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      Trust in him at all times, you people; pour out your hearts to him, for God is our refuge.

      

      Psalm 62:8
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            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      As with the previous books in this series, I took some geographical liberties with Indiana and created some new places. Georgia’s home of Wildcat Springs is a fictional town in Central Indiana, and Hidden Shores, Lake Hideaway, and Webster County in Northern Indiana are all products of my imagination.

      However, Lake Hideaway has some intentional similarities to Lake Wawasee, which is Indiana’s largest natural lake. I have many fond memories of spending time there every summer for the last thirty years.

      Finally, I also used some fictional license with police procedures to maintain the pace and flow of the story.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Lake Hideaway had always been a perfect place to—well—hide away, and the status of my ever-chaotic love life demanded that I escape to a safe haven.

      On a sweltering July evening, I was singing along with the Brooklyn Tabernacle Choir while driving my truck on the curvy, tree-lined road that looped the Northern Indiana lake. I spotted water shimmering between the colorful cottages on the vast western shore.

      Okay, so most of the cottages were actually million-dollar mansions.

      As if he sensed my anticipation over a much-needed vacation, my yellow Labrador retriever Gus wiggled in my truck’s passenger seat, and the window displayed his streaky, nose-print art.

      “Almost there, Gus.”

      He panted and thumped his tail against the seat.

      Spotting a brick sign, I turned in to Hideaway Acres. My friend Laura’s new home was located in this subdivision full of houses built along a channel that was a short ride to the lake. The quiet street circled a large common area with a playground and picnic benches. A few kids were swinging and zipping down the red curly slide.

      Laura had warned me she wouldn’t be home when I arrived but had told me I could get a key from the lady in the yellow house next door. I parked in Laura’s driveway, and as I shut off my truck, I eyed her two-story brick house that’d been painted a soft gray. Her front porch held an American flag and a hanging basket of purple and pink petunias.

      “Nice place, Gus.”

      He shimmied in response, and I figured he needed to relieve himself. Not only had it been a long ride, but I’d also stopped at a McDonald’s drive through, and Gus might or might not have stolen a couple of my French fries.

      I hooked his leash to his collar, and we got out. Even though it was well past seven, humidity lingered, and the sounds of giggling children punctuated the breeze. While Gus sniffed around the yard, I surveyed the neighborhood.

      A cottage with dark blue shake siding and a patriotic bunting hanging from the porch stood to the east. The neighbor’s house to the west was painted a buttery yellow, and the landscaping boasted an elaborate variety of flowers and cheerful garden gnomes. An open garage door displayed a black Explorer and a motorcycle.

      The high-pitched whine of an ice cream truck blasting “Do Your Ears Hang Low?” shattered the neighborhood’s peace. The kids on the playground scattered toward their houses, screaming, “The ice cream truck’s coming!”

      Of course there was an ice cream truck in this picture-perfect neighborhood.

      Gus finished his duty and stared at the approaching vehicle. Might as well indulge. After all, I was on vacation.

      The kelly green and white truck lumbered closer and stopped a few houses down. I gathered a few bills from my purse and waited with Gus next to Laura’s mailbox.

      “I want ice creaaaam!” a child’s voice screeched.

      I whipped around. A red-faced boy in fire-engine print swim trunks dragged a man with a five o’clock shadow out of the blue house and into the yard.

      “You already had a cookie.” The man wore khaki pants and a Thurston’s Marina T-shirt, and gray hairs fringed his temples.

      The kid stomped his bare feet in the grass. “I want a bomb pop.”

      Heaving a sigh, the man withdrew a few bills from his pocket and handed them to the boy.

      “Thank you, Daddy!” He darted across the street to the playground to join the other kids who were returning after bilking money out of their parents.

      The man leaned against a gray minivan with a stick-figure family of three decal on the rear window. He didn’t appear to notice Gus and me.

      A door slammed. “Keith Thurston!” A tiny blond woman wearing gray scrubs thundered onto the porch. “Don’t you dare tell me you’re letting him have ice cream!”

      Oh boy.

      “Just a bomb pop.” He didn’t look at the woman but kept his gaze fixed on the playground.

      “You always let him have his way.” She threw her hands in the air. “I’m done. I’m literally done! I can’t deal with this after working all day.”

      The man didn’t flinch at this pronouncement, and I suspected he’d heard those words before.

      “You think I’m kidding?”

      Seconds ticked by, and the only sound was the ice cream truck’s song, which had changed to “Pop Goes the Weasel.” New lyrics came to mind, and I choked back a laugh, though nothing about this was funny.

      All around the lake neighborhood, the wife’s rant reached the neighbors. The husband stood and took it all in. Pop—!

      She slugged his arm. “Answer me.” She tacked on a few choice words that made me want to bend over and cover Gus’s ears. I hoped the kids at the playground weren’t listening.

      “What’s there to say, Rachel? I never get it right.”

      “Fine,” she hissed. “As soon as Julian’s in bed, I’m out of here, and you can raise him however you want. First thing Monday, I’m filing for divorce.” She stomped into the house and slammed the door.

      My heart ached as my gaze fell on the kids across the street. Poor Julian. His world was about to be rocked. I said a silent prayer for God to help this young family.

      The ice cream truck, with a white, oval-shaped sign that read Clover’s Ice Cream, edged closer and parked at the playground. The kids swarmed around pushing and shoving to be first in line.

      As Gus and I crossed the street, the tin-panny music stopped. We hung back while a fresh-faced gal who couldn’t have been more than twenty-five hopped out and took the kids’ orders. She wore a white polo with a kelly green logo that matched the truck and denim cutoffs more like underwear than shorts. At least she was thin enough to pull it off. My legs would look like overstuffed sausages.

      When the kids had scattered, I approached the truck.

      “Smart,” Miss Underwear Shorts said. “Waiting for the coast to clear.” She glanced over my shoulder, and her golden-brown ponytail swung. “My ice cream doesn’t usually cause parents to have knock-down-drag-outs. But you see a little bit of everything.”

      “I can imagine.”

      “Cute dog.” She nodded at Gus. “Mind if I give him a biscuit?”

      “Not at all.”

      She reached in her truck, procured the treat, and tossed it at Gus, who snapped it up in one bite. He wagged his tail.

      She’d made a friend for life.

      “What can I get you?”

      I studied the menu. “Ice cream sandwich.”

      “Coming right up.” She retrieved the sandwich. “I haven’t seen you around. You new?”

      “Visiting a friend.” I held out my money. “Nice neighborhood.”

      “I make a killing around here with all these rich lake people who can’t say no to their kids.” She took my bills and made change.

      Interesting that she felt free to make that comment to me without knowing my background. “Never stand between a kid and his ice cream.” That should be Life Lesson #588.

      “For reals.” She dropped a few coins into my hand. “Just last weekend, this super rich guy over on Sunset Beach hired my truck for one of his teenage son’s fancy-schmancy parties.” She looked around and lowered her voice. “Those teenagers were ten times more immature than any five-year-old I’ve seen since I started this gig. They bought ice cream for a food fight.” She grimaced. “I made a ton of money, but I hate waste, you know?”

      “I get it. You own the truck?” I pocketed my change, twisted Gus’s leash around my wrist, unwrapped my ice cream, and took a bite.

      “Yep. I’m Clover.” She pointed to the sign, and I noticed a tattoo of a small, four-leaf clover on her right wrist.

      I swallowed. “I’m Georgia, and I grew up on a farm, so this is my first experience with an ice cream truck.”

      She arched a perfectly shaped eyebrow and gazed at me as if she weren’t sure if I was telling the truth. “Wow . . . that’s . . . super sad. Happy to be of service.” She hopped back in the truck and saluted. “See ya.”

      I took another bite of ice cream and watched the truck mosey around the neighborhood loop before turning onto the road that circled the lake.

      “Yoo-hoo!”

      I flinched and nearly choked on my ice cream. I turned toward the sound, and a pudgy woman in a Notre Dame T-shirt waved from the yellow cottage’s front porch. She pressed a fluffy gray cat to her chest. I’d heard that sometimes people looked like their animals, and in this woman’s case, that was true. Like her cat, she had wispy gray hair and scrunched up features.

      Life Lesson #11,899: Always adopt a cute pet.

      “Georgia?” she called.

      “Yes, ma’am.” Gus and I crossed the yard.

      “Howdy! I’m Sheila Thurston, and this is Pickles.” She looked at her pet and held out a key. “I thought you might need this. Beautiful dog.”

      Gus inched closer, and Pickles eyed him with disdain.

      “Thanks.” As I took the key, a bit of vanilla ice cream dripped onto my hand.

      “Don’t let me stop you from eating.” Sheila’s gaze lingered on my ice cream sandwich with an intensity that rivaled Gus’s longing.

      No worries. I licked the drop from my hand and took another bite.

      “Enjoy it while you’re young. Someday you’ll be post-menopausal, and your metabolism will go AWOL.” She tugged her T-shirt hem over her hips. “But you’re tall, so your extra pounds have plenty of room to spread out.”

      Merciful heavens. This conversation had taken a wrong turn into Awkwardville.

      “But you’ve got years before you have to worry about that,” she said. “Laura tells me you’re a farmer. How’s a pretty girl like you get into a profession like that?”

      Yikes. “My dad and grandpa farmed, and my brother wasn’t interested.”

      “You married?”

      “No, ma’am.”

      “Boyfriend?”

      “Dating a great guy.” I finished the last of my ice cream and crumpled the wrapper into a wad. For now. I pushed Hamlet Miller out of my mind.

      “Good for you. My husband of thirty-seven years passed away two years ago. I’m finally feeling alive again. Pickles has helped. We rescued each other.”

      “I’m sorry for your loss.”

      “Thanks. It was his time because he was suffering from cancer, but that didn’t make it any easier. Now, tell me how you know Laura. I tried to ask her, but she didn’t have time to chat. She’s one busy lady. I’m not sure how she makes time for that boyfriend of hers, but I’m not sure that’s a bad thing.” She pressed her fingers to her mouth. “There I go again. Giving my opinion where it’s not needed or wanted. My son tells me all the time to stop, and it drives my daughter-in-love crazy, but I can’t help myself. Do you ever have that trouble?”

      I wanted to answer, but I wasn’t sure which question to tackle first. It wasn’t often that someone had me beat in the babbling department.

      “I apologize,” she continued. “I’ll let you draw your own conclusions about Laura’s beau, but I’d like to state for the record that she can do better. How do you know Laura?”

      “We went to the same elementary school and have been friends ever since.” That was the short version.

      In truth, Laura Patterson moving to Wildcat Springs in the middle of fifth grade had been an answer to my prayers after my former best friend Sarah Beckmann had decided being buddies with a gawky music nerd, whose other pastime included following her daddy around the farm, wasn’t so cool. She’d dumped me for Gina Conyers, and they’d remained besties until Gina stole Sarah’s boyfriend not long after high school.

      “Isn’t that sweet,” Sheila said. “I hope you have a good visit, and don’t let the drama next door bother you.”

      “Oh?” Listening was currently my friend, and I wasn’t going to risk saying more than I should.

      “You’re a polite one, aren’t you? Don’t deny you heard Keith and Rachel’s argument. I saw you watching.” She petted her cat.

      “I was waiting on the ice cream truck.” Why, oh why, did I feel the need to offer an excuse to Mrs. McNosy?

      “I didn’t mean anything by that, but my daughter-in-love’s screeches are hard to miss. If she follows through and leaves, my son and grandson will be better off.”

      Whoa. And yet she still called Rachel her daughter-in-love. Weird. In my head, I could hear my friend Brandi admonishing against gossip, and she’d be right on.

      “Keith’s been miserable ever since Rachel got pregnant, and he felt like he had to marry her. She was too young and wasn’t ready to be tied down.” Sheila flicked her gaze toward the house. “I say she’s been having an affair. But listen to me. Chewing your ear off when you’d like to go in and relax.” She looked past me and pointed. “There’s Laura now.”

      She waved as Laura’s black Camaro stopped in the driveway. “You girls have a nice visit.” She and Pickles returned to the house.

      “Georgia!” Laura squealed, clopped across the cement driveway in her pink high-heeled pumps, and held out her hands for a hug. “It’s so good to see you. I have sooo much to tell you!”
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      Laura’s house had a screened-in porch facing the channel in her backyard, and the opposite side of the waterway was tree lined, making for a peaceful view. She’d painted the porch walls and beams a creamy white and decorated the gray wicker furniture with cushions in a blue fish print. A ceiling fan whirred, stirring the humid air flowing in through the open windows.

      After Laura changed out of her gray power suit into navy shorts and a sailboat-print tank top, we curled up on the opposite ends of the sofa facing the water. Gus snoozed next to the door that led to the patio. Apparently, the trip had exhausted him.

      “What’s your news?” Thanks to Sheila I had a pretty good idea what Laura was about to tell me, but I didn’t want to let on.

      Laura twisted her wavy black hair into a bun, secured it with a clip, and propped her feet on the coffee table. Her bright blue eyes were framed by dark lashes that I’d been envious of for years. My lashes were of the pale variety that needed globs of mascara to even think about showing up.

      “I’ve met the one.”

      “That’s wonderful.” I didn’t have any trouble looking surprised, considering this information carried a twist I hadn’t been expecting. “I need details.”

      “His name’s Tommy Ferraro. He’s handsome, and he’s a golf pro at Hideaway Country Club. We met last fall when I was visiting my parents, and he’s part of the reason I moved here.”

      Even though Laura’s well-to-do parents had moved to Lake Hideaway not long after we’d graduated high school, I’d been a little surprised she’d relocated. That was one mystery solved. “I’m glad to have you back in Indiana.” I flicked my honey-blond braid back and forth between my fingers and considered the most important question of all. “Is Tommy a Christian?”

      “Oh yes.”

      But she said it a little too quickly. Maybe I was imagining things since Sheila had already shared her thoughts about Laura’s boyfriend. Why should the opinion of a gossipy neighbor matter when Laura seemed happy?

      “I can’t wait for you to meet him.” She clasped her hands, reminding me of the kids who’d been waiting on the ice cream truck. “He’s on his way now, and we’re going for a sunset cruise around the lake.”

      “That sounds perfect.”
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      I promised myself that I’d keep an open mind prior to meeting Tommy Ferraro, but we weren’t even out of the channel and onto the lake before I was on Team Sheila regarding his suitability as a potential mate for my childhood buddy.

      I had three reasons.

      First, he looked me up and down upon his arrival, and his squirrelly eyes had lingered a little too long on my chest, in spite of the fact I was wearing a modest and rather boring green-striped T-shirt. He wasn’t bad looking, though his slicked-back hair was receding, and he was a few inches shorter than me.

      Second, he wore a thick gold chain around his neck, and that item of business shouldn’t need further explanation.

      Third, he’d winked and told Laura, “Baby doll, I’ll drive the boat. I’d hate for you to be gabbing so much you don’t watch where you’re goin’ and crash into somebody’s pier.”

      My friend, who was an accomplished and fully capable attorney, gave him a kiss and told him how wonderful he was for looking out for her. It was at this point that I’d begun to wonder if I was dealing with Stepford Laura.

      At the very least, my visit was going to be interesting.

      Tommy eased the speedboat past the bobbing orange buoys welcoming us onto the lake that spanned over three thousand acres. I scooted to the edge of my seat, trying to get my bearings and remember all the landmarks I’d learned through the years while visiting Grandma and Grandpa Smith. After he and Grandma had died, Mom and Aunt Janie had sold their cottage, and I hadn’t been here since.

      To the south, the small village of Hidden Shores was nestled along the lake’s edge. Grandma and Grandpa’s place had been on the outskirts of town. To the north, there was a large marsh, Smith Bay, Calloway Cove, and a winding channel that led to Little Hideaway, a tiny fishing lake with a few inhabitants and where motorboats were only allowed to idle.

      Because we had some time before sunset, Tommy zoomed across the choppy water at full speed. Laura was sitting next to him but faced me in the back. She tried to tell me something, but when I couldn’t hear her, she grinned and shook her head.

      As water splashed my face, I spotted familiar majestic homes lining the lake’s shore. White piers with flagpoles jutted into the water, and American flags waved. People also pledged their allegiance to their favorite colleges—and Purdue and IU flags dominated.

      My mind strayed, and I wished Hamlet could be here with me. It’d be fun sharing my memories with him, but lately, he was wrapped up in his own ambitions, and I wasn’t sure what that meant for us as a couple.

      Refusing to dwell on him, I turned my attention to the boats squeezing in water time before sunset. We passed a pontoon towing two screeching kids on a tube, and a guy on a personal watercraft buzzed past, a rooster tail spraying a stream of water behind him.

      Tommy slowed as we reached the middle of the lake that had an optimal view of the sunset. He cut the engine, and we floated, the water lapping against the hull. Since there weren’t boats nearby, he didn’t drop an anchor. He moved over to Laura’s seat and snuggled with her. She gazed at him with adoring eyes.

      I was being too judgmental and needed to give him a chance. If Laura thought he was wonderful, then I’d keep an open mind.

      “What do you like most about being a golf pro?” I asked Tommy.

      “I meet some fascinating people.” He squared his shoulders. “I played with Byron Collins and the governor of Michigan today.”

      Laura turned to me. “Byron Collins is the mayor of Hidden Shores.” She swatted Tommy playfully. “I’ve heard Governor Milton is thinking about running for president. That’s exciting, Tom-Tom. Hobnobbing with power players.”

      Tom-Tom? Someone send a barf bag.

      “Governor Milton’s parents have a place on Hideaway, so he plays our course when he’s visiting,” he said. “Byron invited me to join them. I gave Darwin a few free tips about his swing and—”

      “So you’re on a first-name basis with the governor?” Laura gushed.

      Tommy winked. “Yep. Darwin had one of his most awesome rounds ever.” He sounded proud of himself, which was clearly his standard operating procedure.

      “Good for him.” I didn’t love politics—or golf.

      “You play, Georgia?” Tommy asked.

      “No.” Chasing a ball around a green pasture was dumb, but I couldn’t insult this man’s life work no matter how smarmy I thought he was. “I’m not athletically inclined. Just ask Laura.”

      “Unless I was team captain, she was always picked last in PE.”

      Thanks for dredging up that little factoid.

      “True story.” I fixed my gaze on the horizon, where the sun cast glistening orange light over the lake. Wispy clouds fluttering above the tree line took on a pink hue.

      “Tell you what,” Tommy said. “If you and Laura wanna hit balls at the driving range sometime this week, I’d be happy to give you some pointers.”

      I pictured him trying to cop a feel while adjusting my swing. No. Thank you. “We’ll see if it fits into our schedule.” I hoped Laura would take my polite hint, but the way she’d turned all googly eyed over her boyfriend, I couldn’t be sure my extremely intelligent friend was functioning at full capacity.

      Why did Hamlet have to be wrapped up in rehearsals? I could’ve used a protective detail right about now, and one icy look from my boyfriend would settle Tommy. Hamlet might be lanky, but he was tough.

      “Georgia water skis,” Laura said. “So she does do something athletic.”

      “There’s an amateur water-skiing competition later this week. You gonna participate?” Tommy smirked as if he already knew the answer.

      “You never know. I might surprise you.” Who was I kidding? It’d been years since I’d skied.

      “How about I come over early tomorrow morning, and we take the boat out before it gets busy?” he asked. “You can brush up.”

      There was no mistaking the challenge in his voice.

      Laura pressed her hand to his chest. “Baby, that’d be awesome.” She turned to me. “The water’s like glass at six thirty.”

      “Six-thirty?” My eyes bugged. I wasn’t a stranger to early morning farm work, but this was supposed to be my vacation. My family had never gotten up early to ski, and sometimes it took us until early afternoon to even make it out on the boat.

      “You can take a nap to catch up on your beauty sleep later.” Tommy winked.

      I was trying to like Tommy, but he was making it so . . . difficult. I produced a fake smile. “I guess we’ll see you bright and early.”

      “Perfect. I’ll bring coffee and donuts,” he said.

      It’d take a gallon of coffee to offset a dose of Tommy Ferraro at the crack of dawn.
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      After sunset, we returned to Laura’s house, and Tommy stuck around until almost midnight droning on and on about all the supposedly famous people who played golf at Hideaway Country Club. After he left, Laura and I had been too tired to engage in serious gabbing, so I made my way upstairs to the spacious guest bedroom with an attached bathroom.

      The room was painted a pale blue and overlooked the channel in the backyard. A rustic, metal headboard framed the queen bed, and flowered pillows accented a crisp white comforter.

      A perfect place to relax and forget my troubles.

      While I tossed the pillows on a gray armchair in the corner, I thought back to the sunny afternoon a couple of weeks earlier when Hamlet had called and told me he’d wanted to come over because he had exciting news.

      While Gus snoozed in his crate, I’d made lemonade from powder—because this girl didn’t keep lemons on hand. I was carrying the glasses onto the back porch of my farmhouse when Hamlet arrived.

      His handsome, chiseled face displayed a broad grin, and his lanky frame was taller than mine—which I appreciated because I towered over a lot of men.

      I put the glasses on the table beside the wicker loveseat. “I had a domestic moment and made lemonade.”

      “That sounds refreshing.” He drew me into his arms and gave me a quick peck on the lips. “I had the most wonderful thing happen today.” He squeezed my hand.

      “What’s that?”

      “I was cast as Professor Harold Hill in The Music Man at Bell’s Dinner Theater.” His blue-gray eyes shone.

      I blinked. “Congratulations! You’re perfect for the part.” I threw my arms around him, and he picked me up and spun me around. “Why didn’t you tell me you auditioned?” He’d spent four years after college acting in theater productions all over the country and had recently returned to Wildcat Springs to focus on flipping houses.

      “I didn’t tell anyone,” he said. “I wanted it to be a surprise.”

      He’d succeeded.

      “Lately I’ve been thinking how much I’ve missed acting, so I decided to audition. It feels wonderful to know I’ll be on stage again.”

      “When does the show open?” I asked.

      “August, so I’ll be very busy these next few weeks.”

      “Let’s sit. I want to know all about it.”

      “I’m sorry. I can’t stay because I need to get to our first rehearsal.” He drained the lemonade in a few gulps and set the sweaty glass back on the table.

      “Okay.” This whirlwind visit was making my head spin as I tried not to worry about what this new development could mean for our future.

      “Thanks for the lemonade.” He kissed me and then headed for his truck. “I’ll call you tonight.”

      As I watched him drive away, I tried to figure out what’d happened to the attentive man I’d been dating. His absentmindedness had gotten worse as time passed, and he became even busier, juggling his rehearsals and construction work.

      When Laura had invited me to her new house, I’d jumped at the chance. My best friend Brandi was visiting World War II historical sites in Europe because of a teacher appreciation grant that she’d won. My other best friend Ashley had traveled to Michigan for a family reunion with her boyfriend—my cousin J.T.

      I plopped onto the bed hoping the new scenery and time with an old buddy would give me a new perspective—if Tommy butted out long enough for Laura and me to have some peace.
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      Even though I hadn’t acquired a coffee-guzzling habit until college, Laura knew about my caffeine addiction. When I stumbled out of her guest bedroom the next morning, two travel mugs waited in the kitchen, filled with the coffee Tommy had brought. Gus wasn’t a morning dog, and when I put on his life vest, he didn’t even fight me.

      I snagged some towels, picked up my mug, and led Gus outside. When I shuffled across the dewy grass, my feet slipped back and forth over my flip-flops. Even though it was early, the humidity hung in the fishy-smelling air. Gus bounded ahead to the boat where Tommy was loading in the life jackets, skis, a kneeboard, and a wakeboard.

      “Hey, boy!” Tommy scratched Gus’s head.

      Gus sat beside the boat and looked back at me as if he weren’t sure how to proceed. Or he wasn’t a fan of Tommy. I helped the dog on board, and I took my spot in the stern while Gus sniffed the bow.

      A bare-chested Tommy eyed my shorts and T-shirt. “You wearin’ a swimsuit under all that?” He straightened his shoulders as if he wanted me to admire his hairy pecs. And, yes, he was still wearing the gold chain.

      “Yep.” I lifted the edge of my shirt, so he could see a teeny-tiny sliver of my red one piece. I didn’t own a bikini, but if I did, it would’ve stayed safely tucked in
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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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