asked out when she wasn’t dressed up. She wondered if she needed to change her attitude about herself and then briefly wondered how much Dr. Tassajera would charge to fix her. “Wednesday, huh?”

      “Yeah.”

      Fenway laughed. “Maybe you should drop out now if you’re thinking about dating me instead of paying attention to the voting public.”

      McVie smiled. “Maybe you should. You’re the one who always says you’re not cut out for politics.”

      Fenway elbowed McVie playfully. “That’s why I’m so good at it.”

      McVie smiled. “So I was thinking maybe we could go to Maxime’s.”

      Fenway rolled her eyes. “There’s more to good food than fancy napkins and a sommelier who knows you by name.”

      “If that’s supposed to be a segue into you suggesting the taquería on Third Street, forget it. I want to take you someplace a little nicer.”

      “Just don’t take me to Maxime’s. That’s the place my father goes when he has something to celebrate.” She paused. “Unless you want me thinking about my father on our first date.”

      “No,” McVie said, “that’s quite all right.”

      “I like Argentine food.”

      “What, the new steak house on Broadway?”

      “Oh, Craig!” Fenway batted her eyelashes. “The new Argentine steak house! That’s just where I wanted to go—how did you know? You’re so thoughtful!” She put her hands out, miming the delicate raising of the sides of her invisible long skirt, and curtsied.

      McVie tried to look annoyed, but the corners of his mouth and eyes betrayed his amusement. “Okay, Fenway, got it.”

      They reached the black wrought-iron fence bounding the grounds of the first hotel. The garden behind the fence, lovely from a distance, up close showed weeds and random bald patches of rock and gravel. After the fence ended, the circular driveway, made of multicolored bricks, provided a sweeping contour for the eye to follow, but it, too, showed signs of disrepair. Several missing bricks marred the smooth lines, with some spots more visible than others. In one area to the left of the entrance, two large swaths of missing brick had been cemented over. The dull, bumpy gray was an eyesore in the once-grand
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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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