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          Late Summer, 2009

        

      

    

    
      It was a sad state of affairs when you had no one to accompany you to the funeral home to pick up your grandmother’s ashes.

      Worse still when your boss couldn’t give you the morning off to do it.

      It was a matter of adding insult to injury when the hearse-chasing real estate agent who’d also chased your skirt since ninth grade was the only body taking up oxygen at the counter.

      “I was real sorry to hear about Miz Ada, Cat.” Donny nudged his coffee cup in her direction. “There goin’ to be a funeral?”

      “Meemaw didn’t want a fuss,” Cat Brodey sighed and refilled his coffee. “So no. I’m going to pick up the urn after my shift.”

      “You shouldn’t do that alone,” Donny said, snaking a hand out to circle her wrist. “I don’t have anything on my docket until four. Let me drive you over to Henderson’s.”

      Cat tugged her arm away from the unwelcome contact, but it was too late. Donny’s face swam out of focus, his voice went hollow like the echo in a well. A flickering filmstrip of images tore through her mind, even as she felt her body rush away: a little boy in a striped shirt catching frogs by the creek, the same little boy hiding something under a frilly pink coverlet, then his tear-stained face while his Ma paddled his butt.

      She blinked away the images along with a swamping wave of nausea.

      “Cat?” Donny’s face hovering over hers wasn’t improved by the blurriness. “Elmore, get out here. Cat’s fainted.”

      Fainted? The word swirled around her brain. Shit.

      The owner, who was also the chief cook, appeared over Donny’s shoulder. “Let’s get you up off the floor. Lucky thing you didn’t hit your head on the way down.”

      Cat let the two men help her to her feet, pulling in a few long breaths to steady herself. She could feel a bruise starting on her hip, but otherwise, it was just another one of what Meemaw called her spells. She didn’t have time to prepare for the sucker punch of grief that accompanied the thought of her grandmother, but she’d already embarrassed herself enough for the morning. “I’m fine. Really. It’s been a long couple weeks.”

      “Elmore,” Donny said. “I’m taking her home. She’s in no condition to drive.”

      “Really, Donny. No.” Cat gripped the countertop to halt the last of the spinning. “I’ll just finish up here and see myself over to Henderson’s when I’m feeling better.”

      “Nonsense. You’re working too hard. We’re leaving now.” Donny puffed up his barrel chest and swept his hand across the expanse of the room. “It’s dead in here. Elmore can call Clarice in. It won’t kill her to miss an episode of whatever story she watches.”

      The thought of being trapped in Donny’s car for the trip into town and back was less appealing than lying on the diner floor, clammy and disoriented, but Elmore seemed to respond to Donny’s posturing, and before she could rally enough to fight them off, they’d gathered her sweater and purse and shuffled her out the door.

      Cat closed her eyes to blot out the blurred motion of the road through the windshield, but there was nothing to be done about the aggressive smell of pine air freshener or Donny’s incessant prattle about people who hadn’t given a fig about her as a teenager and still didn’t, if their willingness to help when Meemaw took her last turn for the worst was any indicator.

      There was a hideous moment when the funeral director assumed Donny was The Mister, and a worse one when Donny offered to buy Cat an ornate brass urn to upgrade the hand-polished, burled hickory box she’d chosen. By the time Donny pulled up to the cottage she and Meemaw had lived in since Cat was nine, Cat was ready to vomit.

      The car barely stopped before she shot out of the passenger seat, sucking in the clean air, fresh with the scents of forest soil and spring water. Clutching the hickory box under her arm, she dragged her free hand through her purse, trawling for her keys.

      Donny sidled up, producing her keychain from his jeans’ pocket. “I figured you might need a little help with everything.”

      Cat’s stomach plummeted when she reached for the keys and Donny dangled them away from her fingertips. “I’m exhausted, Donny. Give me my keys.”

      “You need someone to look after you, Kitty Cat.” His voice took on what he must have thought was a seductive tone. The result was oily; it curdled the already sour contents of her stomach.

      “It’s just Cat.” She snatched the keys from him and gripped them tight. “Go home, Donald.”

      His eyes narrowed. His jaw worked. A frisson of true fear slithered up Cat’s spine. She was saved from having to trust her instincts by the sweet music of wheels on the hardpack.

      The pristine, twenty-five year-old pickup that growled to a halt next to Donny’s sedan belonged to Meemaw’s lawyer and closest confidante, Kelley Hart. All five-foot-ten, farm-muscled inches of Kelley’s no-nonsense person descended from the car with quiet authority and not a little menace.

      “Don Daniels, I already told you this house belongs to Cat.” She took in the scene and advanced a step in Donny’s direction. “There’s no business for you here.”

      Donny’s hackles went up. “Everybody knows it’s just Cat up here alone, and she ain’t got the means to keep it. If I don’t sell it for her, the town’s gonna collect on the back taxes and take everything she’s got.”

      Kelley stared him down. Like a child who’d lost a toy, Donny slunk to his car. He made a show of adjusting his mirrors and fiddling with the radio before backing carefully around Kelley’s truck.

      “Cat, you look like a plucked chicken.” She pulled a thick manilla envelope from the truck. “I won’t take up time that ought to be spent being kind to yourself. This is from Ada. She instructed me quite specifically to deliver it a week after she died. Into your hands–and before you ask, I have no idea.”

      Cat took the packet from Kelley with trembling hands. She’d seen the will, she knew there was nothing but the property, Meemaw’s silver charm bracelet, and a little money in a checking account–there’d be nothing left of that long before the end-of-life costs were settled.

      “Go on inside, make yourself some food, then read whatever Ada had to say. Heaven knows you’ve been through the ringer without that fool sniffing around.” Kelley looked around. “Where’s your car, honey?”

      Finally, noisily, Cat burst into tears.

      Kelley rushed in, gathering Cat to her ample bosom. More than just Meemaw’s lawyer, Kelley had been her grandmother’s dearest friend for most of her life. Cat hadn’t had a lot of friends, dearest or otherwise, but she’d had Kelley, sitting beside Meemaw on the deck to listen to her stories and hug away her tears. “I’m going to make you some of Ada’s tea.”

      Cat took a moment to soak in the affection, Meemaw’s ashes in their box hard between her body and Kelley’s, before fitting the key in the front door’s lock, only to find the door wide open.

      A sandpaper drawl slithered out of the shadows. “‘Bout time, Kitty Cat. Been waiting all day.”

      The tears Kelley soothed rose up her throat. “Momma?”

      Kelley’s reaction was harder. “What the hell are you doing here, Mona? Jesus.”

      Cat’s mother stepped out of the dim corner of the sitting room. The only room besides the kitchen, bath, and two small bedrooms. Mona Brodey cocked a too-bony hip and swept an assessing gaze over Kelley’s farm-grubby clothes. “Came to see Ma. See my baby girl. Ain’t particularly interested in you, Miz Hart.”

      Cat still held Meemaw’s ashes. Her voice hitched and broke. “She’s gone, Momma. Week’s ago.”

      Mona’s hard features, so like Cat’s own, but honed by hard living, went slack in a mockery of sympathy. “Oh, Ma. Oh, Kitty Cat.”

      Her mother started toward her, but Cat backed up, closer to Kelley. Mona had always had the knack for calling up convenient displays of emotion, and Cat feared what touching her mother might show her.

      Cat’s hesitation wiped the gentleness from her mother’s expression. “What do you plan to do about this place? Ma leave anything for me?”

      Cat had no words for her mother’s shallowness, but Kelley made up for it. “You’re a disgrace to your Ma’s kind heart, Mona Brodey. Showing up like a good daughter now? You got a sixth sense for misery? This place–your childhood home–is Cat’s now, and as Ada’s attorney, I can safely say, you’re the last creature’ll ever get anything of what she left.” Kelley paused for a deep breath. “Now, get back to whatever man’s paying for whatever you’re using and leave Cat alone.”

      Mona’s lips worked around an O of shock for a beat, then she reached for a shabby hobo-style purse and shoved it over one shoulder. “I’m on a bus to New Orleans, anyway. Got a line on a job at one of them fancy social clubs.” She paused to snatch a pad and pen from the phone table by the kitchen door. After scrawling what looked like a telephone number, Mona tossed the pad down and stomped across the room on her cheap mules. “That’s my cell if you need me, baby girl.”

      For a moment after the door slammed shut behind Mona, Cat and Kelley stared at the door. Cat still clutched her bundle of grief to her chest.

      Kelley’s deep laugh cut the silence. “Christ on a bike, how Ada produced that she-devil is anyone’s guess.”

      The absurdity of it, and Kelley’s infectious dark humor released the last of Cat’s tears in deep, hiccuping gasps. She set the box and the envelope on the coffee table and let Kelley settle her into the sofa.

      When the final waves of crying receded, Kelley kissed her forehead and rose from the couch. When Kelley’s fingers brushed the hickory box, Cat’s heart squeezed.

      “I’m going to see about that tea. You see about Ada’s letter.”

      With a cup of Meemaw’s jasmine flower tea, a box of tissues, and Kelley’s steady presence, Cat found it easier to read the letter.
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        Sweet Cat, it began, I’m sorry I left you. It must seem like everyone leaves you. Your mama is always going to ramble, and your daddy…well, I won’t waste my last words on him. There were things I meant to tell you, but once I got sick, I got selfish. I didn’t want you straining to be on your way out of Stag Creek.

        And once you know the truth, I imagine you will be.

        It starts with your spells…

        

      

      Cat looked up at Kelley, who watched her read with naked curiosity writ across her weathered features. “You really don’t know what this is about?”

      “Ada gave it to me about two months ago, when things got bad. She’d sealed it. That means something to me.”

      Cat nodded and read on.
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        You won’t remember, but the first time you had one, we were visiting my Granny Fraser. This was when you and your momma both were living here. Seems to me your daddy was training with the reserves. I remember it clear as the stream. You kissed Granny’s cheek, leaned back to look her square in the eye and said, “Mercy loved you.”

        People always talked about us, how Granny Fraser raised me because my own mother got in trouble young and died for it. How my mother was a wild thing. How I got married too young and my daughter was wild like my dead mother. That’s why folks look at you the way they do, and I’m sorry for it.

        Mercy rather famously died birthing me, and the old midwife heard her scream “I hate you!” to Granny Fraser on the verge of her last breath. What you said that day to Granny scared the stuffing out of her. She would ward off spirits after we left, as much as she loved to have you visit, right up until she passed.

        Do you recall giving me that Ancestry.com membership so I could stay busy while I was stuck in bed? Well, I started climbing up my own family tree, and I poked a real wasp nest. Turns out, baby girl, that Mercy–my wild, long-dead mama–was adopted while Granny and Grampy Fraser lived up north for a while, and not only that. There are letters from Mercy’s people back in Vermont to Grampy, answering to Grampy accusing them of passing off demon’s spawn. Saying Mercy had the Sight and the devil in her heart. Those letters are in this packet for you to read, along with everything I’ve learned about Mercy and her Vermont people.

        What this all comes to is, I believe there’s a reason my teas are so good at doing what I hope they will, and a reason for the wild streak. I believe there’s magic in our blood by way of Mercy.

        Magic in you, Sweet Cat. Those spells, I think you see things people try to hide, secrets, memories, desires. Something in you is trying to tell their stories.

        Here’s where it gets tricky. I tried to find out more about Mercy’s birth family, but there wasn’t a lot to go on. I’ve got a name and a place, but it will be up to you to decide what to do with that.

        Who you are isn’t any different than it was before, but you get to decide how you want to be you. I can’t give you much when I go, but I can give you this. I love you with my whole heart, and I’m sure we’ll see each other again somehow or another. ~Meemaw

        

      

      Cat folded the letter and reached into the packet for the rest of the documents. Her heart thumped hard against her chest when she read the words handwritten across the top of a printout of her family tree.

      
        
        Daphne Potter.

        Blueberry Hill, Vermont
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          Late October, 2009

        

      

    

    
      Ash Reynolds had been trying to talk his manager, Kylie, out of booking him in first class for years, but Kylie was an immovable object where Ash’s budding rock star reputation was concerned. Last night’s solo, acoustic show at a Raleigh club owned by a friend of Kylie’s, was the final stop on a grueling tour, and Ash didn’t care where in the plane he sat, as long as it took him into the sky and north.

      “If you’d just do something crazy,” Kylie said. He could hear the radio playing in her cab, tinny and distant. Kylie was running his musical career out of a sublet studio in Bed-Stuy. Ash hated New York, but the producer she’d locked in for his next studio album was a king-maker. “Fuck a starlet, throw a hotel rager, check in to rehab… I could lay off the preferred seating and stuff and let your actions speak for themselves.”

      “Not my scene.”

      “So you keep saying. It’s annoying.”

      Ash glanced up at the flight board. RDU–>BVT: departing on time. His brother had texted with dire predictions of snow, but so far, so good.

      “I gotta go, Ky. They’ll be boarding soon.”

      “Get on that plane like a rock star,” she said. “Swing your…guitar around.”

      “Not likely,” Ash said. He hated the hungry look people got watching first class board early, hated the judgy faces as they passed him on the way to coach. Hated the way people simpered if they caught a whiff of his nascent fame. “I don’t have my guitar, and I’m going to go see if there are any cute little old ladies I can escort to the gate.”

      “Ugh. Gross. You’re too…nice.” Kylie was laughing through her scorn.

      “Love you too, boss. See you in a few weeks.”

      “Ash?” Kylie wasn’t done with him yet.

      “Yeah?”

      “Seriously, you need to unwind. Get laid. Go fishing. I don’t know. Do something crazy in your own way. You’re no fun lately.”

      “Fishing?” He let her suggestion that he find an attractive woman who wasn’t interested in the increase in both his net worth and his recognizability hang in the silence that followed.

      “Fishing,” she repeated firmly. For Kylie, that was almost like saying goodbye.
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      Kelley drove Cat to the airport.

      “Email me some pictures of the foliage. I wanna see why folks drive all the way to Vermont to see what we got here already.”

      Cat laughed to hide her anxious nerves. “Kelley, I–”

      Kelley took her by the shoulders. “I know we aren’t proper family, Cat honey, but Ada wouldn’t want you dealing with things alone. She sent you on this quest to find your roots. She’d have wanted me to help you sort through the details.”

      Kelley didn’t know the whole of it, but that much was true.

      Cat thought of Donny’s glee when she capitulated and listed the homestead with his office. That glee had dimmed somewhat when she’d announced she was leaving town. “You don’t think she’s heartbroken that I sold the house?”

      “She loved that old place, but it had nothing to do with the walls or the stuff. The stash she set aside for you to travel with says that clearer than anything. She was squirreling that away despite her money troubles. She wouldn’t take this, so it’s yours now.” Kelley reached into her coat pocket and produced a Hallmark card envelope.

      Cat knew Kelley had wanted to help more, but Meemaw’s pride only permitted so much. “Kelley, no.”

      “You let me decide what to do with my money.” Kelley’s tone was firm. “Ada never did. There’s some extra cash for the trip, and a check, too, for expenses. It’ll help until the closing. After the taxes are paid back, and Don gets his piece, there might be enough to get you on your feet, but I want you to embrace this trip. Live. Not a little. A lot.”

      Cat threw her arms around Kelley. “I love you.”

      “I love you, too, honey. Now skedaddle. You’ve got a flight to catch, and I’ll see you in a month for the closing.”

      She checked in, left her bag with the agent and went in search of coffee, more to give her hands something to do than for the pleasure of it. In the end, she bought a bestseller from the shop next to the coffee shop instead and rolled her carry-on to the gate.

      She couldn’t get past the first page while she watched the minutes tick by. She hadn’t been on a plane since her last flight home from Savannah. Grief led her mind through memories like portraits in a museum, curated by emotions rather than time. Art school had been an incredible extravagance, even with all the scholarships her portfolio earned her. She’d worked waiting tables and rented a room from an old lady in a house finer than anything Stag Creek had prepared her for.

      Meemaw, so proud to send her off, always glad to have her home. Clucking because she was too skinny. Cat never mentioned the meals she skipped to stretch her paychecks.

      Coming home with a degree–and a job offer–in hand, only to find Meemaw too sick to keep up with the housework, and Kelley fretting because Ada wouldn’t see the doctor. By the end of that summer, she’d dragged Meemaw to every oncologist, every specialist, but the diagnosis refused to budge. Cat delayed her new job as long as she could, but the video game studio couldn’t wait forever for the digital environment painter they’d hired.

      Meemaw beat back every wave of cancer that came at her, but she never recovered fully, and ten years passed, punctuated by Donny’s fumbling pursuits, Mona’s infrequent appearances, and Meemaw’s appointments.

      Cat’s dreams slipped out quietly, during the long nights, one by one until she found herself alone in the cabin, without even the dream of her beloved grandmother’s recovery.

      When the gate agent called her name, Cat gathered her things with trepidation. Boarding was underway, but her row was at the back of the line.

      “We need to reseat a few passengers. Would you be willing to take a seat in First Class?”

      “Oh.” Did that actually happen? “I guess. Sure.”

      “I’ll need your boarding pass.”

      Cat slid her ticket across the counter, sighing when the agent frowned. “Just Cat. It’s not short for anything.” She’d sung that song all her life. Just Cat. It’s not short for anything. I’m an only child. Just me. It’s just Cat up here on her own. Just Cat.

      “I’m afraid we’ve already called priority boarding, but you’re all set to go now.”

      The boarding line shuffled along until without warning, the teenage girls behind her freaked out, dissolving into a chorus of ohmygod and isthatreallyhim?

      Cat craned her neck, but there was no one she recognized. Only a very broad pair of shoulders beneath dark, glossy, longish-but-not-ponytail-long hair.

      “It’s your turn.” Giggling Girl A’s nudge was laced with teen disdain and the same soft, North Carolina not-quite-twang Cat herself possessed. Girls B, C, and D giggled harder. One of the girls brushed her arm, just a touch, but reality shimmered just a little, and Cat saw clearly the girl and a boy sharing earbuds and watching a phone together.

      With the vision came the swamping nausea, as if she were balanced on the edge of a black void.

      Forcing back the vision and its aftermath, Cat hoisted her bag on her shoulder and handed over her ticket to be scanned. The girls behind her alternately whispered over their phones and leaned out to glance down the jetway.

      It’s happening too often…Ever since Meemaw’s passing–ever since her letter, if Cat were being truthful–the spells had increased in both frequency and intensity.

      The answers would be in Vermont; they had to be. Meemaw’s papers only offered more questions, and the answers certainly weren’t in the novel she’d picked up on a whim at Hudson News.

      Cat shuffled into the plane, her gaze flicking to the seat printed on her new ticket.

      A slightly roomy window seat at the front of the twin engine jet next to a long-legged, broad shouldered specimen who, but for the ratty jeans and broken in cotton button-down, could have walked out of an epic poem…or maybe that Leloir painting of Jacob and the angel. Cat glanced through her shaggy fringe at his profile and the way his black-coffee hair was artfully too-long around his collar. The same hair the Giggling Girls were fawning over in line.

      At least the view is first class.

      She almost laughed at herself. She hadn’t seen a man that lovely since–well, probably since college. A lifetime ago. Or ten years. Who knew? Men like that didn’t grow in Stag Creek.

      Cat squeezed awkwardly past him to take her seat, choosing to press her butt into the seat back as she slid by, and regretting it instantly when his knees brushed her thighs as she passed.

      He smelled like spices and citrus and the Smoky Mountain fir forests of home. Cat focused on stowing her carry-on and finding the book she’d bought.

      “I just finished that,” he said, touching the corner of her novel. “I like how he writes. Poetic, but rough around the edges, like Appalachian ballads.”

      Cat looked up from the book’s cover to meet his eyes, clear blue and weary. She showed him the jacket blurb.

      “I don’t think Morgan Tate-Shaw of the Atlantic would approve of your assessment. The Orchard Gate is transcendent prose, and a triumphant retelling of King Lear for the modern reader.”

      He laughed; she liked the way it rippled through the air, like the wake around a stone tossed in deep water. Like the deep water, this stranger was restful…unless she counted the way awareness of him beat beneath her skin.

      Thanks, Meemaw, she thought. It was just as likely as any other available explanation that her recently deceased grandmother had sent this literary-fiction-reading angel-wrestler to make this trip easier. I should have known you’d find a way.

      “I should let you read, so you can tell me who’s right.”

      Cat considered the first page, in which three sisters attend their dying father’s birthday dinner, in a rambling old house overlooking the family’s acres of Empire apple orchards.

      “I don’t know why I picked it up, really. I’m too anxious to read.” Why did I say that? She closed the paperback to keep her hands busy. “I’m sorry.”

      “Why sorry?” The question was offered easily, an open door, as though he knew it wasn’t just flying that plagued her.

      “You don’t need to hear my sad story.”

      His voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “Sad stories are my business. Name’s Ash.”

      “Cat.” She replied automatically, and he answered with a puzzled expression. “It’s my name. Just Cat.”

      “Pleased to meet you, Just Cat.” Ash shot a look at the flight attendant making his way up their very short aisle. “Do you drink? I’m buying.”

      “Do they really serve champagne in first class?” Cat eyed the approaching attendant. “This is my first time.”

      Ash flagged the flight attendant. “For you, Just Cat, I’ll see what I can do.”
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      The flight was halfway to Burlington before Ash let himself believe Just Cat truly didn’t know who he was. Over two passable glasses of sparkling California rosé, they discussed Raleigh-Durham’s nightlife, the New York City skyline, novelists beyond Ewan Lovatt, and his new iPhone.

      The iPhone had come up because he’d texted Kylie–the rollout of in-flight wi-fi was a blessing and a curse–to ask if he’d flown into an alternate dimension where he wasn’t at the tail end of People Magazine’s beautiful list.

      Kylie: If flirting with this chick boosts you up that list, I’ll buy her dinner

      When Ash brought home a dark horse Grammy for his duet with 80s-arena-rock-queen turned singer-songwriter Moira Kennedy–a ballad they performed live on the awards show–the media had fixated on three things: their stage chemistry, the two-ish decade difference in their ages, and his looks.

      If he’d have preferred they focus on the single, or his current record, or his tour schedule, well, Kylie told him to smile for the cameras and let the publicity do its job.

      “So, what do you do with sad stories,” Cat asked, “when you’re not drinking champagne in what amounts to first class on a puddle jumper?”

      The pilot interrupted his need to dodge the question; he wasn’t ready for this pretty interlude to draw to a close.

      “Hi, everyone, this is your captain. I’m sorry to let you know we’ve got a storm brewing along our flight plan and we’re being redirected to Boston Logan. We’ll be starting our descent shortly. Once again, our apologies for the inconvenience. I hope to have us in the air again before too long.”

      Cat squinted out the window. “Isn’t it early for snow storms?”

      “I hear it snows pretty much whenever it wants to in New England.” Ash grinned when his half-assed attempt at a Smokey Mountain accent brought her away from the window.

      “Don’t tease. I’m a North Carolina mountain girl, born and bred. We get snow, but a storm before Halloween?”

      Ash shrugged. “I haven’t seen one in a long time, but I definitely remember bundling up under my Halloween costume growing up in northern New Jersey.” He didn’t add that he’d been living in Colorado and touring big bars and small clubs though the long, cold Wyoming and Montana winters before he broke onto the pop music charts.

      That was snow.

      “Do you live in Vermont?” she said.

      They were supposed to be flying to Burlington. It was a reasonable assumption. “Nope. Just headed that way to see my family.”

      His soon to be sister-in-law probably wouldn’t appreciate the casual dismissal of her wedding. Marnie was a force to be reckoned with, and Ash adored her.

      “Me, too.” Cat offered her plastic champagne flute for a toast. “To family and short layovers.”

      Ash clicked his glass against hers and glanced across the bubbles at her. “I’ll drink to that–and to buying you another round while we wait in Boston?”

      Just Cat’s smile dawned over her face. Ash liked that about her. Maybe even more than her sunlight-on-creek-water eyes and hair that contained every shade of brown from honey to dark chocolate, with streaks of tawny port framing her face.

      “To one more round,” she said.
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      Despite the crew’s assurances that they were still Burlington-bound, Cat wasn’t optimistic.

      Through the long stretches of glass outside Logan’s Terminal A, snow blew thick and hard, blustering around before piling up in the corners and against the buildings outside.

      The seafood restaurant-slash-bar where she and Ash found seats was cozy, despite the airport around them. True to his word, Ash bought their drinks while she used the ladies room.

      “I ordered steamed shrimp wontons with the drinks,” he said. “Please tell me you’re not allergic.”

      “Nope,” Cat said. How funny that he’d even think of something like that. “But it’s sweet of you to think about it.”

      “My sister Avery is allergic to shellfish. Our parents were super strict about us avoiding seafood at restaurants, just to be on the safe side.” He swirled what looked like whiskey on the rocks. “My mom would be horrified I didn’t ask you first.”

      “My grandmother would think you’re a perfect gentleman for remembering,” Cat said. As for her momma, Mona Brodey would've taken a good look
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"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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