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      Elizabeth sat comfortably in the back seat of her father’s Cadillac staring out the window as she listened to her parents lovingly bicker back and forth.  Visibility was weakened due to the falling snow. No one was happy to return to Ohio earlier than expected, especially with the first winter storm arriving so soon.

      Sighing as she placed her head on the headrest, she could hear slight frustration in her mother’s voice. “Desmond, all I’m saying is, James could have been more understanding. There is no reason you could not have handled this through a video conference with the client. Four more days and you would have been back in the office. We’re on vacation, Des.”

      “Marybeth, I’ve tried to explain it to you and I’ve apologized. What more would you like me to do?”

      “Frankly? I’d like you to sell your portion and retire. Elizabeth needs us.”

      Rolling her eyes, Elizabeth chimed in. “Mom, please don’t bring me into this.”

      Her father grunted. “Elizabeth will be fine. She’s a Strong.”

      Perking up in her seat, she reminded her parents, “Hello! I am right here, you know?”

      With concern in her voice, Marybeth said, “Des, you might want to slow down dear. Des, slow down, please!”

      Moving to the center of the backseat so she could see better, Elizabeth questioned her parents, “What’s going on?”

      Her father pressed on the brakes repeatedly before he began to panic. “The brakes aren’t working!”

      There was desperation in her mother’s voice as she braced herself. “Desmond? Des-mooond!”

      In slow motion, Elizabeth witnessed the vehicle slide sideways into a pile of snow covered, mangled metal in the middle of the highway. Her head violently swinging forward then back again. The gut-wrenching sound of the shattered windshield rang in her ears as shards of glass flew through the car towards her face like glistening chunks of ice, mixed with flakes of snow. With the first slice of her skin, she woke abruptly, her fingernail catching her cheek as she swiftly pushed her sleep mask from her eyes to her forehead. “Mom!” she screamed looking for comfort.

      The cold air shook the windows. Elizabeth squinted at the clock on her nightstand. 7:10 am. She’d overslept. “Shit!” With no time to feel sorry for herself, she flung the blankets off her body, leapt out of bed, and ran to the coffee pot. It had already shut itself off.  She poured the brewed coffee back into the water well and turned the pot back on before hustling to the bathroom. Pinning her long blonde hair into a clip, she quickly rinsed herself in the shower.

      Shivering as she dried herself off, she pulled a white sailor sweater over her head and jumped into a pair of skinny khakis before brushing her hair and placing minimal makeup on her face. Her toes began to cringe at the cold tile floor, making her dash to the bedroom for a pair of warm socks and her ankle boots. Ready in record time, she poured herself a cup of coffee into a to-go mug, threw on her pea coat, grabbed her bag, and headed out the door.

      The dead leaves rattled between her feet as she ran to the car. Jumping in on the driver’s side, she turned the key to the ignition. The engine struggled, making her pump the gas pedal a couple times. “Come on baby, not today.” The reality of the nightmare seeping back into her mind, tears began to well in her eyes. Please not today, please not today, she silently begged as she took a deep breath. As the engine started to rev, she nailed the gas pedal again and switched the heater on high with a sigh of relief. After giving the old car a chance to heat up, she headed to downtown Silverton, Ohio. Driving well over the speed limit, she made it to the office with minutes to spare.

      She hustled into the building towards the elevator. It was currently on the fifth floor. While she was waiting, she began to smell White Diamonds wafting through the air. Rolling her eyes, an older lady from the tax map office walked up beside her to wait. “Good morning!” she said with enthusiasm. The scent of the perfume began to choke Elizabeth. Afraid of opening her mouth, she smiled and nodded at the woman, wondering if she would be able to hold her breath to the second floor where the lady would exit. It didn’t matter, the stench would last until lunchtime.

      Reaching the top floor, she exited the elevator taking in a deep breath and rushing to the front lobby of the office. Andrea smiled at her from behind the bulletproof glass and didn’t hesitate to buzz her in. Feeling a little less stressed, she slowed her pace a bit. Walking past Peggy Cabot’s office, a wave of dread washed over her as she heard Peggy call out, “Elizabeth?” Stopping dead in her tracks, Elizabeth closed her eyes and breathed in deeply. Shit! This morning just keeps getting better.

      As she opened her eyes, she took a couple steps back into Peggy’s doorway. Before she could speak, Peggy cocked her head with her nose in the air and said, “Nice of you to join us.”

      China sat in one of the chairs in front of Peggy’s desk, her legs crossed and nicely manicured hands set neatly atop her knees. She was careful not to catch Elizabeth’s eyes for fear of giving a rude look that Peggy might witness.

      It suddenly came back to her the email that was sent out the previous afternoon requesting a morning meeting. “Sorry, had a little car trouble. Just let me set down my things?”

      Crossing her hands in front of her, Peggy’s face was stiff. “Sure, we’ll just wait on you.”

      Clearing her throat, China chimed in. “You know, I actually think I left a file in my office. I’ll be right back.”

      Peggy huffed as she heard their whispers down the hall.

      Elizabeth looked at China and shook her head. “God, can she be any worse?”

      Flinging a piece of her bangs out of her eye, China said, “Try sitting in her office in complete silence for five minutes while she checks her watch continuously.”

      “Ewe. Sorry. I really did have car trouble. After I woke up late.”

      “Whatever you do, don’t tell her that. I think I need to visit the little-girls room, make her wait a few more minutes.” She laughed.

      Elizabeth giggled. “You’re terrible.”

      Reaching her office door, China looked back and winked at her friend. “Hey, somebody’s gotta keep the balance.”

      Elizabeth set her things on her desk, took off her coat, and gathered her docket before returning to Peggy’s office. As she sat down Peggy sarcastically asked, “All set or do you need more time to prepare?” Attempting to peek out the door she further inquired, “Where did Mia go?”

      Trying not to show her frustration, Elizabeth shrugged her shoulders. She laughed to herself at the fact Peggy was still forced to call China by her real name. An agonizing minute later, they could hear China’s clogs coming down the hall. She sat down and shook her highlighted brown hair back from her shoulders. “Whew! Sorry, the coffee is flowing this morning!”

      Peggy wasn’t the least bit amused. Her cold brown eyes slowly moved from China’s face down to her desk, focusing on the docket in her hands. “So, as you’re both aware, today I’ll be taking over all the cases that have been moved from municipal court to common pleas. We have grand jury coming up in a few of them and I need you both to bring me up to speed on these cases.”

      China immediately spoke up. “I’m sorry, Peggy, but if that’s the case, wouldn’t our time be better served if you brought us in separately and went over the cases one on one?” While Peggy wasn’t looking, she winked at Elizabeth again.

      Irritated with China’s assertiveness, Peggy tilted her head back, lightly shook her bottle-blonde, 80s-rock-band hair, and stuck her nose in the air while trying to remain in charge of the meeting. “Well, Mia, in order to discuss each case, first I need to know exactly who has been working on what.”

      Elizabeth had grown tired of Peggy singling China out for everything. It was a valid question. She was also sick to death of her overall demeanor and snotty attitude. She couldn’t stay silent any longer. “Peggy, correct me if I’m wrong, but aren’t you the Director of Victim Services? Shouldn’t you know who has what case?”

      Peggy looked down and took a breath, smirking sideways. She turned to her printer, made a of copy of her docket and handed one to each of them. “I’ve highlighted the relevant cases. Pull your files and leave them on my desk.” Not making eye contact, she immersed herself in the file in front of her.

      Elizabeth remained seated. “I’m really not comfortable with this new system, Peggy. I mean, we should be following these individuals through to the end of their case.”

      Peggy shot her an unhappy look. “I frankly don’t care what you’re comfortable with, Elizabeth. I’ll run my division how I see fit. I think we’re done here.”

      Thinking only about the concern for her victims, Elizabeth continued, “Can we at least talk about this? I have a specific victim who has grand jury testimony today. I’ve been working with her for some time now and she’s expecting me to be in court.”

      Without looking up from her desk, Peggy said, “That will be all. I’ll let you know if I have any questions about the cases.”

      China and Elizabeth looked at each other in awe. Peggy finally looked at both of them. “Don’t you have work to do?” Her eyes returned to her desk.

      China’s slanted eyes were wide with surprise as her lips silently told Elizabeth ‘wow’. They both rose from their seats and quickly retreated down the hall towards their own offices.

      Stomping her feet as she walked, Elizabeth looked to China and shook her head stating out loud, “This is bullshit.” She took a B-line to her office and began slamming things. China slid into one of the chairs in front of Elizabeth’s desk.

      “Liz, I appreciate you sticking up for me in there, but don’t risk your job for me. I’m a big girl. I don’t need you coming to my rescue.”

      She stopped for a moment, sat down at her desk, and took a breath. “I wasn’t trying to come to your rescue, China. You had a valid question with what seemed to be a logical and more efficient way of doing it. I have valid concerns for my victim who is already deathly afraid to come forward. This new system sucks and it reeks of a power trip on Peggy’s part.”

      “Well, I can’t disagree with you there but I don’t think there’s much we can do about it at this point.”

      Elizabeth’s face lit up with confidence. “Wanna bet?” She rose from her chair, grabbing a file from the desk before charging out the door.

      Dread washed over China as she said, “Oh shit,” and quickly retreated to her office to avoid any kind of fallout.

      Marching down the hall and through the main office, Elizabeth was focused, making eye contact with no one. The secretaries followed the brush of air as she passed. Sensing trouble, they looked at each other and quickly went back to their work. Reaching Marilyn’s Bennett’s office, Elizabeth crossed the threshold as she knocked on the door.

      Standing behind her desk, Marilyn was packing her briefcase in preparation for court. Her tired but cheerful face looked at Elizabeth. “What’s up kiddo?”

      Grabbing onto the door handle and shutting it slightly behind her, she asked for permission. “May I?”

      Knowing the tone presented, Marilyn quietly sighed to herself and stopped what she was doing. “Elizabeth, I have a very busy morning.”

      Unapologetic, she closed the door. “I know, but this is really important.”

      Picking through the files on her desk, she lent her ear. “Make it quick.”

      Relieved, she didn’t hesitate. “Okay, Sara Brewer. Her husband’s case is going before grand jury today?”

      Stopping the search for her file, she tilted her head in thought. “Sara Brewer.”

      “Couple months ago, he beat the hell out of her, chained her wrists together before dragging her out to the woods behind their house. Neighbors called for help and deputies showed up just in time before he likely shot her in the head?”

      The memory sickened her. Curling the corner of mouth she said, “Yeah. I think one more grey hair popped out on that one.”

      Elizabeth nodded her head, her grey-blue eyes boring into Marilyn’s as they made contact. “Exactly.”

      Knowing the sensitive nature of the case, Marilyn gave her undivided attention.

      Her heart pumping a little faster, Elizabeth hoped she could convey her argument as passionately as she felt it. Taking a quick breath, she released it and her hands began to move in sync with her lips as the words flowed. “I’ve been working with Sara since the arrest, Marilyn. This woman went through hell. The bruising on her wrists took over a month to disappear.” She paused allowing the severity to sink in for a moment. Counting on her fingers one by one, she continued. “She’s been at a safe house since the incident, I’ve given her numerous resources, we’ve developed a safety plan, I’ve been to every hearing with her -”

      Marilyn propped one arm up by the other and stuck the tip of her pen in between her teeth, squinting intently revealing the crow’s feet behind her glasses.

      Taking a short breath, Elizabeth drove it home. “Sara trusts me. She’s expecting me to be at grand jury for her.” Her heart was pounding. Anxious, maybe even a little paranoid, she wondered to herself, Did I just get too cocky?

      Marilyn briefly paused, withdrew the pen from her mouth and clicked the end of it before matter-of-factly stating, “Peggy wants the case.”

      Almost regretting her decision, she confirmed her bosses’ suspicions. “Look, I’m not trying to step on anyone’s toes here. I understand there’s been some restructuring and a new chain of command, but this situation is delicate. My victim? Even more so.”  Again, she quickly inhaled and exhaled, staving off the unease and hoping Marilyn didn’t notice.

      With hesitation in her voice, she gave the go-ahead. “Alright. Follow it to grand jury. Peggy’s not going to be happy, but I think I’m with you on this one.”

      Sighing with a sense of relief and accomplishment, Elizabeth said, “Thank you, Marilyn. You won’t regret it. I promise.”

      Walking back to her office, she smiled inside trying hard not to let her victory overshadow her purpose. Of course Peggy was going to be upset. She’s going to be downright pissed! She giggled and then reminded herself, Screw Peggy. This isn’t about her.

      Gathering her things, she noticed China had already left for court. She glanced at her phone realizing she only had fifteen minutes before Judge Bennett began his strict nine o’clock docket.  Shit! She turned to walk out and was startled by Peggy’s presence. “Cheese and rice!”

      Unapologetic, Peggy stood there, batted her eyes and looked down her nose. “I’m still waiting for those files.”

      Sighing, she picked up a couple files from the corner of her desk and handed them to Peggy, giving her a half smile.

      Flipping the file tabs, Peggy paused for a moment. “There should be one more. Sara Brewer?”

      A shock wave went through Elizabeth’s chest expecting a confrontation of sorts. Taking a breath, she courageously said, “Actually, I’ll be taking care of Sara at grand jury.”

      Peggy pulled her chin into her chest like a turtle retreating into its shell. “Excuse me?”

      Her heart beating a little faster, Elizabeth looked at her phone once more. “Sorry, I have to get to Muni. I cleared everything with Marilyn, so I would see her if you have any questions. I guess I’ll see you at grand jury?” Walking out the door she left Peggy standing there looking confused and disgusted.

      Wasting no time, she hustled out of the office and drove a few blocks to municipal court. The parking lot being rather bare, she parked as close to the doors as she could.  With her blood still pumping from the thrill of triumph, the cold November air failed to affect her much until a large gust followed her through the heavy double door as she entered the lobby.

      Shaking off the chill, Elizabeth noticed a woman digging in the bottom the large bag hanging from her shoulder. Her long red hair slightly covered the woman’s face until she looked up right as Elizabeth passed. Their mutual smiles quickly faded as their eyes locked and time stood still for a moment, while feelings of guilt and resentment flowed from one gaze to the other.

      Managing to muster a half smile, Elizabeth remained focused and continued on her path to the courtroom. As she looked back, Danielle DuPont quickly went back to searching in her bag as if the encounter didn’t faze her. But it fazed both of them. Elizabeth felt sorry for Danielle because her life was nearly ruined by sleeping with the wrong woman’s husband. Danielle felt sorry for Elizabeth because her life was changed forever and Danielle could have helped ease the blow of the consequences. They were forever tied to each other in more ways than one.

      Releasing a quick breath, Elizabeth’s heels clicked faster, echoing off of the marble floor. She entered the courtroom as quietly as she could, trying not to bring any attention to herself. It was all for naught.

      “Good morning Miss Strong! Glad you could join us.”

      Embarrassed by Judge Bennett’s tone, she slid into her seat at the table facing his bench. China shot her a warning look before joining her victim in front of the judge. It was quiet for a Monday. With the closing of the amusement park and the onset of winter, only a handful of people sat in wait for their case to be heard. With the holidays right around the corner, the lull wouldn’t last for long.

      Elizabeth reviewed her docket attempting to forget about her encounter with Danielle. This town is way too small sometimes. There were only three domestic violence charges over the weekend, which meant she could leave early enough to meet Sara and prepare for grand jury.

      While highlighting relevant parts of her copies of police reports, she heard the door to the courtroom open behind her. Glancing up at Judge Bennett, she noticed him look towards the door and nod his head without straying from his recital of the current charges against the defendant standing in front of his bench. Turning her head, Elizabeth was pleased to see Angel Martinez peeking his head in and motioning for the permission from the judge to speak with her. Then, he signaled her to follow him into the lobby.

      Happy to oblige, she first glanced up at the judge to make sure it was okay considering she was already late to court. The judge didn’t miss a beat as he continued explaining the defendant’s rights and the next steps in the case, barely acknowledging the partial interruption. Elizabeth entered the lobby and Martinez was standing against the wall smiling at her. He wore his typical black SPD polo and a pair of dark jeans. It all blended well with his light brown skin and dark hair closely cropped to his head. The mere sight of him sent her heart into a frenzy.

      “Well good morning, handsome.”

      “How are you, mi belleza blanca?” He smiled wide. His teeth, even and white, contrasted perfectly against his skin tone.

      She pulled her blonde hair over one shoulder and tilted her head in agony. “Oh my gosh, you can’t imagine how much better I am seeing your smiling face.”

      His brows drew together with concern.

      Slightly batting her lashes and shaking her head, she explained, “I’m alright. It’s been an extremely bizarre, nerve-racking morning. I can tell you all about it over dinner. Say five o’clock?”

      “Never thought you’d ask.” Putting his hand at the small of her back, they began to walk toward the big steel door separating the police station lobby from the hallway outside the courtroom. “You’re going to grand jury for the Brewer case, right?”

      They stopped just outside the doorway and she drew a breath before answering. “Oh, I’ll be there,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “That’s a whole other story.”

      He playfully put his hand in the air to stop her. “Wait, don’t tell me. Your victim doesn’t want to testify now?”

      Smirking, she replied, “No, nothing like that. Peggy wanted to take the case from me, so I went over her head and convinced Marilyn into letting me keep it.” She shrugged her shoulders.

      “Wow. Nice work. Peggy’s probably a little bent, huh?”

      “I’m assuming! Honestly, I don’t care. But it will be interesting to say the least.”

      “I wouldn’t worry too much about it, but then again, she already has a reputation around here. None of the guys are too impressed.”

      “Like I said, whatever. I should really get back, Bennett’s not too happy I was a little late.”

      “Damn, why didn’t you say anything? I wouldn’t - ”

      Stopping him mid-sentence, she placed her hand on his arm and said, “It’s fine. I’ll see you at Common Pleas, okay?”

      Giving her a sexy wink and smile, he disappeared into the police station.
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      Elizabeth sat at her desk and stared at the clock on the wall facing her. 3:59 pm: Tick. Tock. She watched as the second hand slowly made its way around. As soon as it struck the hour, she grabbed her things and snuck out the back door no one was supposed to use. She didn’t care. She didn’t want to speak to or look at anyone, least of all Peggy. And while the grand jury returned an indictment in the Brewer case, it didn’t stop her from being a tad concerned of the backlash she was sure to receive after Peggy had given her the cold shoulder for the rest of the day. Still, all she could think about was getting home and wrapping herself in Angel’s arms.

      The drive home was the most peace she’d had all day. At least the sun was shining and the temperature had risen above forty.  She pulled into the gravel driveway of the lake house and parked in her spot, leaving enough room for Martinez when he arrived. Leaning on the headrest, she breathed a sigh of relief. Now in her safe place, she gathered her thoughts, grabbed her bag, and headed inside.

      Upon opening the screen door to the porch, she noticed something was off. There was a glass vase full of dark, wine-colored flowers sitting in the middle of the wicker coffee table. She smiled as she thought, Wow, he really knows how to turn a bad day around! Plucking a card from the middle of the bouquet, she opened the tiny envelope, anxious to read the note. It was blank. In her mind, no words were necessary.

      She picked up the vase and put the flowers to her nose, breathing in the intoxicating scent. After unlocking the deadbolt and opening the door, she placed the vase on the dining room table before entering her code to deactivate the alarm system and lock the door behind her. Grabbing her phone from her bag, she saw a text from Martinez that read, “See you soon mi belleza!”

      Figuring she had just enough time to get out of her work clothes and put her lasagna in the oven, the first order of business was getting into her yoga pants and comfortable sweatshirt. Once she changed, she replaced her fall table arrangement with the flowers and admired them once again.

      Unsure where to put the centerpiece, she took it into the kitchen with her and set it on the counter, turned the oven on to 350 degrees, and pulled everything out of the refrigerator needed for dinner. Once the pasta was ready to go, she took her wooden salad bowl from the cabinet before chopping the veggies. Something was missing. I need background music.

      Retreating to the living room, she flipped through her record collection. Wanting something upbeat but romantically bluesy, she stopped her search at Nina Simone, Sings the Blues from 1967. Perfect. She pulled the vinyl from the jacket and placed it on the turntable. Once the needle hit the record, she closed her eyes and moved her head back and forth as Nina’s voice rang through the room. “Do I move you…” She sat there for nearly three minutes while the first song played out.

      Once it ended and the next song began, she jumped up and began shaking her hips to the guitar vibrations while singing along, “When you like a fel-la, brrmp-brrmp-brrmp-brrmp-brrmp, tryyy to treat him right. Brrmp-brrmp-brrmp-brrmp-brrmp. Giiive him your atten-tion day and night…” She continued to dance and sing as she opened a bottle of Cabernet, pouring herself a healthy glass. As she was cutting up the vegetables for the salad, she heard knocking. Smiling as she put down the knife, she ran to the door and looked out the blind.

      Martinez stood there, handsome as ever, still in his work clothes with a black leather jacket covering his polo shirt. Elizabeth unbolted the lock and welcomed him in. He grabbed her around the waist and pulled her close, closing his eyes and burying his nose in her coconut scented hair. His throat hummed. “Mmmm. Como estas, mi amor?” He looked into her blue eyes before kissing her on the forehead. Looking up behind her, he instantly noticed the large burgundy-colored flowers tinged with black highlights. His body stiffened as he pulled back. “Where the hell did those come from,” he asked with a suspicious tone.

      Elizabeth looked confused. Squinting her brows together, she was unsure how to respond to his question. The ominous feeling in her chest took over the expression on her face. “What do you mean? I thought -” She turned to look at the bouquet and back to Angel. “I thought they were from you?”

      “From me? Liz, I would never send you black dahlias,” he said as he grabbed her by the shoulders and gently moved her to the side. Approaching the flowers with caution, he demanded, “Where’s the card?”

      Beginning to get a little shaky, Elizabeth replied, “It was blank. Angel, you’re starting to freak me out a little.” She went to the trashcan and retrieved the card and the envelope.

      As she came back into the dining room, Martinez grabbed the vase and took it outside. She followed him to the side of the house and stood in bewilderment as she watched him toss the entire bouquet into the trash bin. “Angel, what the hell are you doing?”

      His brows wrinkled and a muscle in his jaw twitched with anger as his eyes scanned the perimeter. With his hand on her waist, he turned her around and said, “Get back inside.”

      Deciding not to question him further, she did as he asked. As she entered the dining room, she heard him shut the door behind them and bolt the lock. Then he ordered her to arm the security system. With an arrested expression on his face, he looked into her eyes and insisted; “Don’t ever enter this house again without turning that on first. Got it?”

      “Got it.” She nervously nodded her head in compliance. She placed her forehead in her hand and rubbed her temple as she walked past him into the kitchen. Grabbing her glass of wine she took a sip, closed her eyes and tilted her head back, gulping it down. As she opened her eyes, Martinez stood next to her in front of the window above the sink with his hands on the strings to the blind, guardedly looking out before pulling it shut.

      “Angel, can you please tell me what’s going on?”

      Changing the tone of his voice to a more calming state, he apologized. “I’m sorry, the last thing I wanna do is scare you.”

      Setting her glass down on the counter, she held the stem to wane her shaky hand and moved her eyes to meet his. “Little late for that. What – is – going – on?”

      Moving from the window to the back door beside the refrigerator, he checked the chain lock and the bolt making sure they were secure. “Look, dahlias can be a beautiful sentiment to send depending on the message you want to convey. They’re native to Mexico but all throughout Latin America, the world, really, each color has a distinct meaning or symbolism.”  He placed his fingers on the blind pulling them open to peak through.

      Rolling her eyes in frustration she sighed. “Okaaaay?”

      “You don’t send black dahlias to
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redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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