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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            A NIGHT OF TRICKS AND TREATS

          

        

      

    

    
      For most, October 31st, aka Halloween, marks the start of the holiday season. It starts the countdown to Christmas and New Year’s. Jane Daniels had always been a bit of a sleuth. She loved mysteries, crime novels, and drama. One of her favourite pastimes was curling up on the sofa with her wife, Kennedy, to watch serial killer documentaries while piecing everything together before the celebrity narrator revealed the killer. The fact that Kennedy enjoyed the same was one of the things that had first attracted Jane to her wife. Jane and Kennedy met in college while Kennedy was on an exchange program. It was love at first sight. They both loved mysteries, and Jane had a talent for solving crimes. Jane looked at mysteries as puzzles, seeing them as just missing that vital piece. And she needed to find it.

      But she also loved a good bargain. She loved hunting around shops for that bargain item she could brag about. She considered every shopping expedition an excuse to hunt for treasure. The X on her mental treasure map always turned out to be the location of the most discounted item in the particular store she was in. Jane loved hunting thrift shops around Halloween. She would find missed and forgotten outfits and pieces that she could craft into the perfect Halloween costume. A piece that was one of a kind. And this year was no exception. The mayor had invited Jane and Kennedy to the big Halloween celebration. Jane was determined that this year’s costumes would be better than ever.

      Meanwhile, Kennedy was the cyber-wizard of the family. She loved it when Jane came home with a new gadget. She loved nothing more than to add something new to her electronics collection, especially something that she could use to make everyday life easier and more enjoyable. Kennedy had practically automated every inch of their home. It was like living in the future. Having a top-notch home meant they had more time to spend with each other, which helped them stay close as a couple.

      Kennedy’s favourite part of Halloween was creating a new, scary contraption to spook the trick or treaters with. At first, Jane thought it was cruel until she saw how much the children looked forward to seeing what would jump out at them this year.

      Kennedy was a reasonably intelligent woman. She was very proud of her M.I.T. education. Her keen intellect was why Detective Inspector Arthur Gottfried often consulted her regarding some of his more complex crime cases. She had helped on several occasions that year alone, and even more since she had moved to the U.K. full time from her home in Boston, Massachusetts.

      Jane and Kennedy had a lot in common, making their marriage strong, but they had other interests, which kept them from butting heads. Jane loved to bake. Something about baking was so relaxing and calming. And although Kennedy was a bit of an introvert, she managed to find her passion too. Coding gave her a sense of control and allowed her to explore the most that her mind had to offer. Their friends always admired the love they had for each other. As a result, their friends often referred to their successful marriage as #couplegoals.

      For her part, Jane was a little jealous of the families that their friends were raising, wanting one of her own, but she never let it show. She was happy being ‘fun aunty Jane’ for the time being. Holidays and special occasions were her favourite time of year, and with Halloween fast approaching, her excitement grew. 

      She loved having all the children dressed up, knocking on her door and singing, “Trick or Treat!” Even Kennedy got involved with decorating the house. Kennedy took great pleasure in making the house as scary as possible, trying to outdo herself every year. For Jane, it was the chorus of laughter when the kids realised it was fake and the shrieks of glee when they were given fistfuls of candy that she loved most. 

      Jane would love nothing more than to have a child before her biological clock started to slow down. Lately, this had begun to be more of a pressing issue for Jane. Though on the surface, she’d accepted that this was not quite the right time for the Daniels family to have children. She buried herself in sleuthing and finding new gadgets to help them in their daily life and around the home, pretending that the ache to have a child would go away if she kept busy enough.
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        * * *

      

      “OK, hon, here it is. The costumes to beat all costumes,” Jane cheered, placing Kennedy’s costume on the big armchair in the corner of the room.

      Kennedy walked over and unpacked the costume with an eye roll and loving smirk. Brown pants with a tail attached, a matching jacket that, once fastened, completed a torso and a headpiece that could be worn covering the face or not. It didn’t take much for Kennedy to piece the costume together. The large teal collar with the gold-plated tag gave the identity away. It was a Scooby-Doo costume!

      “I know you said something simple, and you wanted a mask, but when I saw this, I thought it would be super cute. And if the trick or treaters knocked before we left for the party, they would love it too,” Jane cheered, pulling her costume out of the bag and twirling around the room in “I used to love watching Scooby and the gang when I was little,” she reminisced.

      “I said I didn’t want to be recognised. This is a full-blown disguise! I don’t think my mother would recognise me in this,” Kennedy exclaimed.

      “Exactly, it’s a costume ball. How often do we get invited to such things? We have to make the most of it,” Jane chimed, trying on her matching mask over her eyes.

      “I’ll give you this. I love seeing how excited you get about these things,” Kennedy smiled.

      Kennedy wasn’t much of a party person. She much preferred her wife’s company and her few close friends. Hence, she wanted a mask; less chance of people stopping to talk if they didn’t know who she was. But Kennedy often went to parties she didn’t want to, purely to make Jane happy. Seeing Jane happy and excited always made the parties worthwhile. Even Kennedy had to admit that the mayor’s ball was a once-in-a-lifetime event this year. So, she would be a fool to miss out.
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        * * *

      

      “So, which member of the Scooby gang will you be?” Kennedy asked, sitting on the footstool, watching Jane play about with her ensemble and examining her outfit in more detail, still not fully understanding it. Her eyebrows were slightly furrowed, and the teal from the collar reflected off her blue eyes.

      “Well, I thought couple’s costumes would be fun. But I don’t know if I can pull off Shaggy. So, I picked up a Shaggy costume and a Daphne costume. What do you think?” Jane smiled.

      Kennedy grinned, “While I love the idea of us going as Shaggy and Scooby, I do love you in purple.” Jane didn’t look much like Daphne, she had brown hair and wasn’t quite as thin, but she would have pulled it off well.

      “I love me in purple too. But if we are doing couples costumes and we already have Shaggy and Scooby, one of us will have to be Shaggy. How fun will it be to be completely unrecognisable for a night? It will be fun,” Jane nodded enthusiastically.

      “Flip for it? Heads Shaggy, tails Scooby?” Kennedy laughed, pulling a pound coin from her jeans pocket, hiding the laugh at Jane’s expression. She put the coin back before flipping it. Kennedy knew that Jane wouldn’t want to be Scooby. Even if she dressed as Shaggy, Jane would still find a way to add a touch of feminine glamour to the outfit. Kennedy burst out laughing.

      “Don’t worry, sweetie, you can be Shaggy,” Kennedy smiled.

      “You’re not mad?” Jane asked.

      “What would I be mad at? I think all of this is hilarious,” Kennedy laughed.

      “Why?”

      “Here I thought we were going to a Halloween party dressed as ghosts with sheets over our heads. You know, simple.”

      Jane burst out laughing at Kennedy’s crazy suggestion.

      “Plus, even in a mask and being unrecognisable, I am still going with the prettiest woman in the room,” Kennedy winked. She loved flirting with her wife. Even after all this time, Jane still blushed like a schoolgirl.

      Kennedy was tall and slender with deep black skin and beautiful ringlets that rested just above her elbows. Jane wasn’t exaggerating; her wife was a total catch, and she knew it.

      This was no ordinary Halloween party. It was an exclusive Halloween ball hosted by the mayor. The town’s most significant, brightest, and elite would be there. It was a chance to meet some new people, some influential people. Sheets with eye holes would not cut it. While the primary goal of the evening was to have fun and relax, Kennedy was looking forward to making some new connections and treating the party as a networking event, much to Jane’s annoyance.
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        * * *

      

      The party in question was to be held at one of the most famous hotels in London – The Mandarin.

      The Mandarin was known for being the place for celebrities and world royals. It was a hotel steeped in history, extravagance, and luxury. Every day, it was crowded with fans hoping to catch a glimpse of their favourite pop star or movie star, sporting heroes, or just to glimpse how the other half lived.

      The mayor herself was hosting, Mayor Clara Porter. It was to be a night to relax and have fun. The mayor had only invited the most influential people in the city to join in the night’s festivities. Kennedy and Jane thought it was odd that the party was so exclusive but theorised that the mayor created an opportunity to meet her favourite celebrities and didn’t want other folks to get in her way.

      Rumour had it that there was to be a live band, someone pretty famous, performing for the night. The guest list had been kept strictly confidential. It was the talk of London who would be going to such a party.

      Jane had assumed that the only reason she and Kennedy had been invited was because of Kennedy’s ongoing help with Detective Arthur Gottfried. Kennedy worked as a freelance programmer, and occasionally Detective Gottfried needed help with working on new technology for his office or, more likely, to gather information about their latest suspect. Throughout their working relationship, the girls and Arthur had bonded and considered themselves close friends.

      No matter the reason for the invite, Jane was excited to go. Kennedy’s invitation was ambiguous and didn’t directly state whether Jane was invited to the event, but Jane was sure Kennedy would get crafty if they ran into any problems. The invitation said the theme of the party was “Halloween Horrors.” It was exciting to think about the decorations that would be inside. Even though Kennedy usually made Halloween decorations, seeing some at the event would still be fun.

      However, she did feel slightly disappointed at missing out on the trick-or-treating fun with the neighbourhood kids this year. When the kids found out that there would be no haunted house decorating the front yard and no spooky traps jumping out at them, they were disappointed. But when Jane promised that she would get autographs if any of their favourite celebrities attended, the kids soon perked up again.

      Every reporter, social media influencer, and gossip rag had followed Mayor Porter around for the last two months while she organised the event, hunting like vultures for any minute detail they could publish. Eventually, Mayor Porter decided to give them a little taste of the evening.

      “The bar shall only be servicing beer and wine and will close at 11 p.m. I don’t want anyone driving home drunk. Taxis will be supplied for everyone and anyone over the limit. That will be all,” Mayor Porter announced.

      The small gathering of reporters grunted with disappointment. They had hoped for something juicy to get the readers flipping the pages or subscribers watching videos. But Mayor Porter was known for keeping her cards close to her chest. So, all that anyone outside of a strict handful of people knew was the location, the date, that it was a costume ball, and now that the bar would close at eleven.

      “Come on, Mayor Porter! Just one name! An industry even. Will there be athletes there? Movie stars?” begged the paparazzi.

      “I can neither confirm nor deny,” Mayor Porter grinned, taking great pleasure in making the media squirm.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            COSTUMES AND CHAOS

          

        

      

    

    
      The taxi pulled up outside The Mandarin, leaving Jane and Kennedy to gasp and awe at the decorations. Police lined the streets holding back fans hoping to spot celebrities and paparazzi hoping to catch a snap of the guests. A long red carpet lined the pavement from the drop-off point to the large golden double doors. Performers dressed as ghouls danced with fire while others showed off their fire-breathing skills, keeping everyone outside entertained. Lights leapt across the sky above the hotel. Goosebumps pricked Jane and Kennedy’s skin. They knew that tonight would be a night they would never forget.

      Stepping out of the taxi, the pair were relieved to have opted for costumes involving masks. It gave them a sense of privacy that they imagined the celebrity guests didn’t get too often. Blinding flashes of lights erupted around them as the paparazzi made every effort to capture their picture.

      “I kind of feel like a celebrity myself,” Jane grinned.

      “Let’s give them a show, shall we? Enjoy our fifteen seconds of fame?” Kennedy chuckled.

      “Look! Over there! Who are you?” yelled one paparazzi as he flashed his camera.

      “Take off the mask!” yelled another.

      They gave the crowd a quick wave, striking a few poses and hearing them scream their approval. Blinking back the blinding lights of hundreds of cameras, Jane and Kennedy chuckled as they headed to the door.

      A tall, distinguished gentleman in a royal blue suit, hat, and white gloves with a gold chain attached to his pocket watch smiled at them as they approached. Kennedy was surprised that the doorman wasn’t in fancy dress, considering everyone else in and around the building was. Even the security team wore Halloween costumes, which Jane found very amusing. She imagined the big beefy security guard, who was dressed as a clown, chasing someone down the street, stifling a laugh as the thought took over her mind.

      “Good evening, do you have an invitation?” he asked with a slight bow of his head.

      “Yes, here you go,” Jane smiled, pulling the invitation from her purse.

      One quick look over, he nodded and opened the door.

      “Head left at the sign and follow the arrows to the grand ballroom. Enjoy your evening, Mrs and Mrs Daniels.”

      “Thank you,” Kennedy smiled back, offering her hand to shake.

      The doorman winked and smiled back, quietly placing the tip that Kennedy had slid him into his pants pocket. She had seen the move done several times in movies, but her favourite was in her guilty pleasure – F.R.I.E.N.D.S. reruns. She had been waiting so long for an opportunity to try it. It was fun to get a taste of how the rich and famous live.
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        * * *

      

      When Jane and Kennedy reached the ballroom, they were amazed that it spanned two floors. A large spiral staircase separated the two, with black, purple, and orange decorations. A large chandelier hung from the ceiling, and a small gathering of guests dressed in an array of ornate costumes donned the dance floor below. A band was set up and playing from the main stage; they were all dressed in costume. Jane had been looking forward to seeing who the mystery band performing would be, but their costumes concealed their identities. Jane looked forward to figuring out who the singers were all evening.

      Jane and Kennedy stood at the top of the staircase, admiring the room. The door closing behind them alerted the other guests to their arrival; all eyes in the room drifted up to them, watching with beaming smiles as they descended the staircase of the far wall of the dance floor.

      The room was like nothing either of them had seen before. Surrounding the dance floor sat rows of tables filled with couples who were not ready to start dancing yet. As they drew further down the stairs, the decorations came into view. The mayor had worked her magic. The room was decorated like a haunted house. Pedestals scattered the room with performers dressed as ghouls and ghosts., jumping out at guests who got too close. Each performer twirled ribbons, buttons, or hoops, giving the guests a show like no other. Small glass cages scattered across the bar area filled with snakes and spiders. Kennedy hoped they were fake as she wasn’t too fond of snakes, nor Jane of spiders. It wasn’t until later that evening that they found out the local zoo had loaned the creatures out for the evening.

      “This is incredible,” Jane whispered to Kennedy. 

      “It’s like entering another world,” Jane awed.

      “I know, Mayor Porter has impressed me,” Kennedy admitted.

      Kennedy may have been reluctant to go to the party at first. But now that she was there, she found she was looking forward to the rest of the evening and was glad that Jane had insisted on them going. Kennedy admired the animatronics that flew around the room as the tech geek she was. Small drones were operating mechanical witches, ghouls, and ghosts. There really was something for everyone there that evening.
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        * * *

      

      As soon as they reached the bottom step, they were immediately greeted by a stranger dressed as Fred from the Scooby gang. Whoever he was appeared to have been waiting for them, tucked in the shadows of the stairs. He jumped out with such enthusiasm that both Kennedy and Jane jumped, startled before chuckling to themselves.

      “You guys look amazing,” he laughed heartily.

      “Arthur, you look incredible. All we need now is a Daphne and Velma. We have the entire Scooby gang,” Jane laughed, admiring how well Arthur pulled off the ascot and blonde wig.

      “Great minds shop alike,” Arthur beamed, showing off his costume. He was obviously very proud of his effort. “Scooby and Shaggy, a great combination. You both look fantastic.”

      Jane giggled back happily while Kennedy offered a proud bow. But, of course, Arthur would see right through their disguises. He was a phenomenal detective, after all.

      “This venue is incredible; it must be costing the city a mint to host such an extravagant ball,” Kennedy said, stepping aside as more guests descended the stairs.

      “Nah, everyone has chipped in. The fire department, the police, and other emergency services. We helped decorate and even paid for some of the snacks and cocktails. It’s nothing fancy, but we felt we should do our part,” Arthur replied.

      Jane and Kennedy nodded back, their eyes dancing around the room, admiring the show.

      “Madame Mayor has done us proud. We are all here to have fun. So come on, let’s have some fun,” Arthur laughed, heading off into the crowd.

      It wasn’t long before Jane and Kennedy lost Arthur in the crowd, but they had no doubt they would see him again as the night drew on.
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, the party was in full swing. The dance floor was full of dancing couples. A small selection of paparazzi had been let inside, closely monitored by the Mayor’s P.R. team.

      Many of the officers had invited friends to join the fun. Everyone had made an extra effort to disguise themselves—guests dressed as pirates, ghosts, vampires, and zombies. 

      The room was a mix of characters. While the Daniels’ admired the Halloween-themed costumes, Jane loved the extravagance of some of the more elaborate and glamorous outfits. There was a Cleopatra donned in heaps of gold and turquoise jewellery. A Mary Queen of Scots, a Joan of Arc, Greek goddesses, and movie stars. Even Mayor Clara Porter looked stunning, dressed as Marie Antoinette.

      The selection was truly unique. There was even another Scooby-Doo in the same costume. The only difference between Kennedy and the other Scooby-Doo was the shoes. Kennedy wore red Sabot-like shoes, pointed at the toe with a red leather-pressed bow and gold short metal studs, with a small heel so she could feel a little feminine in the dog costume. The gentleman who wore the same outfit had opted for emerald-green velvet slippers.

      I wish I had opted for slippers, Kennedy pondered.

      Kennedy rarely wore high heels. While she was steady on her feet, she much preferred an excellent pair of comfortable flat shoes. Despite the short kitten-like heel on her shoes, her feet ached as she danced the night away with her wife.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            MURDER UNMASKED

          

        

      

    

    
      Two hours later, the evening was still going strong. Everyone was having the night of fun, relaxation, and networking that the mayor had planned. The night was proving to be a huge success. The band played I Put a Spell on You, The Monster Mash, and other Halloween-themed songs between more upbeat tunes, giving the guests a night to remember. Jane thought it was even more fun when songs like Thriller were played, and everyone joined in dancing in unison.

      Jane and Kennedy danced the night away, and Kennedy made some new friends in the tech industry. Jane played off that she was annoyed Kennedy had brought her business cards. Secretly, she was proud that she had taken the initiative. 

      “I know I wasn’t overly excited about tonight, but I’m happy you made me come,” Kennedy smiled, kissing Jane softly on the forehead.

      “See, I told you it would be fun. I’m just nipping to the ladies’ room. Meet you at the bar when I get back?”

      “Sure. Strawberry wine?” Kennedy replied.

      Jane nodded back as she headed across the floor.

      Jane headed to the ladies’ room to freshen up her makeup and fix her hair. She smiled at her reflection and gave her wig a slight fluff up, and reapplied her makeup, beard, and eyeliner. She was preparing to head back to the party when she heard a woman’s distressed scream coming from outside. Jane’s heart pounded, her gut telling her something was amiss. The screams were not just those of a guest frightened by the night’s festivities. Her inner voice told her to stay in the bathroom. But her heart ruled her head, and she followed the screams.

      On the floor outside the men’s bathroom, Jane saw a sight that stopped her heart cold. Panic, pain, and heartbreak ran through her as she looked at the Scooby-Doo lying on the floor with a bloodied hole staining the teal dog collar. A woman dressed as Velma cradled the body, covered in blood. The mask was untouched and perfect. The painted eyes looked even more haunting now that the life behind them was gone.

      Tears streamed from Jane’s eyes as she launched herself at the body on the floor, clawing at the jacket collar.

      “Kennedy? Kennedy, what happened?” Jane cried.

      “Kennedy? Why do you keep calling my husband that?” the woman cradling the body and shot her an icy look, her voice laced with pain and anger as confusion filled her eyes. 

      Jane stood, staring down at the body. Scanning, she noticed the green velvet slippers. The body wasn’t Kennedy. Jane was suddenly racked with guilt. She felt relieved that the body lying dead on the floor wasn’t her wife. She felt awful for feeling that way, even though she knew it was a normal human reaction. Her heart went out to the woman rocking back and forth, holding her husband.

      “I’m so sorry…. you are right; that’s not my wife. I’m so very, very sorry,” Jane sobbed.

      She scanned the crowd that flocked towards the commotion, hoping to see Kennedy and ease her pounding heart.
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        * * *

      

      A small crowd of guests had gathered around the body, everyone curious about what had happened. Most thought it was all part of the evening—a show or a murder mystery, in fact. Shock quickly spread when realisation sunk in, and everyone was forced to admit someone had been murdered at the party. All too shocked and concerned to pull themselves away from the horror.

      “Hold it, folks,” boomed Arthur Gottfried’s voice.

      He pushed through the crowd, pulling off his ascot and wig and discarding them on a nearby table, instantly shifting from party mode to detective mode.

      “This is now an active crime scene. Many of you know what that means,” Arthur said, pushing the crowd back as several other officers rushed forward, surrounding the scene with yellow crime scene tape.

      “Only the M.E. and assigned officers are allowed past the yellow tape. So now everyone, please step back,” Detective Gottfried boomed.

      The guests knew what that meant. Many of them would be questioned and asked to go to the precinct to give a statement. Everyone at the party was now a suspect. The ballroom was locked down. No one was allowed to leave, and no one was allowed to enter until the scene had been examined.

      Meanwhile, Madame Mayor was none too pleased, “Who is this man?” she asked Detective Gottfried.

      “My husband, Judge Rainford,” sniffled the dead man’s wife.

      “My condolences, Mrs Rainford. Please, follow me. Let’s get you away from the crowd. Arthur, can I take her up to my suite?” the mayor asked.

      “I will assign officers to accompany you,” Arthur nodded.

      Even the mayor was a suspect until proven otherwise. Arthur was reluctant to let her or the wife leave, assigning several officers to guard the mayor’s suite, ensuring that they didn’t make a run for it or become the next target.
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        * * *

      

      As the judge’s identity flew around the room on the crowd’s whispers, speculation floated closely behind. Everyone assumed that the judge had been targeted because of his unflinching attitude towards prosecuting criminals and gang members. He had judged many high-profile cases that year alone, never mind the rest of his twenty-year career.

      Everyone sat, frustrated, scared, and agitated—a wonderful night ending in horror. The theme of the night, Halloween horrors, had come to pass. Fitting yet, ironic.

      As rumours circled the room, Jane’s mind began to wander, and fear gripped her heart. Her mind raced back to the recent incident with Kennedy’s car. The brakes had failed, and after inspection, they found they had been tampered with.

      What if Kennedy was the intended target? What would have happened if the judge had not been wearing the same costume? Could the two events be related? Jane panicked.

      Kennedy hadn’t seemed to make the connection; she had removed her headpiece and mask and undone her jacket and collar, giving herself a little more space to breathe, given the tense situation.

      “That costume was way hotter than I thought it would be,” Kennedy complained, fanning herself with a drink menu from one of the tables.

      Seeing Kennedy so calm settled Jane’s mind a little; perhaps she was overthinking things, but she still couldn’t help but worry, and she didn’t want to worry Kennedy until she had more evidence.
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        * * *

      

      The police gathered statements and CCTV footage from the hotel, staff, and guests. Then, as more and more suspects were cleared of any suspicion, the police began allowing people to leave. To most, the cause of death seemed obvious. But the medical examiner was confused about where the shot had come from. A bullet to the neck seemed straightforward, but not to Dr Albertson, who had been with the twelfth precinct for some eleven years.

      “You see, Lieutenant,” Dr Albertson began. “If the victim had been shot at close range, there would be burn marks around the wound even with a silencer. But instead, the bullet went right through, and it’s a particular bullet from the recovered shell.”

      Lieutenant Gilbert Evans stood waiting, listening intently to what the M.E. had to say.

      “It’s not your typical handheld calibre. It looks more like it came from a rifle. I will know more for sure once I get the results back from the lab. This does, however, mean that the shooter was at a distance and above the victim. I believe the forensic teams need to investigate the Juliette balcony and the Mezzanine landing above the stairs. Hopefully, the shooter left some evidence behind.”

      If the shooter was on the stair landing or the Juliette balcony, how had nobody seen them? An amateur would be caught in no time. And an amateur couldn’t have made a shot so accurate from so far away.

      “Thank you, doctor; I will get the team right on it. It’s going to be a long night,” Evans sighed, his mind racing.

      Is this shooter a professional? Arthur shook his head, pulled out a notepad, and began to scribble down his thoughts.
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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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