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      The Miss Dumpy parade is back in all its glory on Secret Seal Isle, and with Rain in charge, the residents are getting more than they bargained for. When the festivities are temporarily delayed, Cookie discovers Rain’s not the only one with junk in her trunk. A dead body is found in the classic automobile Rain commandeered for the inn’s float. And when the corpse is identified as a man with ties to the DeMasi mob, it appears Cookie’s past may have finally caught up with her.

      But Cookie’s not the only one who is threatened by the murder investigation. The new deputy-sheriff, June Loon, arrests Rain and her friends for the crime. It’s clear Secret Seal Isle is no longer a safe place for Cookie, but leaving the sleepy island town could also mean losing Dylan, the man she loves. With a mother in chains, a killer on the loose, and her heart on the line, Cookie must solve the case to save it all.
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      Cookie gazed out the passenger window of the truck at the crowd gathered to watch the recently resurrected Miss Dumpy parade. The once-annual event had been cancelled and sealed shut in its rusty coffin right around the time recycling became popular, but Cookie’s mother Rain had read about it in a ‘Blast from the Past’ article in the local paper and decided it was time the parade made a comeback.

      Participants created costumes and floats using only items found at the town dump. After convincing the town the Miss Dumpy parade was the perfect event to kick off the tourist season, Rain had insisted their inn join in the event. So Cookie found herself sitting next to Dylan as they hauled the inn’s float down Main Street on Secret Seal Isle.

      Drums rolled and trumpets blared, the music issuing forth from the newly-formed town marching band. Candy clattered on the pavement as Cookie threw a handful out to the crowd, and she watched children rushing to grab some as she listened to the bickering of her mother and her friends, who’d nicknamed themselves the Pussycat Posse.

      “Blake, tuck that hair in.” Rain let out a huff of annoyance. “I don’t know why you wouldn’t let Peaches clean you up. There is nothing sexy about a hairy chest in a corset.”

      “For crying out loud,” Blake said. “I don’t know why I had to wear this.”

      “Honey,” Winter, his girlfriend, chimed in. “If you’d moved a little faster, you could’ve gotten that studded jacket Larry managed to snag and been the rhinestone cowboy. But no, you were too enamored with this old Chrysler we’d already laid claim to.”

      On the float behind Dylan and Cookie, the Pussycat Posse was sitting in an old Chrysler convertible that Cookie was sure housed a few rodents along with the moss and sprouted acorns they’d pulled out of the nooks and crannies.

      Cookie exchanged an amused glance with her boyfriend Dylan. His steely-blue eyes gleamed as he ran a hand through his dark hair. Three days before the event, the dump had opened up for two hours to allow everyone involved in the parade the time to gather their costume and float supplies. That in itself was an event people should have paid to see, because even the town’s most timid residents had become like rabid dogs in search of a fleshy bone.

      Rain had taken her preparations seriously, and each member of her posse, along with Dylan, Cookie and Scarlett, had been given a list of items to snag during the mayhem of the dump sweep. “You know,” Hale said, “everyone thinks that Larry’s a nice guy, but he sure got mean when it came to that jacket.”

      “Well,” Cari said, “it does make him a rather sexy Elvis.”

      Cookie chuckled, because Larry definitely resembled Elvis in his later years, but she had to admit it was a testament to his restaurant’s food. And since he was tossing out coupons, he was likely making a killing on the Salty Dog’s lobster rolls that his daughter Daisy was selling from the outdoor stand they’d set up for the parade.

      However, Larry and the few cooks he had on his float were not any competition for Rain and her gang. Rain, Winter, Cari, Blake and Hale had been practicing for their debut as the Pussycat Posse for weeks. Dressed up as a rock band, they hoped to win the contest for best group costume. They’d even been practicing lip-synching to a few 70s hits, but when the practice run for the parade had been held, the marching band insisted the Pussycat Posse limit blaring their boom box to periods when Elvin, the elderly man who led the drum section, needed a break.

      As if Elvin had read her thoughts, the drumming halted, and Winter squealed with excitement before she cried out, “Hale, hit it!”

      A song by Kiss blasted out and made Cookie’s ears ring. Without turning around to watch, Cookie knew that right behind her on the float, five pairs of middle-aged hips were gyrating and various body parts threatened to fall out of skimpy clothing that was comprised of tattered fabric and items that had no business sitting next to skin. Judging by the slack jaws and hand-covered mouths she saw on the faces in the crowd, the show the Pussycat Posse was performing had exactly the affect Cookie had expected.

      She had to hand it to Rain, though. When her mother first befriended a jeweler on the island known as Crazy Cari and claimed that the Miss Dumpy parade should return, Cookie wasn’t sure if the idea was a marijuana-induced fantasy or brilliant tourist attraction. Fortunately, since the inn was at full capacity and Captain Bob had added an extra ferry trip to the schedule to accommodate the increased traffic for today’s parade, it appeared to be the latter.

      Secret Seal Isle had suffered a bit of backlash from the recent murders that had pushed the town into the spotlight, and the local businesses needed to find unique ways to bring the tourists back. While nobody came out and said it at the chamber of commerce meeting where the issue was discussed, it was clear to Cookie and Rain that many blamed the two of them for bringing trouble to the island. And to be truthful, Cookie wasn’t so sure they hadn’t. She and Rain had moved to Secret Seal Isle just over a year ago to hide out from a mob boss Cookie had taken down as an FBI agent, and it seemed there had been one dead body after another ever since.

      Fortunately, Rain had an imagination that rivaled some of the most creative sci-fi writers to ever exist, and she’d offered to spearhead the campaign to make Secret Seal Isle a destination not to be missed. And that is what led to the return of the Miss Dumpy parade. Years ago, the Miss Dumpy parade had been a big hit, and since Crazy Cari had been the reigning queen for a good decade before it was cancelled, Rain nabbed her as the perfect co-chair for the committee.

      When a loud pop sounded, Cookie was yanked from her thoughts, and Dylan groaned before he said, “We’ve got a flat.” He glanced at Cookie. “We really shouldn’t continue on, because driving on it will ruin your wheel rim.”

      She nodded. “How quickly can you change a tire?”

      He grinned at her as he wiggled his fingers. “With these hands? Fast enough.” He slowed to a stop and they both hopped out of the truck. Dylan went to the back in search of the spare tire as Cookie gazed at the Pussycat Posse.

      Rain was standing on the trunk of the old convertible pumping her hips which made the metal pot lids at her groin clash together like cymbals, and she was screaming something about being made for loving you. Cookie closed her eyes with the hope of erasing the image from her mind before she climbed up on the float to turn off the music.

      Her mother kept singing anyway, her wild red hair blowing in the slight breeze. And without her background music it was painful to hear. “Mom!” Cookie yelled, but Rain either couldn’t hear her or was ignoring her. Cookie walked over and grabbed her arm. “Mom!”

      Rain stopped and glared at her daughter. Someone from the float behind them called out, “What’s going on?”

      Cookie yelled back, “We’ve got a flat tire!”

      “Really, Cookie, interrupting was not necessary,” Rain said in annoyance. “Don’t you know the show must go on?” She turned to the rest of her crew. “Hale, honey, can you turn the music back on?”

      “Not so fast,” Dylan said as he approached them. “Do either of you know where I can find your tire iron?”

      Cookie frowned. “It’s not under the back seat?”

      Dylan shook his head and Rain said, “Oh bother. Who gets a flat tire these days?”

      The guilty look on her mother’s face told Cookie everything she needed to know. “You used the tire iron for something and forgot to put it back, didn’t you?”

      “Well,” Rain said with a sheepish grin. “Hale and I⁠—”

      Cookie help up her hand and said, “No need to say any more, Mom.” She knew from past experience that Rain was likely involved in some sexual activity Cookie didn’t want to know about, let alone have burned in her memory for a lifetime. “Let’s see if there’s one in the trunk of the Chrysler.”

      Dylan nimbly hopped up on the float and held out his hand for Rain. He grinned at her. “Right this way, Kitty Cat.”

      Rain giggled like a schoolgirl as her hands went up to her hair to check the cat-ear headband she’d fashioned out of a ratty old fur coat she’d found. She took his hand to let him help her down from the car. Dylan’s actions made Cookie smile, because her boyfriend understood her mother’s ways and usually found Rain amusing. It was a trait that endeared Dylan to Cookie more than he could ever know.

      “What in the devil is going on?” screeched the voice of Secret Seal Isle’s newest resident and current deputy, June Loon.

      Cookie turned to her as the stout woman marched up in a trademark skirt and jacket made of lightweight summer material in a pale shade of blue. An oversized star June had commissioned Cari to make for her shimmered in the sunlight practically blinding Cookie. It was engraved with big letters that said Deputy, in case anyone had any doubt.

      Once Cookie could see again, she noticed June glaring at Rain. The deputy pointed a finger at Cookie’s mother. “Is your desire for attention so great you need to stop a parade?”

      Rain’s smile instantly turned to a venomous glare that spelled trouble, but before she could strike out at June, Dylan stepped in front of Rain and said, “Sorry, Deputy.” He paused as if dazzled by her and said, “That shade of blue is nice on you.”

      “Oh.” June, distracted from her mission, gave him a shy smile and smoothed out her skirt as she said, “Thank you.”

      Hale had jumped out of the car and was holding Rain in an embrace that gave off a tough-love vibe as Rain squirmed in his arms.

      “We’ve got a flat tire, but I should be able to change it out in a jiffy,” Dylan said, smiling at June.

      The woman’s anger completely deflated as she gazed up at the island’s resident handyman, and since Cookie understood the power of Dylan’s steely blue eyes and charming ways, she couldn’t blame her one bit. June said, “Well then. I suppose that’s not a big deal, is it?” She turned to one of her officers, and her mood changed to something serious in a nanosecond. “Zeke. Lift me up there and give me the bullhorn.”

      Dylan stepped over to the back of the Chrysler and pushed the lock in to open the trunk. Metal groaned as he lifted the hatch, and a foul odor Cookie recognized instantly wafted out.

      Her stomach dropped.

      Dylan jerked back with a, “Whoa.”

      June stepped forward to peer into the trunk at the same time Cookie did. Inside the storage compartment was a dead man who appeared to have been shot through the heart.

      June gazed at Cookie with a shocked expression before fire filled her eyes. She pursed her lips and slammed the trunk shut.
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      June may have gotten the trunk closed before people saw the corpse inside, but she wasn’t fast enough to avoid a scene.

      Rain screeched out, “Another dead body!” She gazed up at the sky. “Why? Why do you torture me so? This was my big break. My⁠—”

      As the crowd awakened to what happened, the rest of Rain’s words were drowned out. People called out for loved ones. Parents grabbed their children to cover their eyes as others swarmed the float in an attempt to get a glimpse for themselves.

      Cookie let out a sigh before she took action. She turned to the rest of the Pussycat Posse and said, “Station yourselves on the edges of the float. Nobody gets on here with us. Got it?”

      Hale lifted his guitar made from a baseball bat and hubcap over his head as if he were ready to strike.

      Cookie quickly added, “Peacefully.”

      “Eighties child,” Winter said as if that explained everything. And the scary part was Cookie understood what she meant, even if it wasn’t true. Winter and the rest of the Pussycat crew were a bunch of aging hippies who, with the exception of Rain when it came to June, would rather talk things through than use violence. Hale, however was her mother’s much younger boyfriend who didn’t grow up in the time of peace, love, and getting high. Although he certainly had no trouble with the last one. But those kinds of thoughts were not what Cookie needed to be focusing on.

      June’s voice blared through her bullhorn. “Everyone, remain calm. The situation is under control. I repeat. The situation is under control.” She continued to yell through the speaker to the crowd as she said, “Back! Clear the perimeter, people. Now!”

      Cookie had to admit that for such a short person, June was very effective. Once the deputy had the crowd pushed back far enough, she handed the bullhorn to Zeke with instructions to keep them that way.

      June turned to Cookie, her fingers digging into Cookie’s arm as she said, “This is a PR nightmare.” June’s words then tumbled out like dice from a cup, and Cookie couldn’t have gotten a word in edgewise if she’d wanted. “I’m going to have to give a press conference. Do you think this suit is appropriate? I need to prepare a speech. Do you suppose we could just postpone this until next weekend? I’m sure the local businesses would like the extra income and—” June paused and took a much needed breath. “Goodness, however am I going to spin this positively?” She let out a huff of annoyance. “I don’t have time to do all of that and head the investigation too.” She gazed at Cookie with big eyes and said, “I’m afraid I need your help, dear.”

      “Of course,” Cookie said as she wondered when June had actually last performed her official deputy duties. “You’d like me to start investigating?”

      “Yes.” June seemed to realize she was still clutching Cookie’s arm and released her grip to pat her instead. “You’re a treasure.” Then she crinkled her nose. “Get that body to the morgue and have him identified as soon as you can.” She glanced at Rain and shook her head. She had the good sense to speak softly enough that Rain couldn’t hear when she added, “And put some clothes on your mother, would you?”

      June then squinted at Cookie. “Don’t think I won’t be questioning her later. Her and her posse.” The deputy let out a noise of disgust before she turned on her heel, climbed down from the float, and walked away.

      Cookie turned to Dylan as she grabbed her phone from her pocket. “Can you find a tire iron and change the flat? We might as well drive the float to the ferry and meet Jared.”

      Jared Delgado was the medical examiner in Hancock and had become a regular in Cookie’s life due to the number of murder investigations she’d already conducted since her arrival on Secret Seal Isle. Dylan answered her with a quick nod before getting to work.

      When Cookie called Jared’s office, she learned that he was on vacation visiting family, but his girlfriend and fellow ME, Frankie Sandretti, was filling in, and she promised to be on the next ferry.

      Once Cookie ended the call, Rain informed her that she and the posse were returning to the inn to relax after all the excitement. Then she asked, “We’re going to get to keep the Chrysler, aren’t we?”

      “Once it’s been combed over for evidence, I don’t see why not,” Cookie said.

      Her mother turned to the rest of her crew. “Do you realize we’re getting a second chance here?” She thrust her hips, which made the pot lids at her groin clash with a loud bang. “Think of the possibilities!”

      Cookie couldn’t help but chuckle as the Pussycat Posse walked toward the inn, all of them talking at once. But then she sobered. It occurred to her that Rain had encountered enough dead bodies in the last year that she had reached a point where they were no longer traumatizing for her. Cookie wasn’t sure how she should feel about that.

      As Dylan worked on the tire, the crowd thinned. The show was over, and since Cookie had no intention of opening the trunk again until no one was around, there was nothing left for people to see.

      By the time the truck was back in running order, the street had cleared of most of the parade participants, and it was an easy trip to the ferry. When they got there, Dylan and Cookie climbed out of the truck and went to stand by the float as they waited for Frankie.

      The salty air blew gently around Cookie, and she lifted her face to the coolness as she tried to imagine how a dead body had ended up in the trunk of the yellow convertible. She let out a heavy sigh, hoisted herself up on the float, and snapped on a pair of sterile gloves she’d grabbed from the container she kept in the glove compartment of her truck. She needed to open the trunk again and see if she could find any ID on the body.

      Without a word, Dylan hopped up next to her and reached over to lift the hatch for Cookie. It occurred to her that she and Dylan had slipped easily into a silent language, knowing each other well enough to predict what they were doing. Most of the time anyway, and she smiled to herself as she wondered when that had happened. Her life on Secret Seal Isle had become as close to perfect as she could imagine, and Dylan was a big reason why.

      Cookie breathed through her mouth to deal with the stench as she reached into the dead man’s back pocket and found a wallet. After flipping it open, she found only one bank card and a health insurance card. For the second time that day, her stomach sank, and then ice flooded her veins as she recognized the name she read to Dylan. “Simon Gallo.”

      The man had recently been serving a five-year sentence for crimes related to the DeMasi mob, whose boss Cookie had taken down during her tenure with the FBI. DeMasi’s threat of revenge was the reason she and her mother were hiding out on Secret Seal Isle as innkeepers. And now she was afraid that Simon had gotten out of prison and been all too happy to help his boss with a vendetta.

      Dylan gripped her arm lightly as he asked, “Cookie? What is it?”

      She gazed up at him as her hands began to tremble. “I think I’m in trouble.”
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      “My agency put Simon behind bars for a real estate scam, and he’s part of the DeMasi mob.” Cookie looked at the dead body in the trunk of the Chrysler convertible. Judging by the state of Simon’s corpse, he’d been dead for a couple days or more, and her mind quickly put two and two together to realize that over fifty people had participated in the dump sweep three days ago to gather parade supplies. That made each one of them a suspect in what was quickly turning into a difficult investigation.

      Dylan took her hand and squeezed gently. He didn’t have to say a word for Cookie to know he’d be by her side no matter what happened. After a scare a three months ago when Cookie accidently got in front of a news camera, Dylan and her best friend Scarlett had cleaned up the mess by confiscating the tape. And she’d told Dylan the whole story of how and why she and Rain had come to Secret Seal Isle. Cookie had thought that her identity would still remain a secret thanks to her friends’ quick work, but now she wasn’t so sure.

      She gazed up at Dylan and let her fear show through her usually strong exterior. “What if Simon was sent for me?”

      “Then we’ll have to thank whoever killed him.”

      Cookie gave Dylan a wry smile. “I guess we’d better find out who it was.”

      “Where do we start, boss?” Dylan asked.

      Cookie looked out at the ferry as its horn rang out and spotted Frankie standing on the top deck. She lifted her arm to wave at the girl. “With her,” she said to Dylan as she climbed down to meet the ME. Dylan quickly followed.

      Once the ferry was docked and Frankie had the medical examiner’s van parked next to the float, she got out and took a moment to gaze at the Chrysler. She looked the same as always in her skinny jeans, lace-up boots, and short leather jacket. Her dark hair was pulled back into two pony tails, and combined with her black-rimmed glasses, she looked like a hot librarian. “That’s one sweet car,” she said. “Such a shame nobody took care of her though.”

      Dylan jumped up on the float and reached a hand down to help Frankie. Then he did the same for Cookie. While she certainly didn’t need his help, Cookie was glad to take it. Her nerves were shot as she worried the mob might know her location, and she needed every little bit of support Dylan could give her.

      Frankie lifted the trunk and sighed in relief. “Thank god, this looks like an easy one.” She leaned down to inspect his neck. “No signs of suffocation or strangulation.” Frankie lifted up the guy’s hands and checked his nails. “No obvious sign of a struggle either.” She glanced back at Cookie. “Any reason to suspect it might not be the gunshot that killed him?”

      “Not at the moment.”

      “Good, because I’m up to my ears in bodies and it could be a while before I get to this one. I’m going to venture a guess and say this guy died from a gunshot to the heart. Did you find any ID?”

      “I found his wallet and we know who he is, but if you could get the bullet to ballistics that would be great,” Cookie said.

      “Will do,” Frankie said as she handed Dylan a pair of gloves. “Let’s get this guy on ice.”

      As the three of them lifted Simon’s body out of the trunk, Cookie noticed an earring and made a note to grab it later. Frankie left assuring Cookie that as soon as she’d performed the autopsy, a report would be sent over. Since murders seemed to follow Cookie, she’d taken to keeping investigative supplies in her truck, and she went to the cab to grab the box of sealable plastic bags to gather up the earring she’d discovered along with any other evidence they might find in the trunk of the Chrysler.

      “Whatcha got there?” Dylan asked when Cookie lifted up a dangly piece of jewelry that looked familiar.

      “It’s an earring,” Cookie said as she turned the bauble back and forth, inspecting it. It was made of silver and jingled softly as it moved. She tried to figure out where she’d seen the design before.

      “Could have gotten caught on the body when the killer was stuffing it in the trunk.”

      And the earring could belong to any one of the dozens of people who had been at the junkyard a few days ago. Cookie said, “The supply sweep means we’ve got a lot of suspects.”

      We’re going to need help. She looked at Dylan as it occurred to her Hunter was the help they needed. But she was hesitant. While she hadn’t seen her former partner in a while, Hunter had made it known he still carried a torch for Cookie the last time he’d been on the island, and it made for a sticky situation she wanted to avoid.

      But Cookie was a professional who knew to use all the resources available, so she peeled the glove off her hand and reached in her pocket for her phone.

      He answered on the second ring. “Charlie, it’s great to hear your voice. What—” Hunter let out a groan. “Don’t tell me, another murder?”

      “Well, good afternoon to you too,” Cookie said. “Can’t a friend call to catch up without being accused of having an ulterior motive?”

      “Sure, she can. Did you catch the Phillies game yesterday?”

      She chuckled, because sports were not something they ever talked about. “Fine. You’re right. I called because I need your help with something.”

      “A murder investigation?”

      Cookie sighed. “Yes.” She explained to Hunter what had happened at the parade and the details of the junkyard sweep that were making her investigation difficult due to the sheer number of suspects. “So,” she said. “I need you to run a background check on the residents of Secret Seal Isle.”

      Hunter chuckled. “The whole town?”

      “No. Just the ones who participated in the Miss Dumpy parade.”

      “What?”

      “It was intended to help bring in tourists and⁠—”

      “Never mind. Get me some names and consider it done.”

      “And there’s something else,” Cookie said. She needed to tell Hunter that Simon Gallo was the dead man, but she knew Hunter’s protective instincts would kick in and that he’d want to come swooping in to take over. She held up the earring she’d found under the murder victim and eyed it as she asked, “What’s the latest on the DeMasis?”

      “Simon Gallo was just released from—hold on, why are you asking, Charlie?” His voice got stern. “Did you ID the vic yet?”

      “It’s Simon,” Cookie reluctantly admitted.

      “Charlie! What is wrong with you?”

      Cookie heard a clatter and could picture Hunter grabbing his car keys with the intention of racing to the airport and boarding the next flight to Boston. “Stop right there, Agent O’Neil. I do not need you to come rescue me, thank you very much. What I need is for you to do the background checks.”

      “I don’t like it. You should be out of there and at a safe house.”

      “I know, but it’s complicated. Here’s the thing, June Loon is looking at Rain for this.” Cookie knew that June wouldn’t find anything on her mother, but she also knew Hunter understood Cookie would never stay out of something involving Rain. “And besides which, I’m a suspect too. I couldn’t leave even if I wanted to.”

      Hunter let out a heavy sigh, and she pictured him rubbing his clean-shaven head. “Is that Creed guy helping you?”

      “Yes.” She smiled, because no matter how much Hunter disliked Dylan for being the one Cookie loved, he did respect the man’s skills and dedication to her. “Dylan’s right here.”

      Dylan called out, “And I’m not leaving her side!”

      “Good,” Hunter said. “Be smart. You hear me?”

      “I will be,” she said as worry came rushing back. Hunter was right. Cookie knew that she and Rain would be safest if they left the island for a safe house, but she wasn’t ready to give up everything she had on Secret Seal Isle. Especially Dylan. She held up the earring she was holding and wiggled it again as she said, “I’ll text you the list of dump sweep participants. Thanks, Hunter.”

      When Cookie heard the musical tinkle of the earring again it hit her where she’d heard it before, and she clicked off her phone as she looked at Dylan. “I think this belongs to Cari.”

      “Wow,” Dylan said. “Crazy Cari sure doesn’t seem the murdering type.”

      Cookie gazed at him as she thought the same thing. But she knew she couldn’t let her feelings get in the way of an investigation, and that while it was likely Cari was innocent, a good investigator didn’t leave any stone unturned. She said, “I think we just found our first lead.”
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      Cookie and Dylan were silent as they drove back to the inn. While he was driving, she sent a series of texts to Hunter, naming every business and their employees who’d had a float in the parade. When she was done, she’d come up with close to forty names. Hunter had replied with one word.

      Seriously?

      She typed back one word: yup. Then she put her phone away.

      The air was cooler now that the light of day was fading. Late spring on the island blessed them with warm days, but the nights turned cold fast. DeMasi’s face flashed in her memory. She saw his toothy smile full of teeth yellowed by cigarettes, his slicked back hair shining like a warning beacon, and the way his beady eyes seemed to bore into her that day in the courtroom when he swore Cookie would pay for what she’d done. A shiver raced down Cookie’s spine, and Dylan reached for her hand. “You okay?” he asked.






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/knocking-on-deaths-door-final.jpg





