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      A shy builder and a rugged sheriff. Can two serial introverts make the terrifying leap from friendship to love?

      

      Greg

      

      I bought a historic fixer-upper in Charming Butte, New Mexico, after years of flipping homes in the Southwest. I’m tired of roaming from one place to the next, so I figured it was time to put down some roots. However, the peculiar old property I bought sight unseen has a surprise that isn’t all that charming.

      

      As a result, I’m briefly the suspect in a murder investigation, but it’s all worth it because the sheriff is kinda hot. I know he only wants to help me solve a mystery, but maybe I've also found a friend. I hope so, because I’m trying to put my years as a pro hermit behind me.

      

      Cash

      

      Being the new sheriff in Charming Butte has taken some getting used to. I’ve fallen headfirst in love with the small-town life, but it sure is different from growing up in Albuquerque. The slower pace and unique personalities of the locals make my introverted heart go pitter-patter.

      

      When I meet a gorgeous guy who’s also a newcomer, it’s over the mummified remains of the body he found in his closet. He’s shy, loves history, and he’s a bit dorky. Just like me, only better because he knows how to handle power tools. Is that why I like him and keep making excuses to drop by?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          Greg

        

      

    

    
      Making a gruesome discovery during my first week in Charming Butte wasn’t on my starting over bingo card, but I was accustomed to bizarre finds in my history of flipping houses. Although I had to admit that this particular unearthing won the renovation shocker prize.

      The day had begun rather mundanely. Not much different than most of my days. However, this time, I was in a new town. In a new state even. I’d never worked on any houses in New Mexico before, but the almost one hundred-year-old fixer-upper was meant to be my forever home.

      Now that I was pushing forty and my dad was gone, I’d started thinking about my future and what it would look like. I wasn’t even sure what I wanted it to look like. All I knew was that I had no ties, a large nest egg and endless possibilities. Everything else was gravy.

      However, what I found in the back of an old closet wasn’t the type of gravy I’d anticipated.

      “Yes, Aunt Bonnie, I got here okay. I shipped most of my things.” I pulled out a chipped coffee mug from a cardboard box on the kitchen counter. I couldn’t part with it since it was one my Dad had given me. “It wasn’t much of a drive.”

      She was all that was left of my family, but she was living in Alaska with her third husband. No thanks. Much too cold for me.

      “I figured. But it’s not as if Cheyenne isn’t around the block from New Mexico. And didn’t you say that… What’s it called again?”

      “Charming Butte.”

      “Right.” She chuckled. “Isn’t it further down, right near Roswell?”

      “Yeah.” I sighed. Every state had things it was known for, or special landmarks, historical places. There were several in New Mexico, but my least favorite was the one that revolved around UFOs and aliens. Yet, the overall beauty of the state couldn’t be denied. “But not too far from Carlsbad, either. I’ve visited the caverns a few times over the years. It’s a great area.”

      “Then why not move there? It’s none of my business, hon. But if you’re looking to find your forever home, wouldn’t it be best to stick to someplace you already know you love?”

      I inwardly shuddered at the F word. Forever was just so… forever. I was still trying to become one with the idea of not relocating every six to twelve months, the way I’d been doing for almost two decades. The concept of anything being eternal was way beyond my mental grasp.

      “Well, yes. I would’ve loved to have found someplace closer to Carlsbad. But I prefer not being right in the thick of things, and there wasn’t a property that spoke to me. This place is…” I drew my eyebrows together, wondering if any word I used could adequately describe how I felt. “Unique. It’s like a patchwork quilt, the sum total of a variety of owners across a century, and the stamp they put on it to make it their own.”

      “Huh. I see...”

      I doubted it. “Anyway, this house is on a nice piece of land outside of town, so lots of open space, and some nice terrain to hike in. Charming is small, too. That works for me.”

      “You’ve always loved that solitary life, haven’t you? It seems so lonely. It’s like you’re a hermit.”

      Uh-oh. Incoming lecture alert. She’d left Wyoming long before I was an adult, and once I was out of high school, I’d begun my journey in and around the southwest. We hadn't spent that much time together over the years, so my dad had been her primary source of intel into Gregory Harding’s life.

      I pinched the bridge of my nose. There were a few guys I’d hooked up with over the years who’d said almost the same thing to me. People who didn’t understand me or have an interest in the way I lived my life couldn’t tell me how I should be. I knew who I was and what made me happy—not them.

      “Aunt Bonnie, I appreciate your concern. But I’m very content with my place in life. I’m actually quite excited about getting started on this house. And with the acreage I have, there are a lot of other things I could do here as well.”

      “Oh dear. Is that the sheep thing your dad mentioned? All by yourself, shearing sheep, taking care of sheep, renovating an old home that probably has a zillion things wrong with it. That sounds dreadful.”

      I’d discovered over the years that most people don’t understand my love of weaving. I guess they don’t equate the supposedly hyper-masculine stereotype of a construction guy being into crafting.

      “It sounds perfect to me. Besides, now that I’m not flipping houses, I have to figure out another way to generate income.”

      My savings and investments were only going to take me so far.

      “If you ever get in trouble, you know you can always come and live with me and Frank. We’d love to have you.”

      I gritted my teeth. If I thought she was trying to tell me what to do now, living with her would be an unending nightmare. If it came down to it, I’d pitch a tent in the desert before moving to Alaska.

      “I appreciate the offer, Bonnie, but like I said, Alaska isn’t for me. I enjoy the occasional snow day, but I need to have sunshine and warm weather as much as possible.”

      She sighed. “I suppose. To each his own, right?”

      Maybe she was finally beginning to understand.

      “Exactly. Dad wanted to stay in Cheyenne forever, you couldn’t wait to leave, and I wanted to explore. But hey, I’m in one place now, right?”

      “That’s right, hon. And I won’t deny that I’m happy you finally came to your senses.”

      Yeah. One hundred percent, a nightmare if I lived with her. Perhaps I should buy a giant tent now, just in case.

      “Hey, listen, I’ve got to run. I want to get into town and do some grocery shopping before it gets too late.”

      All I had left from my short road trip was a bit of cheese, an apple, and a couple of sodas in the mini cooler. I was exhausted from driving straight through, and jonesing for a real meal. I’d been fast-fooding it for the past week while packing and moving.

      “Of course, hon. You must be so tired. I’ll let you go. But send pics of all the progress.”

      “I will, Bonnie. You take care and tell Frank I said hi.”

      After ending the call, I glanced around at the boxes I’d brought with me in my truck. I’d pick up the other things I’d shipped at the post office tomorrow, but I had everything I needed for the night. Once I ate and busted out the new air mattress I’d purchased before leaving Cheyenne for the last time, I’d be ready to crash.

      I could’ve shipped some of my dad’s furniture, so I didn’t have to start from scratch. But I was ready to move forward, to set up my new life with my own things. The last few months of being back in my hometown, wrapping up my dad’s estate, and looking for a place to buy were all behind me now.

      It was time to surge ahead into my future.

      

      I scratched my chin, the stubble I hadn’t bothered to shave off this morning beginning to irritate me. Even though it was still spring, the temperatures were already making the afternoons a bit on the steamy side. That was part of the reason I hadn’t wanted to arrive in Charming any later than March. I only had a few months before I’d be battling scorching days.

      “Can I help you with anything?”

      A woman who was probably somewhere in her fifties smiled up at me with a toothy grin. She was well put-together, with ruby lips, a perfect French manicure, and piles of yellow curls on her head. I was more accustomed to grizzled, beefy guys in stained coveralls when I shopped in small-town hardware stores. In larger cities, where I frequented big box stores, I found more diversity. Everyone from teens to retirees to family men and women could potentially be helping me. But a woman in heels who looked as though she’d won more than a couple of beauty pageants in her youth was a first.

      “Maybe.” I went from scratching to rubbing my chin. “I’m looking for a top-notch wood sealant for decking. These both sound good, but I’ve never tried them before. Which one would you recommend?”

      “Hmm…” She planted her hands on her hips. “They’re both quite good. If something doesn’t do the job, the hubby and I don’t order it.” She tapped one of the metal buckets. “But this is what I use. It’s a few dollars more, but worth it if your wood is getting baked in the sun.”

      I was impressed. She definitely knew her stuff.

      “Great. Also, do you carry a UV-resistant epoxy grout? The original structure is made of river rock, and some of the sections need to be replaced. It’s only about four hundred square feet. It used to be a line shack. The rest of the additions were built off that.”

      Her jaw dropped and she gasped. “You bought the old Jenkins’ ranch?” She gave my arm a playful smack. “We’ve all been wondering who got the place.”

      “That would be me.” I stuck out my hand. “Greg Harding. I arrived a few days ago.”

      “Maddie Lopez.” She accepted my hand with an even wider grin than before.

      “Nice to meet you, Maddie.” I tilted my head. “But the property I purchased isn’t a working ranch, and the name of the person selling it wasn’t Jenkins. Not that I met him, but that wasn’t the name on the title.”

      She laughed lightly. “Sorry, that’s how we refer to it. Gilbert Jenkins was one of the first white settlers here in what eventually became Charming after the Mexican-American War.”

      “Oh really? That’s pretty interesting.” I made a mental note to do a historical deep dive.

      “Well, well. That’s wonderful. So you’re not tearing it down?” She nudged me with her elbow. “We’ve all been taking bets on what’s gonna happen with the place, so don’t be surprised if you get grilled like a cheese sandwich by everyone you meet.”

      I chuckled. “That’s okay. I’m accustomed to it. I used to travel around the Southwest and flip houses, but never stayed anywhere for very long.”

      Her face fell. “Oh, so you’re only fixing it up? You’re not staying?”

      “No, I’m definitely staying this time.” I smiled. “I’ve decided to put down roots here in Charming, and I fell in love with that property.”

      Her eyebrows shot up.  “Have you been out in the sun too long, honey? Not that it isn’t a great piece of land in a great location, but…” She eyed me up and down. “How does your wife feel about living in such a unique fixer-upper?”

      Here we go. “I’m not married. Came here on my own.”

      The corners of her mouth twitched. “Interesting. I’m sure a handsome man like you will have no problem finding someone to keep you company.”

      If she were a good representation of the average Charming citizen, then I should expect my personal business to become public. And Aunt Bonnie wondered why I wanted to live on the outskirts of town.

      I worked to keep my expression unreadable. “First, I need to get that deck and stone foundation taken care of.” I winked to keep things light. I might not be interested in diving headfirst into a busy social life with everyone, but I didn’t intend to alienate anyone, either.  “Plenty to keep me busy for a while.”

      She nodded. “That’s an understatement. The Jenkins place has a colorful history and is certainly unusual. Sort of like a miniature Winchester Mystery House, don’t you think?”

      I brought up the quirky historical tourist attraction in my mind and agreed she had a point. “Huh. I guess I never thought of it that way. But you’re right, it’s a less opulent version of the mystery house. I do want to uncover more of my new home’s past.”

      She leaned closer, covering half her mouth as if sharing a secret. “You can start with the most recent owners. Did the realtor tell you anything about them?”

      I arched my eyebrows. “No, not a word. I did a virtual tour with the agent, and I had the impression the home hadn’t been lived in for a while. Is there something important I should know?”

      She chuckled. “He was quite a character. His wife was a bit odd, too, but he was lost in his own reality. They took off several years back, not sure where or why. Have you discovered any of the hodgepodge of random items he placed around the property, like the trees or cacti? Oh, and the rocks. The weird symbols and pictures he painted on them would make Wally—our previous sheriff—enraged. But he couldn’t do a thing. It was Mike’s private property. However, many of us saw it as a desecration of nature.”

      She had me quite intrigued. I’d noticed a few oddities, but now I needed to hunt down more. “I’ve been overwhelmed making a livable area for myself while I renovate, so I haven’t walked the property or done much in the way of investigating yet. I think I’ll make that a priority.”

      “You definitely should. Some of the townspeople were worried he was into the occult or something else spooky. But Destiny—she owns the Flying Saucer coffee shop—and several others who follow that new-agey stuff said he was trying to communicate with the aliens.” She shrugged. “Who knows.”

      “Maddie.” An older man with a scruffy salt and pepper beard and wrinkled brown skin that had seen many a sunny day approached us with an easy gait. “I don’t know if this is the paint color Cora wants for the shop. She said you know what she’s after, and she’ll be here in an hour. I’ve got ten gallons to mix, so I need to get cracking.”

      “Of course, hon. Leonard, this is Greg. He purchased the Jenkins place.” She beamed up at him, and I was sure this was the hubby she’d mentioned.

      Leonard stuck out his hand and gave mine a hearty shake. “Did you now? You’re a brave soul. Got your work cut out for you, to be sure. Let me just say that if you need anything we don’t have here, we can order it and have it shipped. No point in driving off to the city when you don’t have to.”

      “That’s good to know, thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.” He smiled. “We’re here to help. Is there anything else we can do for you?”

      “No, thanks. Maddie was very helpful.”

      “That’s my girl. She knows what she’s talking about.”

      “Yes, sir. She surely does.”

      I finished up at Happy Hardware, then made a few more stops in town before heading home. My mind was buzzing with everything Maddie had shared about my new place. It was late afternoon by the time I got back, and the shadows from the setting sun had me on edge. I shook my head at myself as I dropped from the truck. I wasn’t given to superstition, and I seriously doubted that the painted rocks were sending messages to the aliens to kidnap me.

      Before I sat down to a bowl of leftover beef stew and corn bread I’d whipped up the night before, I wanted to get the supplies unloaded. I backed the truck up to the work shed door and went through the familiar action of unloading wood and cans of weather seal and stain. Tomorrow’s project would begin with replacing the missing and rotted board on the deck. If I still had time, then I’d add the railings.

      Once everything was in a reasonably tidy pile, I peeled off my work gloves and wiped the back of my hand across my sweaty forehead. Despite the crisp chill of the evening air, I was hot. I was also famished, and my body announced it was done for the day. I had two beers left of the six-pack I’d bought when I first arrived, and tonight they were going down.

      I put together my meal and brought it to the round pine kitchen table I’d bought from a thrift store the day before.  I had a whole house to furnish, and I’d rather spend the money on building supplies and a flock of sheep with all their necessities. I kicked one of the two mismatched chairs to the side, then took a seat.

      Sheep. I’d watched a lot of YouTube videos and followed one guy in particular who was an expert. However, consulting with someone in person about the best way to get the project underway was one of many things on my extensive list of things to do.

      I’d grabbed the local paper on my way back and had it open on the table to look over while I ate. It was a freebie that I’d stumbled across after stopping in the Flying Saucer for an afternoon espresso and muffin. Once Maddie brought the coffee shop to my attention, curiosity prompted me to seek it out.

      Destiny herself had been there, and I wasn’t disappointed by either her or the shop. She was friendly, funny, quirky, and so was her store. She’d gone all in on the alien theme, but I got a kick out of it. The brief interactions with the locals and my limited time spent in town gave me a good feeling. Rather than being merely satisfied with my decision to move to Charming Butte, I was excited to be here.

      As I glanced over the homey stories regarding an upcoming spring seedling and starts fair, and a feature on the new sheriff in town, a waft of something unpleasant hit my nose. I sniffed a spoonful of stew, concerned that it might’ve gone off. I’d started up the old refrigerator that had been left behind, and it seemed to be holding the temperature well, but maybe it had given up on me while I was in town.

      However, the stew didn’t seem to be the issue. I pushed up from the table, sniffing harder to locate the origin of the odor that I now recognized as decay. Old houses were my specialty, and I was well acquainted with the smell of a dead critter. Even a dead mouse could create a god-awful stench, but I was hoping that was all it was. I wasn’t in the mood to remove anything larger.

      I located the spot where the smell was the strongest, an odd alcove off the kitchen. I’d pondered the purpose of this space more than once since arriving. It seemed to serve no particular function, other than being an intersection of different parts of the house.

      A doorway with no door to the four-by-four space was next to the arch that opened into the kitchen via a narrow hallway that attached to the original line shack structure. Once I passed over the threshold, a bedroom door was to my right, a makeshift pine board cabinet and closet to my left, and the downstairs bathroom in front of me.

      The bathroom had its own bizarre layout, and like many areas in the house, seemed to have been adjusted and rearranged over the many years and owners. Throughout the structure, I’d discovered rooms where doors had been removed, windows covered up, closets boarded over, and ceilings raised or lowered.

      In the case of the bathroom, when entering from the alcove, there was a square section containing the toilet, a small sink wedged into the corner, and another built-in pine cabinet. It appeared that steam from the shower had wreaked havoc on the wood over the years. The cabinet doors were warped, so they wouldn’t close properly. And to get to the shower, it was necessary to squeeze through a narrow gap connecting that section of the bathroom to the tub area without being mauled by the towel rack.

      Another door was located on the tub side, which opened up to the laundry room, the dining area on the other end of the kitchen, and the bottom of one of the sets of stairs. The other was a sketchy-looking, winding wrought-iron staircase that inexplicably went through a hole in the ceiling of the expansive living room.

      I wasn’t keen on using them for anything other than maybe a plant stand. They didn’t seem very trustworthy. Perhaps an escape route? I had so many questions.

      At the moment, my biggest query involved a rotting carcass. Seeing as the smell had put me off my food, I decided to make this my quest for the evening. If the animal was in the wall or under the house, I’d wait until tomorrow to decide how to deal with it. But if it was in the alcove closet or cabinet, then I wanted it removed immediately.

      A thorough examination with my flashlight didn’t uncover anything in the cabinet, so I moved on to the closet. It was empty, since I hadn’t hung anything in there yet, and wasn’t all that practical. It wasn’t anywhere near either the front or back, which meant it wouldn’t work as a hall closet to hang coats. The downstairs bedroom next to it had its own closet.

      In addition, it was awkwardly placed. The cabinet was short and angled to accommodate the area beneath the stairs, a creative use of space. The closet was wedged between that and the bathroom threshold. Overall, its existence made zero sense. I had so much work ahead of me that I hadn’t given a thought as to how I might reconfigure this bizarre section.

      I shone my flashlight in the closet, checking the corners, searching for mouse holes or cracks in the seams where the plywood backing of the closet had been hastily assembled. I shook my head at the simple painting of a Day of the Dead skull underneath which the presumed artist had declared ‘my best closet ever’.

      I begged to differ.

      Who knew if the artist and signee were the same, since nothing could be certain at this point regarding this house. I let out a long sigh. Since I had set up shop with the air mattress in the furniture-free living room, I could walk away for the night and add it to the list for tomorrow. The fetid smell wouldn’t travel that far. I grunted. How could it? There were way too many twists and turns to get there.

      Right as I switched off the flashlight, something caught my eye, and I quickly flicked it back on. I fell to my haunches, frowning at the tiny gap beneath the back wall of the closet. When I stood, it was hard to notice, but near the floor, it was easy to see that the skull board didn’t extend all the way down. At least half an inch was exposed between the bottom and the floor.

      I also realized that the board was much newer than the ones on the sides. Whenever it had been placed there, it wasn’t when the closet was built. It also stood to reason that since it was wedged between the underside of the stairs and the bathroom wall, there must be open space behind the closet.

      I rose to my feet so I could grab a crowbar. For all I knew, it could be Rodent City behind that board. Any mouse worth his mettle could easily squeeze underneath that gap. For that matter, rats probably could, too.

      I didn’t have to go far to retrieve the required tool. Other than surplus wood and paint, I had all my supplies inside the house. When I returned, I set up the lantern part of the flashlight on a step stool to help guide my way. There was an exposed lightbulb with a chain pull in the center of the alcove, but it barely cast a glow in the back of the closet.

      I jammed the end of the crowbar into the gap and tugged. Whoever placed it there had secured it well, but plywood was plywood, and after several heaves, it began to crack. With a solid tug, most of it split open, and I used the claw of my hammer to break the rest of the bits free.

      While struggling with the wood, I’d bumped into the step stool, and the lantern went askew. I set down the hammer and grabbed the flashlight so I wouldn’t get a nasty surprise if the mice were skittering toward me.

      I lifted the lantern, and it filled the dark, empty space beneath the stairs with light. Stumbling backward with a cry, I dropped the flashlight, the sound of it clattering on the chipped wood floor making me jump again.

      The space might be dark, but it sure as hell wasn’t empty. When I’d shone my light, I was greeted with the vacant stare of a mummified corpse.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          Cash

        

      

    

    
      “It’s an alien butt,” Rosie said from the doorway.

      I knew that. I’d eaten enough of the cookies from Destiny’s Flying Saucer bakery. I just wasn’t sure what it was doing on my desk. I’d spent the afternoon at a meeting with the mayor and local businessmen, and I was sure it wasn’t there when I left.

      “Did you put it there?” I asked, then realized how ungracious that sounded as her lips pursed. 

      I could hear Mom sighing in my head as she pointed out—yet again—to “thank people instead of interrogating them, Cash.” MindMom had a loud voice.  

      “I mean, thank you, Rosie.”

      Rosie was my new assistant. Or rather, I was new in the police department. She’d been here forever as Police Chief Wally’s sidekick, but he had semi-retired as police chief of Charming Butte and Bobcat Stump. I had been elected the new county sheriff and currently divided my time between Charming Butte and an office on the other side of the county. As Rosie was left without a boss and I was without an assistant, it made sense to put us together.

      We had an…uneasy relationship. I think she expected me to be Chief Wally MkII, and, much as I respected the old man, that was never going to happen. I mean, the guy was older than dirt and I got the feeling the residents wanted to make life easy for him, especially Rosie.

      I was new to Charming Butte, having grown up on the other side of the state, but I was an experienced law enforcement officer with my own way of doing things. Time would tell if Rosie and I could make it work.

      She sniffed and curled her lip. “I didn’t leave it there. I have more taste.”

      Now I was confused. Who else would buy me an alien butt cookie?

      Rosie must have caught sight of my furrowed brow. “Dexter Chase came by this afternoon. He brought them for the whole department as thanks for catching the cattle rustlers last week.”

      “Ahhh.”

      Now I understood the cookies. There had been a spate of cattle rustling in the county. I’d gotten wind that Charming was their next target. Dex’s home, the Charming Chase Cattle Ranch, was the obvious target. My office lay in wait for several nights and finally caught the men as they tried to make off with Dex’s beef cattle and his prize bull. I couldn’t hold back my grin as I remembered old Nelson made his feelings known too. Two of the men were still on crutches last I checked.

      Rosie’s expression softened a fraction. “The ranchers are grateful. This has put a serious dent in the rustlers’ operation.”

      I didn’t ask how she knew. The first thing I’d learned about Rosie was that she knew everything that went on in Charming. Which was why I never talked to her about myself or private life. Even going for dinner with Dex and his partner, Meyer Jones, the new fire chief, gave her enough fuel for speculation.

      When I’d arrived in Charming, I’d been determined to keep a distance from everyone, not to make friends. I was the sheriff, that’s all they needed to know. After a long conversation with my mom—she talked, I listened—she told me if I was going to make Charming my home, I needed to make friends. Meyer and Dex, and the mayor, Liam Sandell, welcomed me into their world. Were they friends? Not yet. But they were good people and more to the point, people with power in Charming. Keeping on their good side was a sensible move.

      My mom sighed when I told her my thoughts. “One day you’ll understand the concept of a friend, Chase, and it’s not about politics or power. You’re not a youngster anymore. If you don’t want a partner, you need to make friends.”

      There was so much to unpick from that, and the barb about my age stung, but I grumbled under my breath and left it there, because I never wanted to fall out with my mom. In the meantime, I enjoyed the occasional meals out and hiking with Dex and Meyer and cycling with Liam and his wife. Dex had tried to persuade me to go horseback riding. That was never gonna happen. The one and only time I sat on the back of a horse, she’d gotten spooked before we’d left the yard and I ended up on the ground with a broken arm. As it had been the start of the summer vacation, I had been devastated.

      “I’ll bring you a coffee,” Rosie said. “Then I’m going home.”

      I winced. It was on the tip of my tongue to tell her I could fetch my own coffee. I didn’t expect my assistant to fetch me drinks and food. But Rosie had always done it for Chief Wally and now she expected to do it for me. We were going to have to talk about her role—again. I couldn’t face the hurt look and clipped tone for the rest of the day, so I  smiled and nodded at her. That was a battle for another day.

      Before Rosie could vacate my office, Dean, the young dispatcher, burst through the door.

      “Sheriff, there’s a dead body in the old Jenkins’ ranch,” he said breathlessly.

      I groaned inwardly as Rosie’s eyes lit up. The news would be around Charming before the ancient coffeemaker had dripped into the pot…if it wasn’t already.

      “Someone has died?” I queried.

      “Is it the new man who bought the place?” Rosie demanded.

      Of course she would know about that.

      Dean shook his head. “He’s the one who called it in. The body was walled up behind a closet.” He grimaced. “He says it’s been there a while.”
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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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