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      Penelope bounced on her toes, eager to keep moving along the sidewalk. Next to her, Brutus took an extra deep sniff of the rosebush.

      "If you poke your eye out, you're on your own," she warned. It was a lie and the mastiff knew it. Brutus flicked an ear and kept sniffing.

      The benefit of having lived over fifty years and having raised a child was the ability to both see and accept potential dangers, such as rose thorns near a mastiff's eye. Brutus hadn't injured himself all the other times he'd shoved his oversized nose into the depths of a thorny bush; there was no reason to think he would now.

      Other benefits of aging had skipped past Penelope. Her curiosity still led her into awkward situations on a regular basis, she ate funnel cake at the county fair every year despite knowing how much she would regret it later, and even though she knew Esther was manipulating her, she still couldn't resist the mystery of the other woman's texted instructions.

      Penelope didn't feel too bad about that last bit. Esther had been a kindergarten teacher until she'd retired. Anyone who could pass out scissors to dozens of small children and keep them from cutting off each other's hair had magical powers.

      Are you free 5-7? I'll explain when you get here. Bring Brutus.

      It was that last part that piqued Penelope's curiosity. Esther often invited her along on outings to restaurant openings, funerals, and Rose Garden Society meetings. But Brutus would be welcome at none of those places. And whatever was going on, it wasn't happening inside Esther's house. The mastiff had a healthy fear of cats; Esther had six of them. The last time Penelope had taken her dog inside Esther's house, even a steady stream of treats hadn't been enough to keep him from standing with his head pressed against the front door.

      Now, standing and waiting for the dog to finish sniffing… the suspense was killing her.

      Brutus finally maneuvered his bulk so he could lift his leg and leave a few drops on one particular leaf. When all four legs were back on the ground, he consented to amble forward two steps before stopping at the next rosebush.

      Penelope eyed the line of plants lining the sidewalk and calculated how much distance they had to cover. It was time for bribery. She held out the hand further from the roses. "Brutus, touch!"

      The mastiff backed out of the rosebush with gratifying speed, then leaned past her to press his nose to her outstretched fingers.

      "Good job." Penelope gave him a treat and walked forward briskly. She switched the leash to the opposite hand and extended her free hand in front of her. "Touch!"

      The touch command was a useful trick for the times when she needed to redirect Brutus's attention toward her, instead of a barking dog or someone delivering a package. It was also helpful when she noticed food on the ground before he got to it, but that happened so rarely, it didn't really count — Brutus's nose worked faster than her middle-aged eyes. In this case, Brutus was quite happy to give up on his leisurely sniff-and-stroll pace now that treats were involved.

      A block later, they found Esther waiting in her wheelchair in front of her house. "Right on time! Let's go." She pushed the lever forward, and her chair sped along the sidewalk.

      Penelope jogged to catch up, letting Brutus pull her along. The mastiff loved Esther, and not just because she slipped him food every time she saw him. Dogs responded to that kindergarten teacher's energy just like children. "Where are we going?" As Penelope came closer, she saw the drawing paper and baggie with charcoal stowed on Esther's lap. "The drawing class?"

      When the town had unexpectedly received a grant funding an artist-in-residence program, the Rose Garden Society had chosen the candidate least likely to cause controversy, settling on a French man whose whimsical paintings were hanging in galleries around the world. Esther had fought for a Vietnamese woman who quilted diaspora scenes, but the fiber artist had been deemed "too political".

      Penelope hadn't officially met the chosen artist yet. But the house Jean-Philippe Blanchet and his assistant were staying in had been a source of constant drama, making the inaugural year of the artist-in-residence program a complete success.

      To fulfill the requirements of the program, Jean-Philippe had to teach one class for beginners and one class for advanced students. Esther had joined the advanced class, which was life drawing using charcoal. Penelope, whose drawings had been known to inspire spirited debate of the animal-vegetable-mineral? variety in onlookers, had tried to sign up for the beginners' class. Esther claimed the class had reached capacity quickly.

      Jogging on a manicured lawn, Penelope watched Esther's face. "Did you lose so many people in class that you need extra students or something?"

      It wouldn't be the first time she'd been included in an event for the sole purpose of filling a seat. Most recently, she'd sat through a hilarious forty-five-minute reading from a detective novel by a local author for Esther's book club. Another member, Joyce, had accidentally invited noir novelist John Del Sol instead of celebrity chef John D. Sol and had been too polite to rescind the invitation. The other members of the group had read the novel's sample online and suddenly remembered longstanding prior engagements.

      So Esther had bribed Penelope and Jake with dinner and a bottle of very good wine to ensure she and Joyce wouldn't be the only two people present. The novel had been terrible and highly inaccurate — even Penelope knew that, and she hadn't had a career in law enforcement like Jake had. But watching Jake trying to keep a straight face while John Del Sol spoke about his extensive research had been far more entertaining than she'd had any right to expect. And the author himself had been good company when he'd stopped talking about his book.

      Esther halted her wheelchair long enough to look up at Penelope and laugh. "We might get away with that in an abstract art class, but life drawing? No." She shook her head and moved forward again. "Tara had an emergency and…"

      The noise of a passing car drowned out the end of the sentence, but Penelope thought she heard the word model.

      Shocked by the idea, Penelope stood where she was, staring after the speeding wheelchair. Model for a life drawing class? Really?

      She'd never been naked in front of strangers since that one time twenty years before when someone had walked off with her clothes and towel at the campground while she'd been in the shower. Not that she had anything against nudity, per se. But these wouldn't be random strangers. These would be people she saw regularly.

      Ahead, Esther slowed as she noticed Penelope had fallen behind.

      Penelope distracted Brutus from his examination of a fence and they jogged forward again. Could she do this? It was rather flattering that Esther just assumed she would have no qualms about getting naked in front of ten people she knew. Still… "Isn't Roddy in the class? This might make having him bag my groceries awkward."

      Frowning up at her in confusion, Esther asked, "Why would having Roddy draw your dog make things awkward?"

      Oh.

      Of course. They were going to draw Brutus. That's why Esther's text had told her to bring him along. Penelope exhaled in relief.

      Meanwhile, Esther's expression cycled from confusion through understanding to mirth as she figured out why Penelope had been reluctant. She laughed, her head dropping back. "Oh, my dear, you are the last person I would have model. Sitting motionless for twenty minutes? You'd be lucky to make it twenty seconds."

      Esther had a point. Penelope stared down at Brutus. Now that he'd had a walk, the mastiff could be relied upon to fall asleep quickly and stay that way for at least an hour. Plus, he was already naked. "And Jean-Philippe is okay with this?"

      "No idea." They began moving forward again at a comfortable walking pace. "If he isn't, we'll have to cancel class. There isn't time to get all the releases signed and notarized for another model, even if we had one. So it's either Brutus or we draw the cupcakes I baked for the after-class snack." She caught Penelope's glance at her cupcake-free lap. "I took them over earlier and locked them in the art supplies room before chair volleyball."

      "Very wise." They stopped at the corner and waited for the light to change. "What's Jean-Philippe like?" Penelope had delivered mail to the house where the artist was staying, but his packages had been a prosaic mix of art supplies and cartons of American snack food. For some reason, Penelope had assumed a famous French artist would receive exotic cheeses and wine, not chips and salsa, but maybe those had been for his assistant.

      "Both too French and not French enough to be real, but a decent teacher." At Penelope's quizzical look, Esther explained. "Toes have been the bane of my existence for thirty years, and he showed me a neat little trick that helped. But for all his accent… what Parisian drinks smoothies? And he doesn't smoke. I refuse to believe it."

      The light turned green. "So you're saying he's too healthy to be French."

      "No. Well…" Esther aimed her chair at the ramp going up to the sidewalk on the other side of the street and sped up. The last time crews had dug up the utility lines, they had tamped down the replacement asphalt by hand, leading to a gap waiting to trap anything with wheels. Penelope followed behind, ready to steady the chair if needed, but Esther clattered up onto the sidewalk without incident. "Maybe. I'm just saying I wouldn't be surprised if he was hiding his past. But if you decide to look into his background, wait until the end of the residency. I'd still like to get his input on knees."

      Penelope admired Esther's practicality as they went up the ramp toward the library. "I promise I won't aim Jake in his direction until you have the lower leg complete." Her husband's private detective business might be small, but she had no doubt he could get the dirt on smoothie-drinking, non-smoking Jean-Philippe in a matter of minutes.

      Not that Jake would investigate someone without a reason — he was currently juggling three clients, looking for a missing uncle, painting, and doll, respectively. The uncle had vanished with funds from the family business, the painting hadn't been seen since the clients had moved into assisted living ten years ago, and the doll was a hideous thing that Penelope thought had likely been thrown away or destroyed, though it was worth more than Jake's car.

      Roses perfumed the air around the building. Constructed in the decade the town was founded, the library had a grand air, with two stories overlooking a central courtyard and surrounded by a large rose garden. As the library's offerings had changed over the years and much of the catalog went online, the reference books had been consolidated to one half of the second floor, and the rest of the space given over to meeting rooms and teaching space. Every few years, the town council suggested erecting a newer, more easily maintained building in another section of town — which would, purely coincidentally, free up a large plot of prime real estate for development — but the Rose Garden Society had too much influence for the idea to move beyond quiet whispers.

      Esther stabbed the elevator call button.

      With a series of hisses and clanks, the cab appeared. It was an ancient hydraulic lift that had worked without fail nearly as long as Penelope had been alive. The door had an accordion grate that had to be manually opened, and the cab took nearly a minute to inch its way up to the second floor, but Penelope expected it would keep going for another decade or two. Which was good because the library didn't have any funds in the budget to replace it.

      When Penelope opened the grate, Brutus eyed the elevator car suspiciously, but as soon as Esther rolled inside, he walked in and sat beside her. Only then did Penelope think to check the weight limit.

      "We're fine," Esther said, interrupting her calculations. "This carries carts full of books all the time. And if we do get stuck," she added with a glint in her eye, "you might get a chance to go through the hatch in the ceiling."

      Penelope closed the grate and hit the button for the second floor. The elevator shuddered, then began its slow ascent. Brutus leaned against her leg. Looking at the ceiling, Penelope saw only a grid of lights. "How do you know it has a hatch up there?"

      "I don't. I just wanted to get moving." Esther narrowed her eyes. "We're nowhere near the weight limit, but if you thought about it too long, you would have taken the stairs and someone might have kicked you out for bringing a dog into the building. We really need a model for class." She lifted her chin. "Besides, if we get there early enough, I can get Jean-Philippe's help on some things before Joann shows up and monopolizes his attention."

      Penelope kept her face straight with an effort. Joann would try the patience of a saint, which, admittedly, neither Penelope nor Esther was. She had only herself to blame for the spectacle that had been her daughter's wedding, though Joann didn't see it that way.

      The elevator bumped to a stop, and they exited. After the cramped confines of the ancient elevator, the library interior was a spacious wash of light, with daylight streaming in from the special UV-blocking windows facing the exterior and the courtyard. The only reference librarian in sight was helping a patron; she didn't see Brutus pad down the hallway toward the art room. The sweet smell of decaying books made Penelope sneeze.

      Nobody else waited outside the closed door to the art room. "Looks like we made it here before Joann. Hopefully, you'll have the chance to learn how to draw beautiful knees today." Then Penelope considered Brutus's legs. "Or maybe not. Dog knees are really different."

      Esther ignored that and leaned past her to open the door. "Bon jour, Jean-Philippe," she called out as she went inside.

      Scents of clay, oil paints, and charcoal dust hung in the air. Ten easels had been placed in a loose circle around a rough wooden box in the room's center. Penelope shivered, thinking of splinters. Then she thought about how impossible the wood surface would be to disinfect and shivered again. Not that it would matter to Brutus, who regularly rolled in the most disgusting things produced by nature, but still. No wonder the life model had called in sick.

      Esther glanced at her. "It gets covered with a blanket that we wash every week."

      "I didn't say anything."

      After claiming her spot by dint of setting her sketchbook down on an easel, Esther raised her voice to call toward the back of the room, where a closed door led to the supply closet. "Jean-Philippe?"

      Penelope wandered the perimeter of the room, examining the abandoned sketches and paintings that littered every flat surface on the low bookcases lining the walls. To her untrained eye, they ran the gamut from something a child — or Penelope herself — could do, all the way to things that might hang in a museum. Next to her, Brutus sniffed the floor, fascinated by the olfactory art of the room. "Maybe he's late?"

      "No. That's his bag over there. He must be somewhere else in the library, or —" Esther abandoned her easel. "The cupcakes are out. Do you have hold of Brutus?"

      "Yes." Penelope tightened her grip on the leash. It was a sign of the quality of the smells in the room that he hadn't made a beeline toward the food. Brutus glanced up at her, then licked a spot on the tiles.

      Esther picked up the plastic container from the paint-splattered table shoved against the wall. "Let me put them back in the supply closet so they won't distract him."

      "Good move." Penelope crouched to stare at a clay creation that looked like a cross between a horse and a cow. "Maybe I could take a sculpting class."

      "And sit still long enough to do all the detailed work? Chainsaw sculpture might be more your style."

      Picturing that, Penelope smiled. It really would be more her style. She'd have to remember to bring it up to Jake when she got home. "They probably don't offer those classes at the library, though. Might be a little loud."

      The sound of plastic and cupcakes hitting the floor interrupted her reverie. "Penelope!"

      Penelope ran across the room, Brutus trailing behind her. At the entrance to the supply closet, she halted, taking in the scene.

      Over the years, the closet had become the epitome of the maxim "if you build shelves, stuff will fill them." Abandoned brushes, canvases, dried-up paints… Someone had even added a microwave and a tiny refrigerator, which Penelope had never dared open. The metal shelves were crammed full, leaving a narrow five-foot-long walkway in the middle of the room.

      Now, that walkway was taken up by a body.
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      Penelope stared at the prone body of a young man in a paint-stained white linen shirt, black jeans, and white sneakers. His pale skin had a gray tinge, and it was that color that jolted her back into action.

      "Call 9-1-1," she said, brushing past Esther's chair and using the metal shelves for balance so she could reach the man's head without stepping on his back. He wasn't moving. Behind her, she could hear Esther giving the dispatcher their location. Crouching down, she reached under and pressed on the man's warm neck. Blood rushed in her own ears, but she couldn't feel any movement under Jean-Philippe's warm skin. "I don't feel a pulse and he's not breathing."

      Esther relayed that to the dispatcher, then said, "She wants you to start CPR."

      There wasn't enough room for Penelope to flip him over in the closet, so she scrambled to the door, grabbed the cuffs of Jean-Philippe's jeans, and dragged him out into the room. As she rolled his limp body, she finally remembered the training from the class she'd taken. "Find a librarian, tell them what's happened, and have everyone with CPR training get in here." The paramedics would take at least ten minutes to arrive. Performing manual chest compressions wore people out quickly. Even firefighters switched to a new person every few minutes, and they were paid to stay in peak condition.

      Interlacing her fingers over Jean-Philippe's sternum, Penelope locked her elbows and bent at the waist, chanting along with the song to set a good rhythm.

      Stayin' Alive gave the perfect CPR beat, but Penelope was pretty sure Jean-Philippe was already dead.
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      By the time the paramedics arrived, Penelope's back ached and Jean-Philippe still didn't have a pulse. Four other adults in the library had assisted, which meant she'd been doing chest compressions for less than five minutes total, but she was exhausted. After the paramedics rushed out of the room, she sat down in the corner next to Esther, hugging Brutus.

      The other members of the life drawing class clustered by the door, speaking in hushed voices to newcomers as they arrived. A tall, thin white woman close to Penelope's age with short black hair seemed especially stricken. She'd been one of the people doing chest compressions, so maybe it was just exhaustion that had her slumped in a chair. There was something about her that looked familiar, but Penelope couldn't put her finger on it. Or maybe it was the cosmetic surgery — the signs were subtle, but definitely present. Penelope had noticed that when people had the standard fillers and injections, the results made their faces somewhat similar, no matter the starting point. It made everyone look vaguely like someone she'd met before.

      When the woman looked up, she caught Penelope watching her. "I came by to take pictures for the traveling exhibit brochures…" she started to explain. Then she blinked. "I need to let my husband know." Without another word, she got to her feet, shouldered her purse, and made a path through the students clustered at the door.

      "Where do I know her from?" Penelope didn't really care, but it was something to keep her from thinking about what had just happened.

      Esther shook her head. "I've never seen her before."

      They stared at the floor for another minute.

      "I don't think…" Penelope let the sentence trail off. There was no reason to say it aloud. Esther had to be aware that Jean-Philippe had probably been dead before they found him.

      "No. Probably not." Esther patted her shoulder. "But you did what you could."

      Brutus leaned in and burped buttercream-frosting-scented breath into her face. Penelope glanced across the room and saw the empty plastic container and no sign of any food. "How many cupcakes did Brutus eat?"

      "Two dozen. Paper wrappers and all." Esther was silent for a moment. "Well, minus one."

      They stared at the plastic debris on the floor, left over from the automated external defibrillator pads. Penelope hadn't remembered the AED existed, much less that the library was likely to have one, but a librarian ran up from the first floor with the device. After they'd attached the pads, it had said "no shock advised" in a weird robotic voice. Penelope had taken that as a bad sign, but they'd kept doing chest compressions anyhow.

      She tried to erase her visions of the unmoving body with memories of the artist as he'd been before. Full of drama, she thought, a figure larger than life. He'd once taken a bundle of junk mail with a shallow bow and a jaunty "Merci!" before returning to arguing with his assistant, a shy young woman in a ratty t-shirt who never made eye contact.

      And now, there was nothing left beyond debris on the floor from their futile attempts to resuscitate him.

      Penelope scratched Brutus's chest, sighed, and stood up. "I guess we should go." She felt oddly lightheaded, probably from the shock of it all. In a few minutes, she'd thrown away the trash on the floor and picked up Esther's cupcake holder. Brutus had thoughtfully removed all traces of frosting leftover when Esther had dropped them.

      Wrinkling her nose at the smell of mice coming from the supply closet, Penelope pushed the door closed. "We should notify maintenance there's a rodent issue."

      Esther nodded as they headed toward the elevator. "I'll call tomorrow. I'm surprised I didn't notice it when I dropped the cupcakes off earlier. But I was in a hurry then." She stabbed the elevator call button. "Let's go back to my place. You can call Jake to come over for moral support."

      Penelope stopped on the verge of complaining she was a grown woman who didn't need to depend on any man. Because the truth was complicated, and she could be a strong woman while simultaneously wanting the shelter of her husband. She worked to make a joke about it. "How about immoral support instead?"

      "That's a better idea. And where is your young man today?"

      It felt good to think about anything other than what had just happened. "He's back at the storage facility, going through records of who bought things at the unclaimed unit auctions." Dealing with the slipshod record-keeping was part of Jake's missing painting case. When Joe Sayo auctioned off the contents, the winning bidder's information was written on a slip of paper that went into his jacket pocket. Then, as Joe's wife tidied the office, she transferred anything in his jacket to the receipts drawer.

      Since the couple had been running the storage facility this way for fifty years, the "receipts drawer" and the paperwork associated with all the unit rentals now took up their own storage unit. Jake had been there every day that week. Penelope suspected everything would be perfectly ordered by the time he was done looking. "He thinks Yolanda and Eddie rented a storage unit when they moved out of their house."

      Esther nodded. "That wouldn't surprise me. Yolanda had a hard time with that move. But that house had steps everywhere — even from the living room to the dining room — and Eddie couldn't manage stairs without help."

      The elevator shuddered open. Esther rolled in. "I think we're due for a little extra something in our lemonade."
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      Twenty minutes later, they were seated on Esther's front porch, doctored lemonade on the table between them. Esther had a tray of tiny succulents to plant in miniature pots being given away to attendees at the charity auction over the weekend. While Esther handled the plants, Penelope filled the line of ceramic containers with potting soil.

      Penelope paused in dirt shoveling to take a sip. She coughed, feeling the liquid burn a path to her stomach. "You know I still need to take care of a few pets after this, right?"

      Another cupcake-scented burp came from Brutus, sprawled at her feet.

      Esther waved her concern away. "You're not driving. By the time you walk there, you'll have burned it all off. And unless I miss my guess, that's your young man coming down the street now. He can finish up for you, if necessary."

      Penelope twisted in her seat. Just the presence of Jake, with his general competence and well-worn laugh lines, loosened the tight band around her chest. She waved, then changed her mind and ran to meet him, Brutus galloping at her side.

      Being hugged by Jake was like being protected from everything wrong with the world — at least until Brutus tried to join in and nearly sent them all into the street. With a laugh, Jake hugged the mastiff and gave him a quick pat on the shoulder. "Sorry, buddy, this isn't a great place to wrestle." He slipped one arm around Penelope's waist as they walked back to Esther. "You okay?"

      "Yes." At Jake's raised eyebrow, she shrugged. "I'll be fine. I've just never had to use that CPR training before. Though I don't think it helped. Have you heard anything from the hospital?" Jake, as the former acting police chief, still knew all the first responders in town. He'd probably received multiple calls when people heard Penelope had been involved.

      "He didn't make it. Sorry." They walked up the ramp to Esther's porch.

      Penelope caught Esther's eye and shook her head.

      Esther sighed as she poured another glass of lemonade for Jake. "I was pretty sure he was already dead when we got there, but you never know."

      Jake sniffed his glass and blinked. "I guess this is appropriate for toasts."

      Esther raised her tumbler. "To Jean-Philippe. He had questionable taste in food, and I doubt he grew up in Paris, but he was an outstanding artist and an excellent teacher. He will be missed."

      All three sipped their drinks.

      Penelope waited until they had put their glasses back down and Esther was showing Jake how to transplant the succulents. "I wonder what happened to him." Grabbing another handful of dirt, Penelope turned to Jake. "They'll do an autopsy, right?"

      "It's an unattended death. Assuming his doctor hadn't diagnosed him with some terminal illness, then yes, they'll perform an autopsy." He delicately maneuvered an echeveria into a pot. "There's a good chance we'll never know what happened."

      "If there's any way to bend the data, they'll rule it natural causes," Esther predicted, adding another pot to the tray with more force than necessary. "The city's insurance will see to that."

      Jake looked between the two women. "We shouldn't jump to conclusions just yet."

      Penelope and Esther gave each other a significant look.

      Sighing, Jake changed the subject. "Do I want to know why Brutus suddenly smells like cake?"

      "Because while I was doing chest compressions, your dog ate nearly two dozen cupcakes." Penelope pushed the springy soil into the pot with her thumbs and frowned at Brutus. "Would have been nice if you'd left me one."

      Brutus burped.

      Handing the dirt-filled pot to Jake, Penelope winced. "We might need to let him out overnight. I'm sure it will all be fine in the end, but…"

      "But that end may be in the wee hours of the morning," Jake finished for her. "No problem."

      "Might as well take advantage of that mattress not letting you sleep."

      Jake gave her a smile that bared his teeth. "The mattress is fine."

      They frowned at each other theatrically for two seconds.

      Penelope rolled her eyes and handed the next pot to Esther. "He'd rather have sleepless nights than deal with the mattress store." It was an old argument, but there was no heat to it. At some point, Jake would either go mattress shopping with her, or she would give up and buy one on her own. She just didn't want to make a unilateral decision. Not that her husband would complain if she bought a mattress he didn't like, but she wanted one he could get a good night's rest on.

      Jake levered a tiny gasteria into the side of the nearly full pot. "I notice you don't have any trouble sleeping on it."

      "That's because a clean conscience is the best pillow." Grabbing another handful of dirt, Penelope crammed it into a pot. "Whereas you need a better mattress." In truth, she kept so active during the day that she was asleep the moment her head hit the pillow.

      "Children," Esther said, frowning at the two of them.

      Penelope sat up and snapped her fingers. "That's where I'd seen her before!"

      Jake raised an eyebrow and waited. Esther asked, "Who?"

      "The woman with the pixie cut. The one who did CPR with us. She was on the phone in front of Jean-Philippe's house last week. That must have been her husband arguing with Jean-Philippe."

      Esther nodded in understanding, because Penelope had told her about the scene. There was no point in having an artist-in-residence providing low-stakes drama if nobody heard about it, though Penelope and Esther did sometimes omit identifying details.

      The argument in question had been well worth describing, mostly for the sartorial details. The woman's husband was a dapper man in a white shirt and green velvet vest and trousers, who looked anywhere between thirty and fifty years old at a distance, but whose hands revealed his age to be closer to sixty when he
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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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