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      The raven took flight from Elin's shoulder with an irritated caw, circling twice around the tiny store before perching on his favorite stand, ruffling his feathers, and squawking once more.

      Elin leaned over to inspect the tiny tree Ava was trimming. The other witch's face was set into the intense concentration of someone who was trying to appear as if they knew what they were doing.

      The raven cawed again.

      Elin wasn't impressed either, but unlike her bird, at least she was trying to sound polite. "Bonsai, Ava? Really?"

      Ava clipped one more mini twig off her creation and leaned back to admire her work with a smugly satisfied smirk. "What's wrong with bonsai?"

      The raven, Perry, gargled in raspy displeasure, scratching his head as if sensing Elin's uncertainty.

      "Bonsai is just a bit... Well... I don't see the point," Elin said.

      "The point? Of bonsai? Are you insane?" Ava said, waving the clippers around as Elin ducked out of the way of the sharp end coming too close to her face.

      "Hells, you don't have to put my eye out with those things. All I mean to say is that I'm not sure why you're into bonsai all of a sudden."

      "I've been talking about this forever. Like I've said a thousand times, this idea is going to make us a killing. Not literally, for the record."

      Elin couldn't remember the last time she'd even seen Ava with a pair of pruning shears, actually working with a plant, if it had ever happened at all. The two witches ran the magical botanical store, The Clover Cauldron, together. Ava had a talent for being able to teach herself anything and everything, and often did. But the plant stuff was Elin's field. One of Ava's multiple degrees was in business, so she took care of the administration side and let Elin deal with the botany while Ava explored her other passion—wildly abstract painting. Except today, that no longer seemed to be the case.

      Elin touched the top of the little oak, nestled in the ceramic bowl next to the equally tiny elm, holly, and ash trees, a sprinkling of gemstones around the base of their skinny trunks. Her fingers tingled as they always did when she touched a sacred tree. Elin was a flora witch. Even though she wasn't a particularly potent witch, her flow of power intensified when she was around botanicals of any kind, from the smallest seed to the mightiest forest, and even, it now seemed, these bonsai trees. Sometimes she wished she could draw on multiple sources like Ava and other omni witches could, but, just like Elin's mother and grandmother before her, her blood ran with a connection to the plant world. Sometimes it was just a shiver in her fingertips. Other times, rarely and never as often as Elin allowed herself to yearn for, a full-on rush of soul-soaking magic.

      There was potency in the miniature arrangement, at least. Still, she couldn't understand how bonsai was the amazing business venture Ava kept insisting it was.

      "You've got the sacred trees: oak, holly, ash, and elm. The crystals, white quartz, amethyst, and a little hematite for balance and grounding. All in one convenient package. So you can take a sacred grove wherever you need," Ava explained.

      Elin saw the crease deepen between her friend's eyebrows, one of Ava's early tells that she was on her way to frustration, which for Ava was only a short journey to blustering anger. Most people were mysteries to Elin, who was significantly less of a hothead than her friend, but she could read Ava like one of her beloved books. She readied herself for the pending argument.

      They might have been an oddly matched pair, but everyone in Hollyash Grove knew Elin Hanning and Ava Barton were bound tight like tangled vines of ivy. They were housemates, business partners, and had been best friends since they were first-graders trying to scare themselves inside out by saying the name of Dark Heart Theo three times in the mirror, daring the spirit of the legendary evil warlock to appear (which, to Elin's ongoing relief, he never did). Still, as close as they were, the witches were opposites in so many ways. Their differences extended to their business as well. They rarely saw eye to eye on Ava's newest, and usually weird, ideas on how to boost the cash flow of their store. The Clover Cauldron wasn't struggling. In Hollyash Grove, there was always a steady supply of witches and other supernaturals needing a magical plant of some kind or another. But that didn't stop Ava from always thinking of how to get to her ever-increasing goal of more and more money. Her answer to that was now apparently in the so-called brilliant idea of portable sacred groves. Elin couldn't help but notice that her friend's preoccupation with income had become a little more intense these past months.

      Elin twirled a strand of hair around her finger as Ava went back to admiring her little trees. "Oh, I get what it is," she said, still not convinced, but trying not to upset her friend further. "I just can't understand why anyone would want to buy it."

      "What witch wouldn't want one? And with the markup we can add for the cutesy quaint factor, and the pretty little pots that cost next to nothing if we imported them directly, but the customers don't need to know that—goldmine."

      "We're surrounded by forests. Oak, holly, ash, and elm aren't exactly hard to come by in Hollyash Grove. Did you forget that the town is literally built around a huge magical elm? Besides, bonsai? I think it's all just a bit tacky."

      Ava's mouth twisted in disapproval.

      "Tacky? Your mom likes the idea."

      Elin rolled her eyes. "She would. She likes everything, or says she does. To you at least."

      Elin's mother, Sunday, lived out of town in a house alone with a million potted plants, a garden that rivaled the Congo Basin, and who knew what weird critters she'd adopt from week to week. Sunday was, like Elin, quiet and always preferred her own company, or that of plants and animals, but Elin had long feared her aging mother was walking too close to the other side of eccentricity and headlong into insanity. If Sunday thought something was a good idea, it was usually time to worry.

      "When did you see Sunday?" Elin asked, trying not to sound too interested.

      "That's where I got the seedlings for these little ones," Ava said, brushing her hand over the canopy of her miniature grove with all the tenderness of a mother stroking a baby's hair. "Of course I had to give them a bit of a power surge to get them growing so fast. It would've been better if Sunday did it, but you know how she is about magic. But it's working well enough. Did you know that these tiny little guys take thirty years to be considered a mature tree? Obviously, we don't have that long. Plus, with the charm, they should go okay without much pruning and twisting that normal bonsai need, too. Easy care is a unique selling point."

      Elin's jaw tightened. Her mother might have been an undoubted expert in botany (even if she'd done no formal study like Elin had), but having Sunday anywhere near her store for any reason was not a good feeling.

      "Just because Sunday says she likes something doesn't mean it's worth our time or effort."

      Perry let out a shrill caw. Elin hadn't expected that snippy tone in her voice either.

      Ava didn't say anything, and just sat there, clippers in one hand, the other twisting one of the many earrings she wore in her right ear (and only one in the left), with her nose screwed up tight, which, for the usually mouthy witch, meant she was trying to protect Elin's feelings. Too bad it didn't stop her opinions from being written all over her face, and that writing said, "I don't care what you think; this is what I'm doing."

      "The business needs an edge, something to boost the cash flow for more than just a spike here and there when you get a run on your precious mushrooms."

      "The business is fine," Elin sighed. She picked up a packet of fertilizer spikes from the counter. "And the fungi sell consistently, thank you very much. Everything does. And we'll stay fine without gimmicks."

      Perry hopped off his perch and swooped over to a wrought-iron stand near the window, one of many around the store. He watched the witches with a cock of his head, as if waiting to see if this would blow up into a full argument, or settle into the testy simmer that now bubbled between the two women. He cawed again, his feathers in a ruffle, and took flight. Elin had the same restless feeling.

      Outside, the clear blue morning was swept into darkness by a sudden rainstorm. Ava pointed to the window. "That's why portable groves are a good idea," she said.

      Being a town full of supernatural folk, the air was a constant mishmash of magical energies, which meant the weather in Hollyash Grove was unpredictable at best and downright insane at every other time. Days could quite literally have four seasons, snowstorms, balmy summer evenings, and maybe an autumnal leaf fall around lunch.

      "Imagine you need to go out for a grove ritual, but you don't feel like getting caught in a storm, or the roads are iced for the afternoon. With one of these, you've got your ritual grove right there in your living room, and you can take it wherever you need it. See? Brilliant."

      Elin's reply was cut short by Perry's high-pitched squawk. Which was lucky, Elin thought with an exhale of relief, since Ava actually made a decent point that would be hard to argue against.

      Perry always cackled like that when he announced an arriving customer. But this time it wasn't a customer exactly. Dennis Fisk, Hollyash Grove's resident antique dealer, scurried to the counter, weaving between two large potted ficuses and ducking under a low-hanging dragon's tail vine. He clutched a thick book to his chest. His eyes were alight with excitement.

      "Elin, I'm glad to have caught you before you got too busy for the day," he said.

      Elin wasn't sure exactly how busy Fisk thought she would get, but she smiled politely nevertheless. "What can I do for you, Mr. Fisk?"

      "Might I interest you in a portable sacred grove, Mr. Fisk?" Ava said before he could answer. "All the power of the woodland's natural magic, in a convenient size. Perfect for your coffee table or kitchen counter."

      "Oh well, isn't that something?" he said, squinting at the little trees through his wire-rimmed glasses. "But I'm afraid that's not really my realm. I'd have no use for it, dear. It is quite charming, though."

      Ava shrugged. Fisk was a shifter, a huge, fiery red salamander in his animal form, and while that meant he was a magical being, shifters couldn't do magic in the same way witches and warlocks could. "You could just use it as a centerpiece," Ava insisted. "Or maybe we could stock a few in your store on commission?"

      "Maybe sometime," he said. "For now, it is I who has something for you. Or, for Elin, more specifically." He bounced on the balls of his feet while presenting Elin with the book as if unveiling a rare, prized artifact.

      It was an old book, four inches thick, with a dusty leather cover, crinkled with years of neglect. Elin's interest was immediately piqued. If there was one thing better than a book, it was an old book. There were only two words on the cover.

      "Botanical Apothecary," she said, reading the title. "Interesting." An old book about plants was even better.

      "I've been helping Fran Weber go through her aunt's things up in that old attic of hers. Bea left her niece some interesting items, indeed."

      "Bea Weber died?" Elin said, her hand to her chest in shock.

      "That's terrible," Ava echoed. "She was such a good customer. Never hesitated on paying big for premium stock."

      "Don't you ever think of anything but money?" Elin snapped, instantly regretting the edge in her voice as Ava's eyes sank.

      "Oh no, Bea is alive and well," Fisk said brightly. "She just left the country. Something about traveling to Romania to see an abandoned castle overrun with bears. I'm not sure of the details, but Fran said she was gone indefinitely, left her business for a whole new life."

      "Thank heavens. That's a relief," Elin said.

      "She's given Fran the store, as well as her house, as an early inheritance. Including an attic full of some of the most marvelous curios. Fran wants them all cleared out and, bless her soul, is giving them all away to me. I told her I'd pay fairly for them, of course, but she insisted." Delight lit up the old man's face so much that he practically glowed. "Anyhow, Elin, I thought of you straight away when I saw this book, knowing how much you like to read, and it's about plants and potions and the rest of the things you witches like."

      "That's so sweet. Thank you, Mr. Fisk," Elin said.

      Ava snickered behind her but disguised it as a cough when Elin shot her a slightly irritated look.

      Fisk patted Elin on the shoulder. "It's a pleasure. Now, I have to be getting on. I want to close early for this evening's festivities. I will see you there, won't I? I have something rather special I would like to announce to you."

      "We couldn't miss it if we tried," Elin said. She gave the book a gentle stroke like it was a pet, setting it on the counter. "Thanks again. This will be my new favorite book. I can already feel it."

      "Botanical apothecary, eh?" Ava said when Fisk was gone. "The botanicals, I get, and the book—we can't move two inches in this place without bumping up against either a plant or one of your books you always leave lying around, so that makes sense. But apothecary? Since when are you into potions? Maybe since it's your new favorite book from your new favorite old man love interest?"

      "Stop it. He's just being nice and neighborly."

      "He's totally got it bad for you, girl, and you know it. Which would be great if he wasn't old enough to be your grandfather."

      Elin rolled her eyes. "That's one, gross. And two, not true. You're just not used to people being nice to you, is all. He's just a sweet old man, lonely I would bet, and trying to be useful."

      Ava made an exaggerated swoon, with a cascade of stupid kissy faces. "Will I see you at the festival tonight, dear? I have a special announcement, like a formal proclamation of my love," she teased. "You'll make a great couple. You can compare your favorite brown cardigans together."

      Elin punched her lightly on the arm. "You can shut that up right now. But on that topic, are we going to the festival tonight?"

      Ava had abruptly stopped listening. She'd left her bonsai, and her attention had gone to the front window.

      A tall man in a black suit and black hair to match walked stiffly along the street, slowly, with measured steps. With his dark hair and serious set brow, he was handsome for sure, but in an overly polished way that didn't fit in with the types of people usually wandering the streets of Hollyash Grove, local or otherwise. He was peering into windows as he went along.

      "That guy just had his face in our window, like he's doing to the rest of the street," Ava said.

      "And?" Elin said.

      Somewhere deep in Ava's ancestry was a drop of banshee blood. It allowed her a special skill of sensing threats in anyone's near future. It wasn't an exact science. She was usually overdramatic about it for her own or Elin's futures, especially if it had anything to do with a guy. Most often, the foresight just came across as paranoia, but more than a few times, Ava's premonitions had been dead-on accurate.

      "Don't you think that's weird? He really looks weird. Doesn't he?"

      Elin followed her friend to the front window, watching the stranger watch the rest of the town. He certainly did have an unusual intensity about him, but this was Hollyash Grove. Unusual was part of the scenery.

      "From that suit, I'm guessing city boy," Ava said.

      "Probably just a tourist, window shopping, thanks to that old article still doing the rounds."

      Two years before, Hollyash Grove had been featured on Atlas Obscura's Top Ten Magical Towns. As if by magic, the press unlocked a never-ending stream of tourists into the once quiet little hamlet. Which was good for business, but bad for anyone who missed the quiet. Elin was on both sides, depending on the day.

      But Ava didn't look convinced. "My emergency radar is tingling."

      Elin suspected it was also her friend's man radar locking onto any potentially eligible guy within a fifty-mile radius, but didn't want to say anything in case it prompted another fit of teasing about Fisk.

      "Let's just wait and see then? Anyway, back to the point," Elin said, turning from the window, not wanting to throw any more fuel onto Ava's paranoid flames. "Are we going to the Elm Night festival tonight? It might be fun."

      "Usually it's me trying to drag you out for a bit of fun," Ava said, still watching Mr. Suit make his way along the street toward the town square. "You must really want to see Fisk again."

      "Shut it, will you? Elm Night is important around here. The whole town will be there."

      "Well, as part of the whole town, I don't think we have a choice then, do we? And besides, I can't wait to see Fisk try to romance you under the spreading boughs of the elm tree. What a magical night it will be."

      Ava cackled, Perry cawed along with her as if the bird could understand what they were saying and was getting in on the jibes.

      Elin rolled her eyes again. "Shut up the both of you."
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      Hollyash Grove town square was packed with people. The night was clear, for the time being at least, and the weather had settled into a warm spring-like evening, perfect for the Elm Night festival.

      The cobbled plaza was ringed by the town's most popular stores: everything from basic grocery supplies to arts and crafts, toys, books, and the local apothecary. From a block away, the Magic Cabinet chambers loomed over the roofs. With its large gray concrete walls, imitation castle ramparts, and blackened windows, the building's Gothic presence stood out like a storm cloud on a summer's day, an ill-fitting eyesore against the rest of the town's gentle homeliness. Its tall tower could be seen from most parts of town, a reminder that the Cabinet was always watching. Elin had never appreciated that the chambers were so ominous and imposing, but that was the way the Magic Cabinet had always liked to proclaim their power—dark and looming, and in everybody's face.

      In the center of the square, a colossal elm tree stood like the town's official guardian. It was as old as the mountains, grown there longer than anyone knew, and was the centerpiece for tonight's party. With Hollyash Grove's seasons being as mixed up as one of Ava's chaotic abstract paintings, the elm kept its own rhythms, bursting into spring bloom or a golden fall leaf on a whim, to be back in summer greenery the following day. It was the only specimen in the region, as far as Elin was aware, to make its own cycles, set to a magic rhythm only it knew. Tonight, the tree was returning from a bare winter state, and was now covered in spectacular clusters of purple and red flowers, putting on a good show for the party.

      The festival was an annual event, gathering the townsfolk for a night of music, food, dancing, drinking, and more drinking, around the trunk of the ancient tree. Elm Night was a lot of things to a lot of people, but mostly, it had become a celebration of all things Hollyash Grove, with historical reenactments of the town's founding and other special moments in its history a regular feature of the festivities. And then more drinking.

      The party was already bustling by the time Elin and Ava showed up.

      A band played on a small stage in front of the elm, melodies from electric lutes and jazz flutes, backed by double bass and drums, floated to the starry sky. People danced, cups overflowed with all kinds of libations, from regular beer, wine, and spirits, to mead, mulled wine, and a rainbow of home-brewed magical elixirs that promised a lot more than simply getting the drinker rolling drunk. A trio of jugglers mesmerized the onlookers with fire spectacle, as an old-fashioned mummers' play acted out one of Hollyash Grove's oldest tales: the banishment of Theodore Ashcroft, the evil warlock of the town's history who generations of lore had turned into Dark Heart Theo.

      The story went that the warlock Ashcroft had stolen all the town's magic, draining it for every type of evil, from mind possession to demonic summoning. Theo had become something of a legendary local bogeyman, tales of a warlock so powerful he didn't even need to use a channeling sigil, and on Elm Night, references to him were everywhere.

      As they passed a stall, Ava picked up a paper cup and shoved it into Elin's hand with a wink. It was warm mulled wine. Elin wasn't planning on drinking too much that night, but she relished the delicious spicy brew and the even more delicious fuzzy joy it softened into her head, and her cup was quickly empty. Ava went back for more, leaving Elin alone.

      She stood, absorbing the party atmosphere, and watching Helen Whisterling perform her unique brand of street art which involved sprinkling ash before a large sheet, enchanting it midair and turning the dust into shadow puppets who would play out yet another version of the Dark Heart Theo and his exile from Hollyash Grove story.

      Returning with more wine, Ava nudged Elin's arm. "Look," she said, pointing to the back of the crowd. It was the dark-suited man they had seen earlier. He stood back, watching the town party, present but clearly not a part of the gathering.

      "I think you're just making something out of nothing," Elin said. But she admitted that the way he stood there, hands in his pockets, square jaw and hooked brow solemn and stern, not vibing with the festive fun, was really weird.

      "Possibly. But I'm still going to keep an eye on him," Ava said. "Maybe we should ask around and see if anyone knows him. Maybe he's someone's relative? Stranger things have happened in Hollyash Grove."

      "Elin, you made it. I'm so happy to see you." A voice from behind strained over the music. Elin turned to see Mr. Fisk and, just as if to prove what Ava said about stranger things happening in Hollyash Grove, Fisk was accompanied by a woman. A stunning woman. The dowdy shifter antique dealer, who probably slept in tweed, linked arms with a curvy redhead in a clinging blue dress and enough jewels around her neck to fill a dragon's hoard.

      "I'd like you to meet my, err, friend Jacinta Silverton." Fisk beamed so hard his glow could have put the fire twirlers to shame. "Darling, this is Elin and Ava."

      "It's a pleasure," Jacinta took their hands with a vigorous shake. "Denny talks about his friends here in town so often I feel like I know you all already. You're the ladies with the plant store, right?"

      "Yeah, that's right," Elin said. She didn't want to say that Fisk had never mentioned his, err, friend before.

      "Don't listen to Denny's chronic understatement," Jacinta smiled. "We're more than friends, but you know these quiet types. Too shy to call a girlfriend a girlfriend. But thankfully that doesn't go on behind closed doors." Jacinta winked, giving Fisk a squeeze around the waist. His cheeks burst into crimson, but his grin never faded.

      "And why haven't we seen your friend before, Mr. Fisk?" Ava said, her smirk making its way into her words.

      "I travel a lot for work," Jacinta filled in.

      "She's a historian," Fisk said proudly. "Very famous. She's written eleven books and has more than a hundred papers published. She's the eminent expert in the field of supernatural history."

      "Oh, Denny, stop. You're embarrassing me," Jacinta said, not looking embarrassed at all. "I have published a lot, it's true. That's how Fisk and I know each other. His antique world and my historian world have crossed paths many times, all over the world, for decades. It's always just kismet, but we've decided not to let fate do all the hard work by continuing to bring us together against all the odds of time and space, and just stay close with one another now. I'm planning on slowing down some, moving to Hollyash to be with Denny. That's what we're celebrating here tonight."

      "I was planning on announcing the news in a more formal way," Fisk said. "But there you have it."

      "Oh, that was your big announcement?" Ava said, giving Elin an elbow dig in the ribs, which Elin did her best to ignore.

      "It's such a lovely little village," Jacinta went on. "The energy here is like no other place I've ever been. It's no wonder this town is a supernatural magnet. I know we're going to be very happy. And I think it's fitting that my first official night as a Hollyash resident just happens to be on the night of the Elm festival. This event is world-renowned. I feel as if I'm in the presence of celebrity."

      "Renowned?" Elin asked. It was a weird thing for Jacinta to say. Sure, that article had brought a steady stream of gawking tourists to their doorsteps, but the outsiders rarely talked about Elm Night. It was a local event. How could the festival or the tree be world-renowned?

      "Oh yes, many occult historians believe this elm to be one of the oldest, most stable magical convergence points in the Western Quadrant."

      "Magical convergence points?" Elin asked. "Western Quadrant?"

      "Yes, you know. Places where the aetherflux anchors, stable, instead of dissipating."

      Elin knew more than most about aetherflux, but did not, in fact, know anything about it anchoring right here in her town.

      "That's possibly the first time anyone has referred to Hollyash Grove as stable," Ava said.

      Jacinta chuckled. "It doesn't mean the magic behaves. Quite the opposite, actually. A stable convergence point just means that the aetherflux pools here. Points like this tend to attract supernaturals, which makes the towns around them…" She gestured broadly at the chaos of Elm Night. "Vibrant. Your elm tree is such a major convergence point that a ritual night that honors it attracts the same significance. There's big magic in town tonight."

      "Oh," Elin said. Everything that Jacinta said gnawed at her. Elin spent most of her spare time, and a lot of the rest of the time too, with her eyes on a book. How had she not heard of a magical convergence site? The elm tree was powerful for sure, but she had no idea it was famous. And Elm Night wasn't a ritual, it was just a party. "How do you..." she started, but before she could ask any more about it, the Hollyash Grove mayor's son and Chair of the Magic Cabinet, Duncan Moonshade, slid up to them.

      Elin felt Ava tighten, practically holding her breath as the man she hated most in the world interrupted their conversation. The smug sneer on his inhumanly good-looking face made it seem like he was doing it on purpose. Elin was never sure why, but that this warlock was so classically handsome just made him seem all the more wicked.

      "Good evening, good evening. Are you all having a good time?" Duncan said with all the sincerity of a clichéd used-car dealer. Moonshade didn't wait for any replies before talking again. "The speeches will start soon. Why don't we finish up with the chatter and move closer to the podium where we can get a good spot?"

      "Because we're having a private conversation and listening to the band?" Ava snapped at him. "But off you go, Duncan. Find a good spot. Far away from us."

      He laughed like Ava had told a joke, not told him off. "I am giving the opening speech, obviously. I already have the best spot reserved."

      "Then you best get along and fix that weird thing going on with your hair before you stand up and wow everyone with your ability to talk about nothing with as many words as possible," Ava said.

      Moonshade's smile faltered as his hand went to his perfect hair as if drawn by magic.

      "Those cowlicks are hard to tame, Duncan. Maybe find a mirror before your big moment," Ava said.

      His sneer widened, the crocodile grin of the politician combined with Duncan Moonshade's personal brand of ick. A trio of drunken partygoers linked arm in arm jostled behind Ava as they tried to dance their way through the crowd. Ava was pushed forward, her cup of wine splashing all over Moonshade's crisp white shirt.

      "Sorry," one of them sang out as they kept going, not looking sorry at all.

      "It could have been worse," Ava said. She drank the last sip from the cup. "At least they saved me a mouthful. But look at your nice clothes, Duncan. What with your hair and all, you're a total mess. Want me to hex it clean for you? Or you could just button up your jacket?"

      Moonshade frowned. "I don't need your help," he said, his jaw clenched. He extended his fingers, drawing his warlock channeling sigil in the air and brushing his hand against his shirt. The stain vanished like the whole thing
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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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