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            Chapter 1

          

          
            She Ain't No Lady

          

        

      

    

    
      Evangeline slipped between the lawless trees on the hillside and the wild weeds near the yard. A blackberry bush speared her pants and shirt sleeve. She sighed and pulled free from the tiny daggers. That's Eastern Kentucky for you. At first, the hills give you a soft hug, but then the embrace tightens, trapping you in a chokehold.

      She drew her gun and pointed it toward the ground. She watched the target—a two-story white house with a wraparound porch between the three hills surrounding the land.

      The late afternoon sun half-dipped behind the mountains to the west, causing the pine tree shadows to stretch across the yard. Those elongated forms reminded Evangeline of how her father would drop his hat on her head and lift her onto his shoulders. He had galloped around the yard, the singular silhouette bouncing on the grass beside them. "You will be ten feet tall someday," he had told her. Except now, in the mid-October wind of Hammond Creek, she no longer rode his broad shoulders. Instead, she felt like an unsteady leaf anxious to detach from a Pin Oak. The single fiber holding her in place on the branch was her kin.

      She hurried toward the backyard, staying low and navigating around a blackened metal coal bucket and several Ironweed plants, their purple blossoms pushing back against the change of season. The blooms sprouted near the ground, so someone pruned the plants in June.

      A fat-bellied washing machine with a mounted black and white clothes wringer concealed one back porch window while a yellow curtain covered the other. A clothesline stretched between two crosses in the yard. White bedding, small and dotted with dragons and boats, saddled the line, causing it to sag. The emerging night sky and the soft wind made the sheets sway and shimmy like the old ladies testifying at a Freewill Baptist Church service.

      Evangeline remained low, and her head swiveled as she assessed the exterior. She pushed the earpiece into her ear and clicked the radio with three consecutive bursts, signaling her team to proceed.

      Nobody in 2002 uses a wringer washing machine. She shook her head and muttered, "Focus, Evangeline, focus." She knew better than to be distracted when doing God's work, but she needed to sweep away the dust in her mind. She was on the verge of finding the Highlander if the informant were honest. Then she could soar away from this place.

      However, she felt poised to fall, not fly.

      
        
        *****

      

      

      Deputy Art Butcher emerged from the other side of the house, and Evangeline signaled for him to meet her on the front porch. He arrived first, and the plank floor moaned with each of his cautious footsteps. When she walked onto the porch, her boots did not register.

      The sheriff had permitted Luke Porter to be the lead at the back door. He would knock and announce the warrant while she and Butcher covered the front porch. It was a psychological trick her father taught her to keep the drug dealers off balance. Evangeline heard Thud. Thud. Thud. Three knocks on the back door.

      Luke said, "This is the Madden County Sheriff's Department. We have the warrant to search your premises on suspicion of drug possession and firearms. We will use forced-entry procedures if you do not allow us to come in."

      Evangeline pictured Luke all puffed up at the door. Forced entry procedures would be Luke's preferred method to check out library books if he could get away with it.

      The radio growled, and Luke said, "No response, Sheriff."

      Evangeline turned to Art and pointed toward the entrance. Butcher leaned back, raising his boot to kick the front door off its hinges. She waved and flashed a closed-fist signal. The deputy froze, a heavily muscled flamingo yard decoration, his thick leg waist high and the other planted on the floorboards.

      Art was a hammer, even when you needed needle-nosed pliers. Albeit, he was the best hammer in the toolbox. His large frame blocked the naked bulb swinging above the door. She mimed turning the doorknob, and Butcher nodded, stepped closer, and turned the bronze handle. The latch clicked, and the door opened to reveal darkness. The deputy smiled at the sheriff and shrugged his massive shoulders. She rolled her eyes, feigning dismay. Better safe than bloody, her father would say. Evangeline clicked her mic button, "Enter with caution. There may be innocents inside."

      
        
        *****

      

      

      Evangeline slipped across the threshold. A television played, its glow as dim as the porch light and the volume muted. First, she heard whispering inside the house, then silence. The covered windows darkened the room, so she felt for a light switch on the wall with her left hand while raising the gun in her right.

      When the light rose, the room came alive. A teenager, thin as a cattail, bounced up from his chair at a card table and darted toward the back door.

      "Everyone, this is the Sheriff's Department, and we have the warrant to search this house. Stay where you are and show your hands, and this will go just fine." Her voice and her grip on the gun were steady.

      The runner continued, but the man at the table sat and raised his hands. The woman wrapped her arms around the bundle she held in her lap.

      Art clicked his radio and said, "Luke and Junebug—a runner is coming your way. Appears unarmed."

      Luke Porter met the cattail at the back door. The officer pointed his gun at the runner's face, leading the kid to freeze. Luke grabbed him by the arm and towed him toward the backyard.

      Sheriff Grace eyed the seated suspects until she heard a moan behind her. She swung her body a quarter turn to monitor the couch with her peripheral vision while holding the gun high. Evangeline backpedaled toward the sofa where a young woman in a "Just Do It" tee shirt curled into a ball, her unwashed brown hair covering her face. The crying girl wrapped her skinny arms across her chest.

      The sheriff paused. The damn girl appeared to be eighteen or nineteen. The age Evangeline was when she left for college at Eastern Kentucky University. Another kid wasted. This county mangles lives before they even begin. I will never figure—focus, focus, focus. The sheriff shifted her feet so she could view the kitchen table, the sofa, and the hallway to her left.

      The man remained as wooden as the chairs at the kitchen table while the silent woman clutched the bundle, a tiny baby, to her chest and caressed the child's back with her slim fingers. She was out of place, causing Evangeline to picture the Ironweed plants in the yard. Her long, gray hair, high cheekbones, and delicate skin presented an aura of royalty. For a moment, the sheriff expected her to sing a sweet lullaby.

      However, the large man was a bowling ball. He was broad-shouldered, his cheeks covered with wiry red tufts of hair, and an odd orange glow emanated from his balding head. His bulging eyes and tight lips suggested he might explode at any moment.

      Big Orange said, "What do you want? We ain't doin' nothin' or hurtin' nobody. Why you all comin' at us like this?"

      Before the sheriff replied, a crash on the second floor drew everyone's attention.

      Sheriff Grace aimed her gun at the table as Art hustled from the living room toward the stairs. The older woman said, "Don't hurt him, please."

      The younger woman moaned and stood. Her yellow sweatpants and shirt said Madden County Miners, with the same emblem of a dragon breathing flames in the shape of a Nike symbol.

      "No one will be hurt as long as you remain calm. Ma'am, please keep the baby safe in your arms," Evangeline said. The woman acknowledged her words with a single nod and held the baby closer to her chest.

      Evangeline stared at Big Orange. "You ain't doing nothing, huh? What is that in front of you, then?"

      "They ain't no drugs here," he replied, touching his chin with his fingertips, "I mean, besides the ones in these bags." He pointed toward a plastic bag half filled with marijuana and a sandwich bag with several tablets and pills.

      Before Evangeline could ask him again, Luke entered from the kitchen into the living room. He towed the now handcuffed runner by the shirt. In the light, Evangeline could see the runner was just a kid, even younger than the sofa girl. She could see the boy's eye was red and swollen, and blood ran from a cut above his eyebrow onto his battered right cheek. He could not be much older than her brother.

      "What the hell, Luke? Are you kidding me?" Evangeline glared at Porter.

      Junebug entered the room behind Luke and the kid. The sheriff turned to her youngest deputy. "Junebug, what happened?"

      Junebug Spears avoided eye contact with his boss.

      Luke interrupted. "This kid made an aggressive move toward me and Junebug, Sheriff. I responded." Luke did not look at Evangeline. He turned to the other officer. "That's right, isn't it, Bug?" Luke glared at Junebug.

      Evangeline examined the boy's bruised face, then turned to Junebug again. The officer did not look much older than the handcuffed runner. His black hair peeked under his cap, a little longer than her father would have permitted, and his face appeared conflicted. Still, he refused to look at her. "Deputy?"

      "What Luke said is right, Sheriff," Junebug said. He glanced at Luke and averted his eyes.

      "Bullshit," Big Orange said from the table. "Cyrus wouldn't tip a soul. He ain't even a drinker, let alone a druggie like me." The big man was agitated—governed by anger and pride instead of common sense and self-control. Enough stupid coursed through his blood to cause a wrong decision. She braced as he flung the card table aside and stomped toward the sheriff, his hands extended to bowl over her.

      The sheriff holstered her gun and sidestepped to the right in one motion. She kicked downward at the man's leg, her heel striking him above the left knee. He stopped and reached for his wounded leg. His body turned, allowing her to grab his right wrist. With a torquing motion, she spun him upright and, using his wrist as a lever, wrangled him to the floor and onto his back. Big Orange yelled in pain as she planted her foot against his shoulder while retaining control of his arm. The sheriff snarled at the man's cardinal-red face.

      Junebug and Luke froze, although they had seen the sheriff in action before. The teenager, his face swelling, stood next to Junebug, and the girl on the sofa shrieked, causing the baby to cry. The woman cradled the child and walked toward Junebug. Bug's eyes widened as the woman passed the bundle into his arms and walked to the couch. She sat and held the young woman as she cried. As she rocked the teenager, the older woman's despair caused Evangeline's lower lip to tremble.

      Luke stepped over and retrieved his handcuffs from his belt. "Looks like the lady just kicked your ass," he said as he grasped the man's other hand.

      "She ain't no lady," Big Orange said.

      Luke laughed as he eyed Sheriff Grace. "Both of us saw action today, Sheriff."

      "We will return to this issue later, Deputy," the sheriff said as she released the man's arm. "Just cuff him, Luke, and be quiet."

      Junebug waltzed with the baby, moving back and forth as he secured her in his arms. "Officer Spears," the sheriff said, "hold the baby while I search this area."

      Before Evangeline moved, a deep, menacing growl drifted from the first-floor hallway. Evangeline lifted her gun toward the sound.

      "Don't hurt my dog." The linoleum floor muffled Big Orange's words. "Sam Bowie, stay in there, buddy. Don't come out. Please don't shoot him, Sheriff."

      Evangeline placed her gun at eye level in response to the man's words, and Junebug retreated with the baby. In her thirteen years in law enforcement, Evangeline had dealt with Pitbulls, pinchers, and other dangerous dogs. It was common for drug dealers to train big dogs to attack law enforcement or anyone who posed a threat.

      Without shifting her aim, the sheriff put her hand in her pocket and searched.

      "Stay, Sam Bowie, stay," Big Orange said, his cheek pressed against the floor.

      Sam's deep growl reverberated as he moved closer to the living room until a large white and blue speckled hound meandered out of the darkness.

      Evangeline held out her hand. The Blue Tick hound stopped, stared at Evangeline, turned toward Big Orange, and bore his teeth. He shuffled toward the sheriff, sniffed her shoes, and lifted his big head toward her hand.

      She fed him the dog treat from her palm, placed her gun in her holster, kneeled to his level, and scratched Sam Bowie behind the ears. The big dog leaned into her rubs and then yawned, his mouth gaping wide. The hound dropped his treat onto the floor, stretched his crooked front legs forward, yawned again, and gazed up at the sheriff as he devoured the snack. Evangeline fed him another cookie.

      
        
        *****

      

      

      Butcher's voice boomed upstairs, "Stop kickin', old man."

      As Luke monitored the others and Junebug cared for the baby, the sheriff sprinted up the stairs toward the commotion.

      She followed Deputy Butcher's voice to an open bathroom doorway. Art was holstering his gun, so she straddled the threshold, allowing her to monitor the bathroom and hallway. Two naked legs dangled from the open bathroom window. The wedged man kicked like a drowning swimmer, but the window frame made escape impossible despite his thin frame. The deputy extracted him with little effort and sat him on the floor.

      "You okay, Art?" Evangeline said. Butcher's width blocked her view of the man.

      Art responded, "Oh no…."

      "What is it?" Evangeline charged into the room. She said again, "Art, what is it?"

      Art said, "I'm sorry, Evangeline." He lifted the ragged man to his feet and turned him.

      The sheriff viewed the older man's bare legs, his sagging underwear bunched at his knees. His testicles hung like fruit on the vine. Her gaze traveled up the man's pale, half-naked body to his red "Madden County Apple Festival" tee shirt. However, when the sheriff's eyes settled on the man's face, she recognized the hollowed cheeks and sunken eyes possessing the same hazel hue as her own.

      Evangeline lowered the gun and said, "Oh, Uncle Willie…."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            A Cracker Barrel on the Moon

          

        

      

    

    
      "I ought to kick your big ass for suggesting it." The sheriff stared at the computer monitor on the table.

      "You know it would be easy. For instance, what if I didn't read Willie his rights? No one saw me do it. I'm sure Junebug would go along if I told him—"

      "Is that what you think of me, Art? You believe I'd give up my integrity and the shield to boot based on a lie? That's not how I work." She turned toward him, relaxed her face, and smiled. "Still, I appreciate it."

      They returned to the monitor and watched Willie Grace, her father's brother, fiddle with his hands in the interrogation room. "Shoot, we only recovered a handful of pain pills, some marijuana, and a crying baby," Butcher said. "With the drug avalanche in Madden County, that's not worth seizing." Art sipped coffee from an oversized University of Kentucky mug. "Willie's not the Highlander you want to lock up, now, is he?"

      "Thank you, defense attorney Butcher," she said. "We will catch the Highlander by following the little fish into the big fish's mouth."

      "The problem is," Art said, "this fish is family, and, knowing Willie, he won't be anxious to share it even if he has the Highlander's home address."

      Evangeline checked her watch. The days moved fast at the station; she should have remembered that before talking to Sheldon.

      "Do you have somewhere to be, Sheriff? A date, maybe, or a hair appointment?" Art tried hiding his grin behind another swig of coffee, but Evangeline knew him too well.

      "Do you want an appointment at the unemployment office? I can put it on your calendar," Evangeline replied.

      Both officers smiled.

      Art turned to the black and white screen. "So we are right back where we started. What's the plan, Sheriff?"

      They watched the seventy-four-year-old man on the screen. He slumped, causing his back to bow even more than it did when he stood. His shoulders were narrow, and his thin face was as rough as a gravel road. Willie's orange jumpsuit and his chin's gray stubble reminded Evangeline of an overripe peach.

      She glanced at her watch again and stared up at Art. Evangeline was two inches taller than most women, yet she resembled an elementary school student standing beside him. Most people looked up at him or tried to see around him. His crossed arms were so thick they pressed against the fabric of his uniform like overfilled sacks of flour. Butcher had played tackle at the University of Kentucky and was an All-Southeastern Conference powerlifter. Although forty-two years old, he competed in national strongman competitions and made as much money lifting as working for the Sheriff's Office. Yes, Art was a smart-ass, but the strongman could also read her better than anyone else, and Evangeline trusted him to be honest and loyal.

      Butcher raised his palm, inviting her to answer his question. "If you don't have plans, tell me why you're watching the clock like it's New Year's Eve."

      "You know, in Madden County, it is never too late to make a big mistake," Evangeline said. "I was afraid he would hear about it at school, so I told Sheldon we arrested Uncle Willie last night."

      Art's nose wrinkled like he smelled rotten cabbage. "Shit fire. Sheldon loves that old man. Damn, you would finish second in the Big Sister of the Year contest at your own house."

      The sheriff shook her head. "I'm running a distant third behind the Playstation 2 thing and the microwave."

      Art continued, "So you have arrested the boy's favorite person, and you intend to pull him from the high school and his friends to relocate him to Louisville. Why don't you neuter him and throw away his television? Are you sure you don't want to leave him here to live with Maria and me?"

      "When you say it, I almost sound insensitive," she said. "And no, for the hundredth time, my brother can't stay with you. I promised Dad I would never separate from Sheldon until he grew up. For Daddy, grown meant thirty years old."

      "And your motive for leaving town? To get on the fast track to being a police chief, right? I am sure Sheldon noticed you are already head honcho here in Madden County, your hometown. You know, this place where people love the hell out of your family. If I were Sheldon, you would have to transport me in the trunk, and it would involve rope and a bag over my head."

      "How you got Maria to marry you is your business." She glanced at her watch again. "Yep, I am destroying my brother's life. My evil plan…." She observed Willie on the monitor. He was laughing. Then he fell silent again. His eyes were still red, and his face was like a map, lined with forking roads and blue rivers.

      Evangeline continued, "Changing the subject, I want you to lead the Hammond Creek interrogation. It avoids any hint of corruption. Get Willie's interview over with as soon as you can."

      "I don't believe Willie would sell drugs or hurt anyone—he is a consumer, not a producer." Art paused, retrieved a green notebook from his back pocket, and opened it to check his notes. "The big house belongs to Faith Cornett. She was the older woman at the table. She and Willie are close friends. Kimmy Meade is her niece and the cute baby girl's mommy. The big boy you almost broke into pieces is her nephew, Tucker. She took them in after her sister died of lung cancer in 1995. The kids haven't handled losing their mom very well. But the runner, Cyrus, is Ms. Cornett's baby boy and a senior at Madden High School."

      "Ms. Cornett is a little young for Willie, don't you think?"

      "I don't know. Maria is ten years younger than me, which worked out well."

      "For you, maybe. Maria is a saint." The sheriff suppressed her grin. She had been the best man at Art and Maria's wedding eight years before. Now the couple had two beautiful children, with one more on the way.

      "I'm waiting for her to wise up," Art responded. "But you know what I wish?" He paused but did not hide his giant smile.

      "No, Art. Come on. We've been through this—"

      "What if you didn't sign the contract? What if the deadline slipped by, and you stayed in Madden County? You would win the upcoming election on your last name alone. You could stay, and my kids would have their godmother nearby. The baby hasn't seen a ray of sunshine and is already asking for you."

      The sheriff looked to the ceiling. Art had promised he'd ask her to stay in Madden County at least once a day until she was gone, and he had kept his word. Often, they laughed at his clever transitions into the subject. However, this time she felt guilt blended with shame. She pushed aside her short auburn hair and half turned her toned back to Butcher.

      He continued, despite her body language, "Are you sure Louisville is what you want? I mean, the grass isn't always greener—"

      "Jesus, Art," Evangeline said. "The grass isn't greener on the other side argument?" She shook her head. "Madden County is a war zone. The people can't, or won't, function here. Heroin and meth, pills, and the mines are dying. Any day now, I might be the Sheriff who allowed the Madden Massacre to happen in 2002." Her volume rose. "You know, even if I stayed, the people are more apt to vote for Luke Porter than they are me. Then what? Let's face it. This place has about as much hope as a Cracker Barrel on the moon."

      "Okay, but I have to point out Louisville may have coffee shops and fancy restaurants, but it isn't a paradise. A Louisville officer told me about one patrol where he picked up a naked baby crawling out on the street. As bad as it was, at least the little one last night was in a crib and the house with her mommy."

      Evangeline envisioned a Venn Diagram she had made in middle school. The teacher assigned the class to compare two different places, so she made the obvious choices of Madden County and New York City. She had described Madden as "black and white" and New York as "colorful." Small-time and Big-time. Rich and Poor. The only commonalities she had listed were that both places supported a police department and heroes like her father. Even then, with poster board and markers spread across her bed, she had felt the pull of faraway places.

      "It was my plan, Art. I headed to college and the police academy. Madden will always be home, but I aimed to be somewhere else. I thought about it, dreamed about it, and took steps toward it, but I never did it. Now, with Daddy gone, I can follow my plan and leave the mountains."

      "I understand," Art said, "but—"

      "I have worked hard for twelve years to make Madden County better despite the feuds, drugs, and way of thinking about people like me. I want to lock away the Highlander thug and make my plan real. It has been one year and one month since the planes took down the towers in New York. Don't you remember how we watched the first responders running into the smoke and debris to help people? We wanted to be there, making the whole world safer." She took a long breath.

      "All due respect, Evangeline, but you see the weaknesses here, and that's all. I don't. We tend to see what we want in people. If we want to find good or bad, we find it. You want to believe the job here is impossible, but you've increased the number of raids on drug dens, and you certainly aren't just riding out your last days. The spotlight may not be as bright here as in Louisville, but in Madden County, you are the law and make good things happen."

      "I'm not my father, Art. I can advance in the Louisville police. I want to be where I can show…." Her voice trailed off. "Besides, when Dad persuaded me to come home after the Academy, I said it would be temporary. People say he passed because he lost Mom, but I'm convinced he died to keep me chained to the family business."

      "That's bull, Boss." The deputy shifted his feet and lowered his volume. Evangeline liked when he wrinkled his nose and became earnest. "You can even see what you want to see in yourself. We all are saints and sinners, that's for sure. You are not your Daddy, and I don't think he would want you to be. But he cared about the people here and took care of you. You took care of him. Mountain people are about family. He knew you would make a difference here."

      A chill ran up her spine, and an image of her father in a hospital bed, lines and cables stretching like tentacles to monitors and machines, flashed across her memory—his tortured smile was so out of place on his thinning face.

      Evangeline turned to the monitor, hoping to signal the conversation was over. She leaned closer to the screen when Willie mumbled and rose from his chair. Another shiver rippled across her skin. What would her father think now? Madden County was a mess, and she had just arrested his only surviving brother, who had always treated her well.

      Willie opened his eyes, sat up as if someone had hurled an insult, and pointed his fingers to lecture the speaker.

      Evangeline massaged her neck. Seeing him made her ache. Uncle Willie had always helped Sheldon and her, especially when her father was sick and after he died. But now was the time for her to quit standing on the diving board and jump into the water. As soon as she could get beyond this family catastrophe, she would speed toward Louisville and a new life, leaving Madden in her rearview mirror.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            The Crystal, the Needle, and the Silver Spoon

          

        

      

    

    
      An invisible knife lacerated Willie Grace's brain, and he welcomed it. The cell shrank as if his niece had turned the crank of a torture device, drawing the walls toward him. When he was younger, he had handled detox better—because there hadn't been a mix of alcohol, weed, pills, and heroin floating in his system. Now, Willie felt his body withdrawing, his heart like hummingbird wings while his stomach and head churned.

      "Sometimes, I wonder what's worse. Is it the weaning or the curse?" Despite the pain, he laughed at the rhyme. "A whole poem is hiding in that line."

      Willie reflected on his evolution as a curse victim. For his first fifteen years, he grew up with numerous school friends and had expected a successful life. Glorious ignorance protected him during the following twenty years by convincing him a typical life was possible. When his hope crashed, he spent the next twenty-four years shielded from reality by Jim Beam and the weed he could grow on Mole Branch. However, the summons had grown louder and bolder in the last twelve years. The older he became, the more it grew from a whisper, then a word, and now a sharp blade of dread. The voice was so intense only the pills, the crystal, the needle, and the silver spoon kept the evil at bay.

      Willie called the voice a summons because it reminded him of the job his younger brother, Earl, helped him get, serving subpoenas and court documents. As a server, he felt sorry for the people avoiding him. One man had donned a wig and women's clothes to evade the summons, and another had hidden in his car's trunk whenever he and his wife had exited their garage. The trunk guy had almost died when his wife had abandoned him in the car for over ten hours.

      That's why Willie felt sorry for himself. This court server was more persistent and devious than Willie had ever been. The Agent did not give up, seldom shut up, and did everything possible to shatter Willie's sanity and resolve.

      Willie chuckled and whispered under his breath. "I would not be an attractive woman, that's for sure." Then the old man spoke aloud to the empty room. "Don't you agree, Barlow? If only I had the good sense to be like the souls who accepted the summons and told me to screw off. Balls the size of cantaloupes."

      Willie giggled again after he received no response. "Mine are little hazelnuts, isn't that right, you sonuvabitch?"

      
        
        *****

      

      

      Willie hoped to survive long enough for this binge to pass, so his mind was intact during these last days. He had lived beyond his expiration date. Although Willie feared that Little Dep—his pet name for his niece—would not believe his story, it was time.

      Evangeline's direct bloodline included Willie's father, Sheldon, and Willie's younger brother, the famous Sheriffs of Madden County. She walked, talked, and even held her chin up like Earl had whenever challenged in an argument. Willie remembered playing Cops and Robbers with Lil' Dep in the yard—her badge pinned to her shirt and packing her cowboy pistol like her daddy carried his. Willie was the criminal then, and she had arrested him.

      How far they had come.

      Although the interrogation room was warm, a chill traveled down his bare arms. The orange jumpsuit they had provided to cover his butt did not fit well. Willie regretted Little Dep seeing his boys swinging free at Faith's house, but it was no surprise. Willie had lived bare-naked since his older brother Robert had gift-wrapped the summons for him back in 1958. He had become a peasant with no clothes to hide the one thing he could not reveal—the secret.

      Do you think you should tell her about me, Wee Willie? I have a better idea. You could die with the secret. The whisper was faint. The Agent was like a candle flame, diminished but casting a shimmering shadow. You don't tell her, and I will let you be. Let. You. Be.

      Willie rattled his head to shake away the familiar lyrics. "I knew you lurked close, Agent," Willie said, staring at the unnatural darkness in the corner.

      Let. You. Be. The Agent paused after each word, increasing the volume from a murmur to a penetrating growl.

      "As if you will ever leave me alone," Willie said. "You don't let anything be, you serpent. I will not permit you to kill everybody in this county, especially how you like to kill. Don't blame me for holding you back. You're the one who told Robert the rules. He had sense enough to pass them on to me."

      The laughter bounced inside Willie's brain.

      It's mountain shit like you I shall miss when I wipe you off my shoe, Willie Grace. You may be a turd, but you are the shiniest one in the outhouse. Or, as you and yours refer to it, home.

      Willie feigned disinterest, but over the years, he had learned to listen to the disembodied voice, even when the Agent reverted to playground-level insults.

      You know, Willie, I may be two scores older than you, but you remind me of my dearly departed dad up in Boston. He always called me "Dull Daniel" because he thought I was stupid. I used to tell him how sharp he was. I would say, "After all, you own a knife company." The trouble was he didn't enjoy jokes, so he would take a razor strap and beat me till I bled. That's why I went to the war. I figured Germans couldn't be as bad as him.

      The Agent's voice adopted a sing-song tone again. Now, look at me. With another old man preaching about what he won't let happen. Even in this wasteland, you give me a home in your thick skull, Willie.

      You live in my head, alright, Willie whispered to himself or aloud. He wasn't sure which, and it did not matter. This filthy monster had become his rider long ago. "Agent, I am your jackass, your dying camel, your Derby favorite. Your sharp heels have dug into my sore ribs for nearly sixty years."

      You have learned so much from me, Willie Grace.

      Willie paused, then smiled. "But soon, I can buck your evil ass and head into the hills. I've earned the reward, oh Lord, I have earned it."

      The bars fragmented the light coming into the room. But in the corner, Willie could see the tall man's shape and the outline of his old suit, visible only in silhouette. The shadow of the Agent's fedora stretched across the cell wall, a dull knife blade cutting the light until it bled.
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            The King, Judge, and Jury

          

        

      

    

    
      "This is the most entertaining one-man show ever. What's your uncle doing?" Art asked, pointing toward the monitor. Willie's finger dotted the air and his face twisted in anger, but all Evangeline could hear was her uncle mumbling. He resembled a sidewalk prophet in an argument with the world.

      "Look at him, Art. Willie's my flesh and blood. But we can't be too surprised. His troubles have always led him to take risks." She pointed to her uncle's face. It was as if Willie heard her through the monitor. He raised his shoulders, and his head swayed, turning back and forth as if something might bite his ear—damn pills and heroin.

      Butcher cleared his throat. "I remember when your Dad did a traffic stop on him," he said. "Willie was so drunk he parked at the Super Mart air machine and tried to use the air hose to fill his gas tank."

      "Yes, but the mighty Sheriff Grace let him go, didn't he?" Evangeline's brow furrowed, and she turned toward her deputy. She could picture her father, his head held high, preaching to his older brother about being a bootlegger and a drunk. "Earl Grace was the king, judge, and jury. I don't have the influence here, not like he had. His legacy smothers me because my decisions put me in everyone's crosshairs. All they know is my daddy's rules."

      Art said, "His footprint is large here in Madden. Hell, this county loved your daddy, and everybody knew he wasn't the straightest arrow in the quill. People knew he did what was right, so they left him alone. Earl took many a man to his family instead of the Courthouse. And a few ladies, too."

      "I know better than anyone, Art. He's why I became a police officer." Evangeline's father had wanted her to come home, so she had. He had wanted her to be a deputy, so she was. He had wanted her to live in his house and help him take care of Sheldon, so she had sacrificed, and when he got sick, he appointed her the interim sheriff and told her she could not say no, so she hadn't.

      Evangeline pictured her father standing on the courthouse lawn, cameras flashing. She still loved and admired him more than anyone else, but he was enormous because Madden County was not. She wanted to prove he was substantial, but she was, too.

      "Willie has always been different, Art. I once asked my father about his risky behavior with drugs and alcohol." She watched Willie push his wild thick gray hair back with his fingers. "He said, 'Willie shoulders a heavy burden. It was a sack plumb full of the past, and Willie had no place to sling it.' I said addictions are something you don't want, but you can't let it go."

      "I heard Willie was a great writer. Old codgers call him a crazy genius. There was talk he had a full scholarship to Marshall University to study writing. That's pretty impressive," Art said. "Which reminds me, he asked for a legal pad, a pen, and an envelope earlier. I told him not until I was sure he could handle it, but I sent them to his cell. He will have it after he leaves the interrogation room today."

      "Are you sure sharp objects are a good idea right now?" Evangeline asked.

      Art did not respond.

      Evangeline adjusted the monitor's volume. "...and it doesn't matter, does it?" Willie was saying. He was alone, but his words had purpose and audience. "You will find me no matter where I hide, won't you, Detective?"

      Evangeline and Art watched as Willie rested his head on the table.

      "What the hell is he saying? I hope he doesn't mean you and me." Butcher glanced at the sheriff. "Last night, he was high when we got him, but not as bad as Kimmy, the young woman on the couch. She was out of her mind. Ms. Cornet and Cyrus tested negative, while the others had pills, weed, and alcohol in their blood.

      Evangeline nodded. She felt guilty for listening to an unreliable informant. Maybe this problem would not be in her lap if she had been more critical and strategic. What would Dad call it? Jackassery. He had always expected her to be sharper than the rest, including State Police detectives. It was flattering, but it tethered her to his approval.

      But now, one big mistake could deny her the position she coveted in Louisville. Even worse, the perception of her giving unjust preference to her Uncle Willie could make headlines and brand her as corrupt. Not even her friend Sylvia at the Louisville Metro Police could help her then.

      "Art, it's best if you and Luke question Willie today about the Highlander. I want you to lead the investigation. I can't even allow the scent of my giving unfair treatment or leniency to Willie. Gene Begley will contact the Louisville Police Department if I misstep."

      Butcher nodded. He turned away, but Evangeline registered his disappointment. She almost expected another go at changing her mind about the job offer across the state.

      Evangeline wanted to tell Art the truth, but it sank inside her like a rock in a pond.

      "Junebug and I will respond to calls and bring Luke into work with you." She stared at the monitor. Willie's lips moved as if he were in a fierce conversation. "Who knows? He may reveal who he's talking to in there."

      As Art nodded, Evangeline wanted to tell him more. Instead, she swallowed even more guilt and walked to her office without telling her best friend the truth.

      She had signed the LPD contract moments before departing for Hammond Creek.
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            I Don't Disappear If You Go

          

        

      

    

    
      Sheldon Grace knew he was lucky, which only amplified his anger. Despite his efforts to contain his angst, he poured it on Sarah Wainscott the most. They had stopped for a milkshake at Spence's Diner while walking to the police station. As first-year students at Madden County High School, they were too young to drive but old enough to walk thirty minutes to the courthouse.

      When they had turned fourteen, both had experienced a growth spurt. Sheldon had filled out, losing his baby fat and replacing it with muscle and acne. Sarah was still a half-foot shorter than Sheldon and thin, but years of volleyball had toned her body, and even seniors noticed her thick black hair and blue eyes.

      Sheldon noticed, too. In middle school, they had been friends. Now, they were something different. He slipped his hand into hers as they crossed Eden Street, heading toward the police station and the jail.

      "She's the only one who matters," Sheldon said. "It is always her way or no way. I don't have any voice."

      "I understand, Sheldon. But to Evangeline, the job in Louisville is a big deal. Plus, she has always been out of place here." Sarah squeezed his hand to hold him back as an old pickup truck rolled through the intersection, gears grinding. "In Louisville, she will be a big shot. There is nothing big about Madden County."

      "That's not true, Sarah." They stepped on the cracked sidewalk and walked over broken chunks of cement. "I have friends here. I don't want to go to Louisville. Besides, you're here. That's enough for me."

      She squeezed his hand again. "I won't disappear if you go to Louisville, Sheldon."

      "Yes, but I will." He released her hand on the other side of the street.

      "Have you talked to Vangie about this? Does she know how much you hate the idea?" Sarah leaned against him, her shoulder resting on the sleeve of his thin school jacket.

      "I can't," he said. "I promised our dad I would stay close and help her. I can't break my promise to him. Besides, I want her to stay in Madden because she wants to, not for me. I've been a burden since I was born. I could not live with myself…."

      They passed the local newspaper office where Sarah worked for Gene Begley. A women's clothing store with a large sign reading "Debbie's Place" was next door, and the Shear Magic barber shop followed before Adele's Bookstore. Across the street, the old gas station and convenience store displayed ancient signs advertising Texaco, the "Doctors Recommend Chesterfields," and Red Man Chewing Tobacco, contrasted with the modern gas pumps and neon signage. Madden was a small town where Sheldon felt safe.

      Several blocks later, Sheldon and Sarah paused at an iron placard near the courthouse and police station. The monument's raised metal lettering read, "Honoring Sheriff Sheldon Grace, 1894-1979."

      The historical society had secured the placard to a substantial chunk of granite. Sheldon and Sarah had seen the monument so often they usually gave it little notice. However, today Sheldon stopped so they could examine the metal plate. The artist had cast a representation of Sheldon's grandfather in the center. Beneath the raised imprint were the words, "Legendary Lawman, Sheriff Grace, through courage and negotiation, kept the peace in Madden County during the Kentucky Coal Wars in the late 1920s. He was a hero and a man of peace."

      Hero, Sheldon thought. Right Here. Our home. But that's not good enough for her.

      Sheldon's anger percolated again. Without context, he said, "And look what she's done to Uncle Willie. All the druggies and alcoholics around Madden County, yet my sister manages to arrest our uncle. And she is thirty-six years old. My God, she is too old to do anything else pretty soon. She's as ancient as this sign." He knew it was time to stop when Sarah did not respond. He retook her hand, and this time, he squeezed it to apologize.

      
        
        *****

      

      

      Sheldon opened the police station door for Sarah and then stepped forward to greet Paulene at the reception desk.

      "Hi, Sweet Pauline," he said. He placed his elbows on the counter and leaned toward the receptionist. The older woman smiled. Her blonde hair and red lipstick lightened her face. He estimated she was in her mid to late '40s and had worked at the police station for as long as he could remember. When his father had brought him to the office, Paulene always fussed and teased him about girls.

      "Howdy, handsome." She glanced over Sheldon's shoulder toward Sarah. "You got you a fine catch here, little Missy. Don't you forget it."

      Sarah was silent, but Sheldon imagined her trademark eye-roll and smirk.

      "My sister is expecting me," he said, his cheeks burning.

      "I will let her know you're here," Pauline said. She smiled as she picked up the phone but was formal when Evangeline answered. Funny, Sheldon thought, maybe my sister treats people like I get treated at home. They can only tell her what she wants to hear.

      As soon as Paulene ended the call, the phone rang again. She waved bye to Sheldon and Sarah and clicked the lock release. Sheldon mouthed, thank you, as they headed to the Sheriff's Office.

      When Sarah and Sheldon stepped through the door, they saw the sheriff and Junebug bolting toward them. The officers wore their usual shit-colored uniforms and black jackets. Evangeline had her trusty sidearm on her hip, and Bug pushed back his hair as he put on his turdy Madden County Law Enforcement hat. Sheldon understood Evangeline needed to be somewhere he wasn't. Big surprise.

      "I'm so sorry, Sheldon," his sister said as they passed. "I waited, but now I have to go on a call at Spence's Diner."

      "Really? Is it half-priced donut day again, and you must get there before Officer Butcher?" Sheldon glanced at Sarah, hoping to see her smiling. She wasn't.

      "My brother, the comedian," Evangeline said as she continued toward the exit. "Sarah, try to teach him a thing or two."

      "We are visiting Uncle Willie, right?" Sheldon tried not to whine, but he recognized the mewl in his voice. "You promised I would get to see him today."

      Evangeline spoke as she moved further away, her words cascading behind her like nickels dropping from her pocket. "You will, Sheldon. It's just I have to run out first. I'll be right back—"

      "I've heard that one before," Sheldon said. His sister's athletic build stood out despite the drab brown uniform and the fact she was in her mid-thirties.

      "I'm doing my best here." The sheriff turned and backpedaled through the door as she spoke. "I will get back as soon as I can. This call shouldn't take long."

      Sheldon stared at his sister and then turned to Sarah. He struggled to contain his disappointment and anger. He loved Evangeline as his sister but could not say the same about her as his guardian. It wasn't as if she didn't try to be both a good sister and a responsible parent figure. She did. However, the attempt made her ineffective in both roles. Uncle Willie's arrest kindled his anger, but her plan to drag him from the only place he had ever known had been the latest spark.

      "We will visit without you if you aren't back by 5:30 PM," Sheldon said. Strength. That's all she knows. "Whether you like it or not."

      Evangeline exited the side door to the police vehicle lot. Junebug Spears nodded and turned to follow Evangeline as she jogged toward the car.
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            No Greater Fury

          

        

      

    

    
      After she started the cruiser, Evangeline inhaled the vinyl and sweat of the car and stretched her neck from side to side.

      "Junebug," she said, "there is no greater fury than a teenager scorned."

      The deputy smiled, removed his hat, and rested it on his right knee. "Sheldon is a good kid," he said. "All of us go through stuff at his age. My parents threatened to lock me out of the house unless I stopped moping and making a mess trying to build a computer."

      "I wonder if Steve Jobs's parents told him to quit making a mess?" Evangeline said. "He just became a billionaire."

      Rarely did Junebug fully commit to a smile, but he did now. She watched it evaporate as he cleared his throat. "You put me in some big-name company, Sheriff. I'm not in his league, that's for sure."

      It was common for Junebug to downplay his skillset and contribution to the team. Her dad had hired him back in 1997, fresh out of Morehead State University, to upgrade the technology at the station. Junebug had revamped the system using a state law enforcement grant to improve the network.

      "Someday, all police department technology systems will be called Junebug," she said.

      "Everybody has called me Junebug my whole life. My dad is also named Bentley Spears. They began calling me Junior, but it became Junebug for some reason."

      "Sweet," she replied. However, an adult with a name like Junebug was a marked man outside Madden County.

      "Not really," he replied without elaboration. "Your father never called me Junebug in the short time I worked with him. He always called me Ben, Spears, or Kid."

      "I see," the sheriff responded. She stared ahead as the streets changed into roads. There wasn't time to explore the deputy's words because Spence's Diner had already appeared in the distance. Still, she recalled the controversy when her father's illness had required Junebug to simultaneously serve as an enforcement officer and provide the station's technical support. Junebug had never protested, though he had dreaded the training and now the extra work, especially considering he received no additional pay. Luke Porter had complained the most, arguing "the geek" could not hold his own in the field.

      "Daddy read people well and believed in your ability to contribute to the team. You would not be here if I disagreed," the sheriff said as she steered toward the diner.

      The deputy gazed toward the hat on his knee. "I'm sorry, Sheriff," he said. "I should have done better at the Hammond Creek raid. I should have—"

      "You should have told me the truth about Porter and the kid in the yard, Junebug," she said as she accelerated toward the parking lot.
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            Boys, Madden County is Poison

          

        

      

    

    
      "Where's the sheriff?" Willie asked.

      Art could tell Willie was more coherent than earlier, but he still acted like a squirrel perched on an unstable branch.

      "I want to talk to her and only her."

      "Sorry, Mr. Grace," Luke said before Art could respond. "You will work with us today. It would be a conflict of interest for the Sheriff to—"

      "No," Willie said. "I need to see Evangeline now." Art noted that the old man ignored Luke, preferring to speak to him. "And I don't need Samson and Delilah in the room." He motioned like a carnival caller toward the two officers. Willie's arms were long and thin, with highways of veins traveling along his skin. His dirty gray hair appeared prepared to spring forward at any moment.

      Art smiled, but knew his partner would not like the Delilah reference. Luke spent many hours at the gym lifting, which showed, but his workouts had done little to ease his insecurity.

      Luke's spine stiffened, as did his tone. "What are you talkin' about, old man? You don't get to choose who questions you, even if your last name is Grace. You refuse a lawyer but want to tell us who interrogates you?" He lowered his voice. "Damn meth head."

      Art noted how Luke now wore suits to work each day. It was another signal he was confident about his campaign for County Sheriff in November, considering his grandfather was the Judge Executive. Art watched his colleague's red tie unfurl from the wooden tabletop as he leaned away from Willie. Luke shifted in his seat to appear taller than his 5'8" frame. For show, he rested his elbows on the table and flexed his biceps.

      "So I take it she's not out there watching," Willie said, nodding toward the door. "You are too pussy to act all tough in front of her. Your balls didn't drop until my niece mentioned leaving Madden."

      Luke lifted his butt off the chair as if to lunge at Willie but stopped short.

      "What's wrong, Porter?" Willie said. "You just realize I'm not a boy you can use as a punching bag?"

      Art put his hand on Luke's shoulder. "Settle down, Porter. Willie, with all due respect, you might want to rethink your decision about a lawyer. Especially talking to us like this." He observed Willie's reaction. "It's not like you killed anybody," Art said.

      Wille's expression tightened. His sober, intense eyes were inconsistent with his shaky hands and restless body.

      "I haven't killed a soul, Butch, but this is about life and death. People will die if I can't see the sheriff before it's too late."

      Luke chuckled. "That's damn dramatic and convenient, Willie. You and your niece negotiating your future as she gets ready to leave town? That's the bull I aim to end here in Madden County." Luke's voice escalated as he spoke, then trailed off when Art stared at him.

      "This isn't a stump speech, Luke. Get off the stage," Art said. "Willie, what are you talkin' about? We want to help you, but you're not making it easy. You face a ten-year minimum sentence if you are involved in pill and heroin distribution. You may end up dying in prison."

      "There's a good chance I don't leave your jail, Butch. That's why I need to see Evangeline. I have to tell her something."

      "Well, just tell us," Art said. "We will let her know what—"

      Willie shook his head. "I can't do it, Art. It has to be her." He paused, managed a deep breath, and a smile lifted his cheeks. "I am a joke. That's what everyone thinks—even you, Butcher. I have known you since you were born. And Porter, everybody knows your family runs the courthouse. It would not surprise me to find out every proper person in Madden believes I'm an addict and future looney bin inmate. I understand why you boys might laugh as I plead to speak to the Sheriff. But I am telling you, if I don't tell her what I know, there will be dire consequences for this county."

      Both officers stared at Willie, making no effort to speak. Art shook his head as Willie's smile receded.

      Willie slammed his hand down on the table with such force Art and Luke jumped. "I need her now."

      "She isn't here, Willie," Art said. "It's not in her professional interest to be with you alone."

      "I agree," Willie said, "but I've put it off as long as I can—"

      "You have only been in here a minute," Luke said.

      "You idiot. I have postponed it for pert near fifty years. She is the only one it makes sense for me to tell."

      Art tapped his fingers on the table and wondered how to help Willie without exposing Evangeline to conflict of interest accusations. Willie's urgency made him uneasy. If he is this passionate about seeing her, it should happen. "I imagine she hopes to meet with you today outside her role as sheriff—in the visitor's room. Others will be present."

      "That's more like it," Willie said. "I don't know anything about meth, heroin, or pills. If I did, I'd try to get me some." Willie laughed, but his face hardened again. Art watched as Willie leaned back, massaged his chest, and said, "Boys, Madden County is poison. It has been for a long time."
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      "Thank you, Otis," Willie said as the officer closed the cell door. "How are Loretta and the girls doing? Imagine your oldest one's about to get married."

      "She sure is, Willie," Otis responded. He reached into his uniform pocket and retrieved his wallet. "Here's a picture of her and her man at the engagement party in Ashland. That's where his people live. Hell, you know his daddy. She's marrying Denny Maynard's son. He's in school to be an eye doctor."

      "She's a pretty one, Otis," Willie said. "Guess she takes after Loretta." They laughed as the officer nodded and walked down the hallway.

      "I'll see you later, Willie," Otis said. "I hope this is over soon."

      "Don't worry, my friend. Everything ends at the appropriate time."

      When Otis exited, Willie spoke aloud. "What're you waiting for, Agent? You're hanging in the corner like a vulture circling roadkill."

      I sometimes wonder why they let you hillbillies breed, Willie. The Agent's voice echoed inside Willie's brain. Look at that fat ass with his pictures.

      Willie stared at the figure in the corner. When he first became afflicted, Willie struggled to identify the Agent's shadow. However, now it was easy to discern the shape no matter where it formed. "If I remember, your Daddy was a prince, Barlow. That's how you turned out to be such a sweetheart."

      The Agent's familiar laugh engulfed Willie's brain. The Agent first entered Willie's mind moments after Robert Grace had told Willie he existed. Willie had fought for decades to keep the secret like a rabid dog locked in a cage, for the Agent remained an evil shadow, unable to wreak havoc on anyone else's life as long as Willie stayed alive and told no one about him. Willie excelled at keeping the secret. However, he could not deny death.

      Oh yes, my father was royalty indeed, the Agent said. I told you he owned a knife company. He made big money selling knives and bayonets to both sides of World War I. Our boys and German boys were trying to run each other through with blades shaped right in my old dad's factory. My father was a piker when it came to spending money on me. However, he used to take me downtown in Boston to see the hoofers and go to the swankiest whorehouses around.

      "See, that's a classy thing to do in the sophisticated Northeast. Made your mama proud, I bet."

      Willie detected a pause in the Agent's banter.

      My mother left long before we attended the burlesque shows. When I was your sissy-boy nephew's age, my father introduced me to a gypsy girl working at the show. She was a fortune teller and the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.

      "Vadoma, again? How many times will you tell me this story, Agent? I have heard it so many times I hallucinate it happened to me."

      The Agent's dark shadow rolled like smoke in the corner of the room. For half a century, Willie had listened as the Agent shared bits and pieces of his life—the war, how he had become a Baldwin agent, even bragging about the men he had killed. Willie had heard him babble on and on about his wealthy, underhanded father.

      Vadoma was six years older than me. Her eyes were as black as rich soil, and her black hair and jewels hung around her neck. It would appear like a dye job and a costume for most women, but on her, the jewelry shined real, and her face—

      "So you got laid when you were a boy. Big deal, Barlow. I know this story."

      The voice amplified in Willie's mind.

      You don't have any sense, do you, hillbilly? It's another reason I cannot wait to tear the soul out of this place.

      Willie laughed. "I always hit a nerve there, don't I, Agent? I feared your scary tales and threats for decades. But they have helped me see you are a sensitive, fragile fellow. How about you finish up your little whore story."

      I will finish this tale as a sign, Willie Grace, to acknowledge we will complete our business very soon. I will hurt you even if it delays my plans to return Madden County to the wilderness it used to be. I first came to Madden County to distribute justice, and I will no matter how long it takes.

      The Agent would do it. Still, Willie wanted to keep him talking and stoke his anger. It would prime him to end Willie's life soon. Ultimately, Willie's death could save others' lives because of Evangeline. If anyone could carry the secret and outlast this demon, it was her.

      "Then please, get back to Vadoma, the love of your life."

      My father left us alone at her table. I asked if she could see the future. She held my hand and opened the palm. I thought this was all a big show, of course, but when she caressed my palm, I knew it was real. Her fingertips touched my life as if she were turning the pages to peek ahead at chapters in a book.

      Willie noted the legal pad and ballpoint pen on his pillow but pushed them from his mind.

      Her dark opals shined as she leaned away from me. Vadoma said, "You will come home from a great war, your body whole, but your soul will splinter when you walk through these doors." Her Roma accent was thick, but she wasn't like the low class you have climbing these mountains like goats. I could understand her."

      Willie listened and said, "Do you expect me to feel something based on this anecdote? Barlow, are you setting me up for some cruel punchline to a long joke? Perhaps that's all you are, an old-time Vaudeville comedian."

      The Agent ignored him. Over the next two years, I visited her whenever possible. She taught me things your weak brain will not comprehend. She roamed from Louisiana to Boston
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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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