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      Persnickle and I shared a love of five inch stilettos; the only problem was I loved to wear them, while he loved to eat them. I awoke in my new house in Queensland after crashing fully clothed on the lumpy bed, only to find Persnickle, who was a wombat, and my familiar, nibbling on one heel of the most expensive shoes I’d ever bought.

      “Get off.” I shooed Persnickle away. I almost called him a little devil, but then I remembered the devil likes to wear Prada, not chew it.

      I struggled out of bed, grumbling, and said good morning to the great love of my life: my coffee machine. Persnickle, satisfied he’d chewed all he could chew, softly snored in the background as I made my first cup of the day.

      As I drank, I tried not to think about Thomas, my ex-boyfriend. Not only had he cheated on me, but he didn’t even have the good grace to grow a humpback and catch some horrible disease that made his skin go all purple, like all terrible ex-boyfriends should. It was the only decent thing to do.

      After one cup of coffee, things were starting to look a little brighter. At least I had slept in a bed the previous night rather than in the tent of the night before, and who would have thought that only the previous day I had tripped over a dead body, and a woman had tried to poison me? And I had been told small country towns were boring!

      I was a little on edge, so I made another coffee. The unpacked boxes that had arrived the previous day were piled high, and I figured it would take me a while to adjust to my new life in a small beachside town with a population of around two thousand. The week before, I had been living in a tiny apartment in a trendy, inner-city Melbourne suburb.

      I sighed. So much had happened in that time. I had caught Thomas, who also happened to be my boss, with Alexis, a real estate agent he had promoted over me. Thomas had promptly sent me to run his real estate office in Southport, on the Gold Coast in Queensland. The very same day, I discovered I had inherited the house in which I now was, on the condition that I live with a room mate for one year.

      I had bought the shoes as soon as I discovered all this. I don’t think anyone could blame me.

      The room mate turned out to be Persnickle, a wombat who, as my familiar, enabled me to see and communicate with ghosts.

      The house was in a small town on the ocean and was in a northern—and I mean northern—suburb of the Gold Coast. I sipped my coffee and counted myself lucky that I had a whole month off before I had to start work in Southport. If only my uncle had left me enough money to start my own business.

      The house was a bit of a mess, what with all the boxes stacked in every available corner, but it was mine. I had never owned a house before, and I had always loved the photos of the old Queenslander houses I had seen online. I just wasn’t so sure about the poisonous cane toads and the giant pythons that were said to live in this part of Queensland.

      I looked at Persnickle again. Oleander had left me a huge printout of do’s and don’ts for the care of wombats. On the top, in capitals, it said that wombats sleep most of the day. That suited me fine. Although I wasn’t a people person, far preferring the company of animals, I was pleased that I had made a ready friend in Oleander. She and her close friend, Athanasius, lived at the nearby retirement home.

      No sooner had I turned on the fan and the air-conditioning and leant back to rest my eyes, than my mobile phone woke me. I looked at the screen.

      “Oleander! I was just thinking about you.” I hesitated, and then looked at the time. It was nine already? I must have been tired.

      “Goldie,” she said urgently, “there’s been a death at the retirement home.”

      “I’m so sorry,” I said. “It must be hard for you, but given that everyone there is around the age of one hundred, I assume it happens from time to time. Still, I’m sure it doesn’t make it any easier.” I had no idea of the right words to say on such an occasion.

      “You don’t understand,” she began, but I interrupted her.

      “I said the wrong thing, didn’t I?”

      “You don’t understand,” she said again. “It was murder. And they think I did it.”
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      I hurried out the door as fast as I could, but not before I slipped on my four inch stilettos. I’d bought this pair in New York City when Thomas had flown me there. We’d gone ice skating at the Rockefeller Centre. I let myself wonder if he would take Alexis over there, but only for a minute or two. I wasn’t about to wallow in misery. At least, not while I was sober.

      Dashing to the car, I hoped Oleander had provided me with good directions to the retirement home. I figured it wouldn’t be too hard to find, given that the town had a population of fewer than two thousand people.

      Still, I was surprised when I found it. So far, all the buildings I had seen in this town, apart from the Queenslanders, were either ramshackle and in desperate need of repair, or were modern and glossy. I had expected the retirement home to be dire, but it looked quite fancy.

      The dry stone walls of the entrance gave way to an avenue of vivid purple jacarandas, and the lawns were well manicured. The buildings themselves—there were five in total, each more beautiful than the last—were brick and covered in romantic ivy vines, like something out of a movie. I imagined a man scaling the vines to whisper sweet nothings into the ear of the girl he loved, but then I remembered the ages of the people who lived in these buildings, and knew there was no scaling going on.

      Oleander had told me to park in the main parking area, and I drove past two police vehicles as I did so.

      I had expected Oleander to meet me at the entrance, but as there was no sign of her, I headed for the front door. The reception area was modern and inviting, although there was no receptionist at the desk. I saw a nurse talking to a police officer, so I hung back. When the police officer walked down the corridor, I hurried over to the nurse. “Hi, I’m Goldie Bloom. I’m a friend of Oleander Blanch’s. She called me and asked me to come over.”

      The woman frowned deeply. “Oh yes, the police just finished questioning her. She was here a moment ago.” She was about to say more when a young man strode into the room. He was tall and broad, with bright red hair and brown eyes, and smelt of sandalwood and vanilla. He gave the impression of being strong yet understanding, and for a moment I forgot all about the murder, because I was imagining us on a beach somewhere.

      “Hello, Dr Swan. This is…,” but the nurse did not get a chance to finish her sentence.

      “Call me Henry,” he said, offering me a freckled hand. “And who might you be?”

      “I’m golden,” I sputtered. “Goldie. I mean, I am Goldie.”

      I tried to shake the image of Henry massaging my shoulders as I sipped a Pina Colada. It was then that Oleander burst into the room. Her white hair was standing out in all directions, and her eyes were puffy and red.

      She took me by the arm. “Let’s speak in the garden.”

      “Henry,” I said as a goodbye. He saluted.

      Oleander all but dragged me outside. “I don’t want anyone to overhear us,” she said. She led me around the side of the building to a covered area, quite a beautiful courtyard, nicely paved and with tables and chairs under shade. Various potted plants lined the terraced area. I recognised the plants as Golden Cane palms, which were tall and dense and shielded us from any lurking nurses.

      Oleander opened her mouth, but then burst into tears. I patted her back awkwardly. “You said someone was murdered?” I prompted her, followed by, “Can I get you a glass of water or something?”

      “Coffee?” she whispered. “The police said I’m free to go, for the moment. Can we go to your place?”

      “Yes, sure, I’ll drop you back here later.” I knew she wasn’t suggesting going to a café, for the bizarre reason that it was illegal to serve coffee, or even consume it, in East Bucklebury due to an ancient by-law. I owned a plumbed-in coffee machine. That was the reason I had already proven immensely popular with some of the folks from the retirement home, and I had been here less than two days.

      Oleander did not speak again until we were inside my house. Persnickle was still fast asleep, snoring gently. He had not moved from his spot. I had the urge to blow a raspberry on his lovely warm wombat belly, but I doubt Persnickle would have enjoyed that. Also, somebody had just been murdered; my friend was the lead suspect, and I was under-caffeinated, so there were more important things at hand than annoying my new fuzzy room mate.

      “I’ll make some coffee and then you can tell me all about it,” I said, in what I hoped was a sympathetic tone.

      I remembered Oleander’s preference for a cappuccino from the previous day. I was good at remembering which coffee people liked. It was very important, after all. Soon the two of us were sitting in my living room, on my uncle’s old sofas, which were lumpy and smelt a little off. My own sofa was against the wall where the removalists had left it, and given that it was modern and only a two seater, it looked out of place.

      Oleander wrung her hands. “The victim was the Residence Manager, an absolutely horrible woman by the name of Ursula Hackles. They found her this morning. She was dead,” she added, somewhat unnecessarily.

      “And why do the police suspect you?” I asked her.

      Oleander sniffled into a tissue. “I had the most terrible argument with her last night,” she admitted. “Lots of people saw us.”

      “I’m sure the police don’t really suspect you,” I said doubtfully. “You would just be the most obvious suspect.” I regretted the words as soon as they were out of my mouth, but it was too late to take them back now. “What does Athanasius think about it?”

      “Basically what you said,” she said, “but you didn’t hear the way the police were questioning me. By the time they finished with me, I was almost convinced that I did it.”

      I waved a hand at her in dismissal. “Look, you, Athanasius, and I are all witches. Surely we can stop the police arresting you somehow, especially since you didn’t do it.” I paused, and then added, “Do you have any idea who did do it?”

      She shook her head without hesitation.

      “So there aren’t any other suspects?”

      She shook her head once more. “To the contrary, there are too many suspects. Probably anyone at the retirement home would have had a motive. Ursula Hackles wasn’t well liked. Do you remember Harriet Hemsworth?”

      “Of course.” I had met Harriet—and Oleander and Athanasius for that matter—the previous day. Harriet had been sitting next to me when an unpleasant young woman by the name of Laura had tried to poison me. Laura had informed me that if someone kills a sea witch, then they get the sea witch’s powers. I had two powers. Firstly, I could speak with ghosts, but only if Persnickle was with me, and secondly, I could affect the weather, such as causing thunderstorms when I was upset. I had no idea how to control that, though. Maybe I had other powers as well, but I wasn’t aware what they could be. I had only just found out I was a sea witch, after all. My mind went back to the matter of Harriet. “What about her?”

      “Poor Harriet is lactose intolerant, but that nasty woman put milk powder in her instant potatoes.”

      I held up a hand. “Hang on a moment. None of this is clear. By the nasty woman, I take it you mean the victim, Ursula Hackles?” She nodded. I pushed on. “So she was a cook? I thought she was some sort of manager.”

      Oleander nodded slowly. “She was the Residence Manager. That meant she was pretty much in charge of everything, the food, the nursing staff, everything. She was the one who told the kitchen what they could serve the residents.” Apparently, she noticed the confused look on my face, so she explained. “The retirement home has two sections, the assisted living, and the independent living. Athanasius and I are in the independent living section, and Harriet usually is, too. She injured her back recently and so had to go into the assisted care facility.”

      “She seemed perfectly fine when she was driving the bus yesterday,” I pointed out.

      Oleander drained the rest of her cup before looking up at me. “Yes, she was back in the independent living a week ago. We have our own units, fully self-contained—you know, kitchen, bathroom, living room, bedroom—but the residents in the assisted care section each have one bedroom with an en-suite bathroom. All their meals are provided for them. Poor Harriet got so sick after the first time she ate dinner there that she realised the food had milk in it. That was despite the fact she had clearly written on her menu that she was lactose intolerant.”

      “Surely that was a mistake,” I protested.

      “May I have another coffee, please?” was her only response.

      I stood up and headed for the kitchen, with Oleander hard on my heels. Oleander talked while I was frothing the milk, despite the fact I signalled to her that I couldn’t hear over the humming of the machine. After I handed her the cappuccino, we went back to the living room.

      “Sorry, I didn’t hear anything that you said. I forgot what we were talking about, anyway.”

      “I was telling you that it wasn’t a mistake,” she said. “Ursula Hackles was a terrible cheapskate. She didn’t serve real potatoes or pumpkin. It was instant potatoes, as well as instant pumpkin, and I’m sure Ursula Hackles added milk to them. Poor Harriet was so sick the first night, and after that, Athanasius and I had to take in meals for her.”

      I was horrified. “Why, that’s simply appalling!” I exclaimed. “Lots of people are lactose intolerant. Surely they don’t all get those disgusting meals?” I had the urge to arm myself with proper food and storm the retirement home, wielding a bread stick as a weapon while I dispensed proper meals to the poor old dears who were imprisoned—sorry, who were living there.

      “They do,” she said. “They would just have to eat the other things, like the partly cooked beans and the other horrible stuff they serve. Harriet said she had a piece of stale raisin toast for breakfast, and when she asked for lactose-free margarine, they gave her butter. Luckily, she did get some tiny pieces of fruit as well.”

      “But aren’t these places regulated?” I asked.

      “I assume they are, but the food in the assisted living section is dreadful.”

      I realised I didn’t even know how the victim was dispatched. “How was she murdered?”

      Oleander shrugged. “I have no idea.”

      “Who found her?”

      “I assume it was one of the nurses. Ursula Hackles, as the Residence Manager lives, oh, I mean lived, in an apartment at the retirement home. Perhaps one of the nurses went looking for her when she didn’t show for work. I really don’t know the details.”

      “And you said other people didn’t like her. Was it all because of the food?”

      Oleander shook her head. “Everyone hated her. Let me think. There’s Julie Medina, the Clinical Care Coordinator. She’s a very nice woman, but Ursula Hackles had her on warning. I don’t know what she did wrong exactly, but I do know her job was very important to her. She lives with her mother who is quite ill, but her mother grew up in East Bucklebury and refuses to leave town.”

      “So her mother isn’t at the retirement home?” I asked her.

      “No, Julie cares for her at home. I can’t see what other job Julie could get in a town as small as this, so if she loses her job, she would be between a rock and a hard place. I can’t see Julie murdering anyone, but then again, someone did murder Ursula Hackles.”

      “Can you think of any other reason why someone would want to murder her?”

      Oleander shook her head.

      “Come now.” I put a reassuring hand on her arm. “You can tell me. I’m here to help you, you know?”

      Oleander mumbled into her coffee.

      I couldn’t quite hear her. “Say again?”

      “I said Ursula Hackles took things.”

      “What kind of things?”

      “Possessions. Photographs. Blankets. Balls of yarn. To punish someone, she would take something of theirs and then lock it in a storage room. She carried this awful set of keys that always jangled at her hip to remind people to stay in line.”

      I winced. “That’s awful.”

      Oleander nodded.

      As I was thinking it over, Persnickle wandered into the room. He was making a strange sound, something akin to grunting. “He’s hungry,” Oleander said. “I’ll show you where his food is.”

      She had already shown me the previous day, but I decided not to point that out. I followed her into the kitchen, where she put some special wombat food into a dish and placed it on the floor. “Don’t we need to let him outside for a bathroom break?” I asked her.

      “He has a dog door,” she said, pointing to the kitchen door.

      I did a double take. I wondered why I hadn’t noticed the dog door when I had been locked out on my arrival in town.

      Oleander did not have a chance to respond, because her phone rang. She hurried back into the living room and fished her phone out of her giant handbag. When she finished the conversation, her face was white. “The police want me to come down to the station to make a statement,” she said, trembling.

      “Would that be Detective Grayson?” I asked. A rather irritating man, Detective Max Grayson was nevertheless strikingly attractive in a rugged sort of way, unlike my newly-ex boyfriend, Thomas, who was attractive in a pretty boy sort of way. Apart from Henry, Grayson was the only eye candy in the whole of East Bucklebury, as far as I knew. He was insufferable, although his jawline was amazing.

      “No, they were all uniformed officers this morning,” she said. “I assume I will be questioned by detectives. There was no sign of Max Grayson.”

      “Should I drive you to the police station?” I offered, all my thoughts of a slow and peaceful day unpacking and setting up the house flying out the window.

      “Yes, please,” she said. “Goldie, I know these cops are going to try to hang this murder on me. Clara Swan told me as much this morning.”

      I tried to process this new piece of information. “Who is this Clara Swan?”

      “Her son is Dr Henry Swan. You were talking to him earlier. He’s the one with red hair.”

      Pina Coladas on the beach guy. “I remember.”

      “Clara Swan was some sort of career criminal, back in the day. Now she’s well over ninety, but her mind is as sharp as a tack. She said I was going down for this crime. There’s only one thing for it, Goldie.”

      I didn’t like the way she said it. I had a horrible feeling it was going to involve me. “What, what is it?” I stammered.

      “You’re going to have to take Persnickle to the retirement home so you can ask Ursula Hackles’ ghost who murdered her.”
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      Oleander and I were sitting in the waiting room in what I had been told was the closest police station to East Bucklebury. It had been over an hour’s drive, and I was grateful for my GPS. Still, I had taken a wrong turn onto the M1 and had nearly ended up in Brisbane.

      The police station looked as though it had been built in the 1980s. The floors were of pale cream linoleum, which I thought a strange colour choice for a high traffic area, but then again it didn’t appear to be too dirty. The sliding doors were framed in brass with black grills on top of them. The reception area looked as if it had been upgraded in more recent times. Its chocolate brown bench seemed to be the colour of the moment, and its ivory countertop was possibly a failed attempt to match the colour of the floors. The faint scent of pine disinfectant and sweat hung in the air.

      The reason I was looking around at the decor was that I was exceptionally bored. We had been here a while, and no one had as yet summoned Oleander. I wondered if that was designed to intimidate her. If it was designed to do so, then it was certainly working. She twisted and turned in her seat, and wrung her hands at intervals.

      I leant across and was about to say something to her, when she spoke. “There’s no one else in the waiting room. Do you think I’m their only suspect?”

      I shook my head. “Of course not.” I tried to think of something reassuring to say. “They know about you because you had the argument with the victim, and I’m sure some police officers are at the retirement home right now finding out all the people who had reason to kill her.”

      Her face lit up marginally. “I hope you’re right.”

      I hoped I was right too, partly because I knew Oleander wasn’t guilty, but also because I did not want to take Persnickle to the retirement home. If another suspect showed up, then I figured I was off the hook.

      After what seemed an age, a tall young man emerged and introduced himself as Detective Sergeant Walters. He escorted a clearly unwilling Oleander down the corridor, leaving me in a worse state of boredom.

      I wasn’t bored for long, because a handcuffed man burst through the door, accompanied by two police officers who were doing their best to hold onto him. They managed to get him down the corridor only with some difficulty. After they disappeared, I was once more bored, so I logged onto a national real estate website on my phone.

      Five or so minutes later, I heard footsteps approaching and looked up to see Detective Max Grayson. I realised I was looking too pleased to see him, so I schooled my face into a more neutral expression.

      “Goldie!” he said. I thought he, too, looked pleased to see me, but that might have just been my imagination. “What are you doing here?” he asked me.

      “Oleander Blanch, from the retirement home, is being questioned. Right now,” I told him.

      He frowned, and then put the large cardboard box on the seat beside me. “Oh yes, the murder last night of Ursula Hackles. Why are they questioning Oleander?”

      Without responding to his question, I asked one of my own. “Aren’t you working on this case?”

      Something flashed across his face, and he said, “No.”

      I shrugged. “Apparently, Oleander had a terrible argument with the victim last night. She’s worried that she’s the only suspect.”

      He bit his lip and was silent for a few moments before answering. “I see,” was all he said.

      “Do you think the police think Oleander did it?” I asked in alarm. “I figured they were only asking her because of the argument, and then they’ll find more suspects later.”

      He continued to frown. “Yes, that seems likely.” He nodded to me, and then hurried out of the building.

      I had only met him for the first time the previous day, but his demeanour today was entirely different. I wondered what was going on with him. Then again, maybe it was nothing. After all, I hardly knew the man, but he did seem rather harassed.

      Nothing else eventful happened at the police station, and it was a good half hour before Oleander reappeared. She was still shaken. She hurried over to me and grabbed my arm. “Goldie, let’s get out of here!” She all but pulled me to the door.

      “Do you want to go for coffee? Or do you want me to take you straight back to the retirement home?”

      “Let’s have coffee, please,” she said in a trembling voice. “I can fill you in on what happened. I can’t face going back there right now.”

      “Any preferences for a café?” I asked her. “You know the area.”

      “I don’t know this suburb at all,” she said. “Let’s go to the first café we find. I’m feeling quite shaken.”

      Fortunately, there was a little café just down the road from the police station. It was bright, airy, and modern, and filled with plenty of natural light. “You go and find us a table, and I’ll order,” I told her. “What would you like besides coffee? Maybe a cake?”

      “I’m in need of something more substantial, if that’s all right. I’d kill for some air fried potato chips,” she said, and then slapped her hand over her mouth. “Luckily, the police didn’t overhear me say that!”

      I forced a smile. “Cake as well?”

      She shook her head.

      I ordered some air fried chips for myself, too. I was trying to lose weight, but I consoled myself with the thought that they weren’t deep-fried, simply air fried, and that sounded like it had a lot less calories. Besides, potatoes were vegetables, so they had to be good for me. That’s what I told myself, anyway.

      The man behind the cash register said he would have our coffees with us soon, but the air fried potato chips would take five minutes. I paid, and then found Oleander. She was sitting bolt upright at a table and chair set, rather than the deep, plush sofas on the far wall where I preferred to be sitting. Still, I could see she was in no fit state to take any recommendations.

      “They said the coffee would be right with us but the air fried chips would be about five minutes.” I put the number on the table in front of her. “What did the police say?”

      She put her head in her hands for a few moments before speaking. “It was awful. I really wanted to confess just to make them stop asking me questions. They asked me the same thing over and over again. They must have thought I was lying, or why were they trying to trick me like that?”

      I shook my head and patted her hand quickly. “I’m sure that’s routine. I watch a lot of cop shows, like NCIS, Murdoch Mysteries, and Midsomer Murders, and they often ask people the same thing over and over again. It’s just routine.” I did my best to sound reassuring. I really had no idea, to be honest.

      “They asked me what the argument was about, and I told them.”

      It dawned on me that I didn’t know what the argument was about, so I asked her.

      “I was complaining about the milk powder for people who need lactose free food,” she told me. “I was complaining about poor Harriet being so sick with the food. In fact, I was complaining about the food in general. And I can tell you, it didn’t go over well. Ursula Hackles took it as a personal insult.”

      “And is that all the police asked you?” I asked her. “You had to give them a word by word description of the argument?”

      She nodded. “Pretty much.”

      A waiter deposited our steaming mugs of coffee in front of us, and informed us that our chips weren’t far away. We thanked him, and Oleander continued. “They also asked me if I knew anyone else who had any reason to harm her, if she had any enemies.”

      “Why, that’s fantastic news!” I exclaimed. “See! That means they don’t suspect you, and they were looking for other suspects.”

      Oleander looked doubtful. “I suppose. Anyway, I gave them a long list of people who didn’t like her. I told them what happened with Harriet—not that I wanted to implicate Harriet, mind you—and I told them about Clara Swan who has a criminal past, and…”

      “What exactly was Clara’s criminal past?” I asked her. “Was she a murderer or something?”

      Oleander shrugged one shoulder. “Nothing like that, not as far as I know. I don’t even know if she personally was a criminal, but her husband was a Mr Big of a huge drug syndicate here in Queensland for many years. His name was Ignatius, Ignatius Swan. No doubt you’ve heard of him?”

      I shook my head. “No, I haven’t heard of him, but then again, I lived in Victoria, so I didn’t know much about crime this far north.” Henry’s father was a crime lord? I said silently.

      “60 Minutes did a story on him, though,” she protested.

      “I don’t really watch 60 Minutes,” I told her.

      She seemed disappointed. “Oh well, it was quite some years ago. You’re probably too young to remember it.”

      “Probably,” I said. “And what other suspects were there?”

      “There is Julie Medina, the Clinical Care Coordinator. I told you about her before. And then pretty much anyone who was living in the assisted care section, on that disgusting food. My goodness me, Goldie, the fees they charge for living there! You’d think they’d produce decent food for the inmates.”

      I laughed. “Aren’t they residents, not inmates? It sounds like they’re in jail.”

      She pulled a face. “They might as well be. Poor…” She let loose a string of words.

      “Goodness me, Oleander. I lived in Melbourne for years and didn’t hear language like that.”

      Her face flushed red. “I’m sorry. Have you ever heard the expression, ‘Words that make a sailor blush’?”

      I nodded. She pushed on. “You’re a sea witch, so you should be used to words sailors would use.”
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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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