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      I remember the beginning like a song played in a minor key—beautiful but with hints of something melancholy hiding beneath the surface. When I look back at who I was then, I barely recognize that woman—the music teacher with sheet music always tucked under her arm and melodies constantly humming from her lips. The woman who thought Trevor's intense gaze meant she was truly seen, not surveilled. The beginning of us was a prelude that gave no warning of the symphony of control that would follow.

      We met at a church fundraiser, one of those Sunday afternoon potlucks where the fellowship hall smells like twenty different casseroles and someone's famous apple pie. I was arranging chairs for the children's choir performance, my fingers still stained with purple marker from labeling their music folders.

      "You must be Cynthia," he said, appearing beside me so suddenly that I dropped the stack of programs I was holding. His hands caught three of them before they hit the floor—quick reflexes that I would later understand were part of a hyper-vigilance that missed nothing.

      "I've heard about the miracle worker who got little Tommy Westfield to sing," he continued, his smile reaching all the way to his eyes as he helped gather the fallen papers.

      I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, embarrassed by the attention. "Hardly a miracle. He just needed someone to listen to him."

      "And that someone was you." His gaze held mine a beat too long, making my cheeks warm. "I'm Trevor Bell."

      I knew who he was, of course. Everyone did. The successful real estate developer who had donated the land for the church's new youth center. The eligible bachelor who sat three rows from the front every Sunday, his Bible well-worn but impeccably maintained, just like his tailored suits.

      After the children sang—my heart swelling with pride as Tommy's small voice joined the others without hesitation—Trevor found me again. He asked questions about my teaching, about music, about my favorite hymns. He listened as though my answers were the most fascinating things he'd ever heard.

      "You have a gift," he told me as we walked to the parking lot. The sun was setting, painting the sky in watercolors of pink and gold. "Not just with music, but with people. You see what others miss."

      I didn't realize then that he was studying me, learning the contours of my soul to discover where I might bend and where I might break.

      He called the next day. And the day after. He sent flowers to my classroom—nothing ostentatious, just simple daisies with a note that read, "For the woman whose smile makes even the most tone-deaf believe they can sing." My students giggled. My colleagues raised eyebrows. I pressed one daisy between the pages of my Bible, right at Psalm 96—"Sing to the Lord a new song."

      Our first date was to a symphony. I remember his hand on the small of my back as he guided me through the crowded lobby, the pressure firm but gentle. I remember how he knew every person we passed, introducing me with pride in his voice. I remember feeling seen in a way I never had before.

      "The man at the ticket counter was looking at you inappropriately," he whispered as we found our seats.

      I hadn't noticed, but the thought of Trevor protecting my dignity made something flutter in my chest. It felt like being wrapped in a warm blanket on a cold night—the kind of safety I had always longed for but never found.

      That was how it began—his protectiveness slipping into my life like a melody so sweet I didn't question its composition.

      When my car broke down three weeks into our relationship, he insisted on driving me to and from school. "I can't bear the thought of you stranded on some roadside," he said, his fingers interlacing with mine across the center console. "What kind of man would I be if I didn't take care of the woman I'm falling for?"

      The words "falling for" echoed in my head for days afterward, along with the memory of his concerned face when I mentioned taking the bus.

      Then there was the night of the parent-teacher conferences, when an angry father confronted me about his daughter's grade in music class.

      "She wants to apply to arts schools," the man had said, his voice rising with each word. "And your evaluation could ruin her chances!"

      I tried to explain that Jamie had talent but wasn't applying herself, that I would be happy to work with her individually. But the father moved closer, his finger pointing at my chest, his breath smelling of coffee and frustration.

      Trevor had arrived to pick me up, standing silently in the doorway long enough to assess the situation before clearing his throat.

      "Is there a problem here?" he asked, his voice pleasant but with steel underneath that made the father step back immediately.

      "Just a discussion about my daughter's education," the man muttered.

      Trevor placed his arm around my shoulders. "Cynthia is one of the most dedicated teachers at this school. If she says your daughter needs to work harder, I'd take that as valuable professional advice rather than a personal affront."

      The father left shortly after, mumbling an apology. I leaned into Trevor's embrace, my hands still trembling slightly.

      "You shouldn't have to deal with that kind of aggression," he said later over dinner, reaching across the table to brush his thumb across my knuckles. "You're too gentle for this world sometimes."

      I should have recognized it then—how his assessment of my character as "too gentle" would later become the foundation for keeping me from the world entirely. But his concern felt like validation, like finally having someone who saw my sensitivity as something to cherish rather than exploit.

      When I mentioned applying for the district's music coordinator position, Trevor listened intently to my ideas for expanding the program. He asked thoughtful questions about implementation and budget. Then he said, "I'm just worried about the stress it would put on you. You already pour so much of yourself into those kids."

      His concern seemed reasonable, even loving. Only now do I see how he was already directing my path, narrowing my vision to the future he was designing.

      Six months into our relationship, he proposed. Not with a grand gesture, but with quiet intensity on the porch swing of my small rental house. The ring was elegant but not flashy—"just like you," he said—and when he slipped it onto my finger, he added, "I'll always keep you safe, Cynthia. You'll never have to worry about anything again."

      I mistook the weight of that promise for security rather than the first brick in the wall he would build around me.

      In those early days, I still played the piano daily, my fingers dancing across the keys as I worked out new arrangements for my students. Trevor would listen from the doorway, his eyes soft with what I thought was admiration.

      "You're remarkable," he would say. "I'm the luckiest man alive."

      What I didn't understand then was that appreciation can quickly transform into possession when mixed with insecurity and control.

      I sit now in the silence of our remote farmhouse, trying to pinpoint exactly when the music stopped, when his protectiveness became a cage rather than a shelter. It happened so gradually that I barely noticed—like a frog in slowly heating water, unaware of the danger until it was too late to jump.

      The beginning of us was beautiful. That wasn't a lie. But it was also the careful groundwork for everything that would follow—each act of control disguised as care, each restriction framed as concern, each isolation presented as special intimacy.

      I trace the calluses on my fingertips, memories of piano keys and guitar strings now faded. Even these small marks of who I was are vanishing, like footprints washed away by the tide.
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      The gravel driveway stretches ahead like a winding question mark, leading to our new beginning—a weathered farmhouse perched on the horizon like a solitary tooth in an otherwise empty mouth. My hands grip the dashboard as Trevor navigates the final turns, his excitement vibrating through the car while something less definable vibrates through me. The nearest neighbor's mailbox disappeared from view ten minutes ago, and with it, the last evidence of human proximity beyond the two of us.

      "Isn't it perfect?" Trevor asks, his voice rippling with satisfaction as the house grows larger in our windshield. "Just look at that view."

      The view is undeniably beautiful—rolling hills carpeted in tall grass that shivers in the breeze like the surface of some terrestrial ocean. The sky above stretches vast and uninterrupted, a canvas of blue unmarked by power lines or buildings. I try to match his enthusiasm, to see this isolation as romantic rather than alarming.

      "It's so... quiet," I manage, my teacher's vocabulary suddenly inadequate for the emptiness surrounding us.

      "That's the best part." He reaches over to squeeze my knee, his fingers lingering there as he slows the car. "No noisy neighbors, no traffic, no distractions. Just us."

      The house itself is a two-story farmhouse with white clapboard siding weathered to the color of old bones. A wrap-around porch sags slightly on one side, and shutters hang at angles that suggest years of neglect. But the roof is new—Trevor's first improvement—and the massive oak tree in the side yard offers a promise of shade I can't help but find appealing.

      He parks and comes around to open my door, extending his hand like we're arriving at a gala rather than a fixer-upper in the middle of nowhere. "Welcome home, Mrs. Bell."

      The title still feels new, uncomfortable—like shoes not yet broken in. We've been married three weeks, and I'm still signing my maiden name on grocery receipts by accident.

      Inside, the house echoes with emptiness and possibility. Hardwood floors stretch through rooms partitioned by doorways without doors. The previous owners stripped the place bare, leaving nothing but nail holes and the occasional lighter rectangle on the wall where a picture once hung.

      "I know it needs work," Trevor says, watching my face carefully as I take it all in. "But that's the beauty of it. We can make it exactly what we want. No compromises."

      I wander to the windows—large panes of wavy glass that distort the outside world like a funhouse mirror. "It's forty minutes to my school," I say, trying to sound practical rather than anxious. "The commute will be challenging when winter comes."

      Trevor moves behind me, his hands settling on my shoulders. His chin rests atop my head, and I can feel his words reverberating through his chest into my back. "About that. I've been thinking... maybe this is a sign."

      "A sign?"

      "That it's time for a change. You're always talking about how draining teaching has become with all the administrative red tape. The politics of that school board. The demanding parents." His fingers knead gently at the tension in my shoulders, finding the knots formed by years of hunching over student evaluations. "Maybe this is your chance to step back. Focus on us. On making this house a home."

      I turn in his arms, searching his face. "But my students⁠—"

      "Will have other teachers," he finishes for me. "Good ones, maybe. But not as good as you, I'm sure." He smiles, softening the dismissal. "I just want you to consider it. We don't need your income, Cynthia. I make more than enough for both of us."

      The practical truth of his words settles in my stomach like a stone. He does make enough—more than enough. His real estate development business has flourished over the past year, with properties across three counties. Meanwhile, my teaching salary barely covers my student loan payments.

      "Think about it," he urges, moving away to measure a window with a tape measure he's pulled from his pocket. "Imagine waking up without an alarm. Having time to really make this place ours. Maybe even start thinking about filling some of these rooms with little Bells."

      The thought sends a complicated ripple through me—longing mixed with a strange sense of premature loss. I've always wanted children, but I also love teaching. The idea of giving up one for the other feels like being asked to choose between my lungs and my heart.

      The moving truck arrives an hour later, men in uniform carrying in the furniture from our temporary apartment in town. Trevor directs them with precision, pointing and instructing with the confident air of a man who expects to be obeyed. I hover on the periphery, occasionally suggesting an alternate placement for the sofa or bookshelf, only to have Trevor override me with a gentle but firm, "Actually, I think it works better this way, don't you?"

      By sunset, boxes crowd the rooms in cardboard monuments to our former lives. I find myself drawn to those labeled "Cynthia's Music," filled with sheet music and metronomes and the small percussion instruments I use—used—with my youngest students. I run my fingers along the sealed tape, not opening them yet, unsure where they belong in this new space.

      "I thought the second bedroom upstairs would make a perfect office for me," Trevor says, coming up behind me with two glasses of wine. He hands me one and gestures upward. "The light in there is ideal for going over blueprints."

      "What about my piano?" I ask, accepting the wine. "Could it go in there too? It's the room with the best acoustics."

      Something flickers across his face—a moment of calculation swiftly hidden behind a smile. "The piano would overwhelm that space, honey. And I'll need quiet to work." He takes a sip of wine, then brightens. "But the front room downstairs—that could be your music room. Right by the entrance, so when I come home, the first thing I hear could be you playing."

      It's a reasonable solution, framed as a romantic gesture. I nod, ignoring the small voice that notes how Trevor has claimed the better room without discussion.

      That night, we sleep on a mattress on the floor of our future bedroom, the furniture pieces not yet assembled. The house creaks and sighs around us, settling into its foundations with sounds that make me start awake repeatedly. Each time, Trevor's arm tightens around my waist, pulling me back against his chest.

      "Just the house talking to us," he murmurs into my hair. "You'll get used to it."

      In the morning, I discover that my cell phone shows only one wavering bar of service, and only if I stand by the kitchen window facing west. Trevor's phone, a newer model with a better carrier, manages two bars.

      "The isolation tax," he jokes, watching me hold my phone at odd angles trying to load my email. "But isn't there something wonderful about being disconnected? No one can reach us here unless we want them to."

      He says this like it's a gift he's giving me—freedom from the constant ping of notifications, from the demands of others. And perhaps that's how he sees it. But as I look out across the vast emptiness surrounding our new home—the nearest house invisible beyond the rolling hills—I feel something tighten in my chest.

      "I should call my sister," I say, "let her know we're settled in."

      Trevor wraps his arms around me from behind, his lips finding the sensitive spot below my ear. "Later," he whispers. "Right now, I want you all to myself."

      His hands slide under my shirt, warm against my skin, and I let myself be distracted. Let myself be persuaded that this isolation is romantic rather than strategic. Let myself believe that "peace and privacy" are gifts rather than the first threads of a web.

      The call to my sister never happens that day. Or the next. And by the third day in our remote farmhouse, I've stopped thinking about it—too busy unpacking boxes and arranging furniture according to Trevor's vision, watching the life I knew recede like a tide pulling away from shore.

      I stand on the porch that evening, watching the sunset paint the tall grass in shades of amber and gold. So beautiful. So quiet. So far from everything and everyone I've ever known. Trevor's arms encircle me, his chin resting on my shoulder as we survey what he keeps calling "our kingdom."

      "Aren't you glad we found this place?" he asks, his breath warm against my neck. "Just us, with no one to interfere."

      I nod, because it seems like the right response. But something in me shivers despite the warm evening air—a premonition, perhaps, of what peace and privacy really mean when there's no one around to hear you question them.
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      I've created a system for staying connected—a calendar of calls marked in the back of my journal where Trevor won't notice. Mondays are for my parents. Wednesdays, I call my sister Bonnie. Fridays are for catching up with colleagues from school, though those calls have grown shorter, filled with news of students and curriculum changes that no longer include me. It's been three weeks since we moved into the farmhouse, and already the thread connecting me to my former life feels stretched thin, like a piano string tuned too tight and vibrating with tension.

      Today is Wednesday, and I've timed my call carefully. Trevor is supposed to be in town until six, meeting with contractors about a new development. The kitchen window offers the best reception—one wavering bar that sometimes stretches to two if the weather is clear—so I stand there, phone pressed to my ear, watching the driveway as Bonnie's voice crackles through the speaker.

      "We miss you at Sunday dinners," she says, her words occasionally breaking up. "Mom made your favorite lasagna last week, and Daniel asked where Aunt Cynthia was at least four times."

      My nephew's name makes my throat tighten. "I miss him too. All of you. Maybe we could drive in this weekend?" The question lifts with hope, even as I calculate the likelihood of Trevor agreeing.

      "That would be—" Bonnie's voice dissolves into static, then returns. "—bring that chocolate cake you always⁠—"

      The sound of tires on gravel cuts through her words. My stomach drops as Trevor's car appears, much earlier than expected. I watch him park, his movements deliberate as he collects his briefcase from the passenger seat.

      "Bonnie, I have to go. Trevor's home early."

      "Already? But we've barely talked. How are you really doing out there in⁠—"

      "I'm fine. Everything's fine. I'll call you next week." I end the call just as the front door opens, slipping the phone into my pocket and turning to the sink.

      Trevor's footsteps cross the living room, then pause at the kitchen entrance. I can feel his eyes on my back, assessing.

      "Who were you talking to?" His voice is casual, curious rather than accusatory, but my hands still tremble slightly as I rinse a mug that's already clean.

      "Bonnie," I answer, aiming for the same casual tone. "Just catching up."

      He sets his briefcase on the counter and comes to stand beside me, taking the mug from my hands and placing it in the drying rack. "Your sister always did have impeccable timing. Calling right in the middle of the day when you should be resting."

      I blink at this reframing. "I wasn't resting. I was unpacking the last of the kitchen boxes."

      "Exactly my point." He tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, the gesture both intimate and proprietary. "You're working so hard to make this place perfect. The last thing you need is Bonnie pulling you back into all that family drama."

      "Drama?" I echo, genuinely confused. My family has always been stable, supportive—the opposite of dramatic.

      Trevor sighs, opening the refrigerator and surveying its contents. "Remember last Thanksgiving? How your mother kept making those comments about how thin you looked? And how your father monopolized the conversation with all those stories about his golf game? And Bonnie's kid screaming throughout dinner?"

      The memory he describes bears little resemblance to the holiday I recall—my mother's genuine concern about my recent weight loss, my father's attempt to include Trevor in conversation, my four-year-old nephew's normal excitement. But Trevor's version has been offered with such confidence that I find myself hesitating, questioning my own recollection.

      "I guess it was a bit chaotic," I concede, though the words feel wrong in my mouth.

      "Exactly. And now we have this." He gestures to the kitchen, to the house beyond. "Peace. A fresh start." He pulls me into an embrace, his chin resting on top of my head. "Just us, building something beautiful together without all that noise."

      The next morning, I mention the idea of hosting a small housewarming once we're fully settled. Trevor is shaving, and I watch his reflection in the bathroom mirror as I perch on the edge of the tub, still warm from my shower.

      "Who would you want to invite?" he asks, carefully dragging the razor along his jaw.

      I list a few names—my sister and her husband, two couples from church, my closest colleague from school and her husband. "Just a small dinner. To christen the house."

      Trevor rinses his razor, tapping it against the sink. "That's a lot of people for our first hosting event. This house isn't really set up for entertaining yet." He meets my eyes in the mirror. "And the road out here—you know how treacherous it gets after dark. I'd hate for someone to have an accident trying to find us."

      His concern sounds reasonable, protective even. But something in me pushes back. "Maybe just Bonnie and Mike, then? They've been asking to see the place."

      A flicker of something—irritation? calculation?—crosses his face before it smooths back into thoughtful consideration. "Bonnie has never really liked me, has she?"

      The question catches me off-guard. "What? Of course she does."

      He shakes his head, his expression now sad, slightly wounded. "You don't have to protect my feelings, Cynthia. I've seen how she looks at me. Like I'm not good enough for her little sister. Like she's just waiting for me to fail you somehow."

      "That's not true," I protest, but my voice lacks conviction. Had there been looks I missed? Subtle tensions I overlooked?

      "Remember our wedding?" Trevor continues, patting aftershave onto his cheeks. "How she kept pulling you away for 'sister talks'? She's always trying to come between us, in little ways."

      I do remember Bonnie pulling me aside at the wedding, but it was to give me our grandmother's handkerchief—something borrowed, something blue. There was nothing undermining about it. Yet Trevor's version plants a seed of doubt.

      "And Mike," Trevor continues, "with his constant comments about my business. 'How's the real estate market?' 'Is that development still happening?' Always with that tone, like he's waiting for me to say I've failed."

      I wrap my arms around myself, suddenly chilled despite the steamy bathroom. "I think he's just trying to connect with you. Making conversation."

      Trevor turns to me, his expression softening as he takes in my discomfort. He kneels in front of me, taking my hands in his. "Listen, I'm not saying we can't ever see them. I just think, right now, we need this time for us. To establish our own patterns, our own life, without outside influences pulling us in different directions." His thumbs trace circles on my palms. "Don't you want that? Just a little bubble of peace while we find our footing as a couple?"

      Put that way, it sounds reasonable. Healthy, even. I nod, and he rewards me with a smile that warms his entire face.

      "Tell you what," he says, standing and pulling me up with him. "Why don't you invite your school friend—what's her name? The quiet one who always brought those amazing cookies to staff events?"

      "Diane," I supply, surprised by his suggestion.

      "Diane. Yes. She seemed sensible. Not dramatic. Why don't you have her over for lunch next week? Just the two of you, while I'm in town for meetings."

      The offer feels like a concession, a gift, and I find myself pathetically grateful. "Really? That would be nice."

      "Of course." He kisses my forehead. "I want you to be happy, Cynthia. I just also want to protect this beautiful beginning we're creating."

      The call to Diane is awkward, stilted by months of minimal contact. She sounds surprised to hear from me, her tone warming as we talk, until I invite her to lunch.

      "All the way out there?" she asks, and I can hear the hesitation in her voice. "That's quite a drive for a weekday lunch."

      "It's not so bad," I say, though I know it's at least forty minutes from town. "The countryside is beautiful right now."

      "I'd love to, but with school in session... maybe on a weekend? Tom and I could both come, make a day of it?"

      The mention of her husband changes the equation. Trevor's permission was for Diane alone, a quiet lunch. "Weekends are usually busy for us," I hedge. "Trevor has projects around the house, and we're still settling in."

      There's a pause, then Diane says carefully, "We miss you, Cynthia. At school, in the choir. It's not the same without you."

      Something inside me cracks at her words, a hairline fracture in the narrative Trevor has been building. "I miss it too," I admit, my voice barely above a whisper.

      "Then why not come back? Just for a visit? The fifth graders are doing their spring concert next week. They'd love to see their former teacher."

      I imagine it—the familiar halls, the smell of school cafeteria food mingling with construction paper and glue, the children's voices raised in songs I taught them. The longing is physical, an ache behind my ribs.

      "I'll think about it," I promise, knowing even as I say it that Trevor will find a reason why it's not a good idea.

      When I tell him about the call later, focusing on Diane's inability to come for lunch rather than the invitation to the school concert, he nods thoughtfully.

      "See? Everyone's so busy with their own lives. Moving on." He pulls me close on the couch where we're sitting. "That's why this fresh start is so important. We're building something new, something just for us. Without all the baggage and expectations from before."

      I lean into him, letting his certainty wash over me. Perhaps he's right. Perhaps this isolation is a gift—a chance to define ourselves as a couple without outside influence. Yet as I look around our living room, at the photographs now arranged on the mantle—all of Trevor and me, none of my family or friends—I can't help but notice how curated our "fresh start" has become.

      That night, I cross Diane's name off my contact calendar. One by one, the names have been eliminated—friends whose calls went unreturned until they stopped calling, colleagues whose invitations were repeatedly declined, family members subtly criticized until contact with them became more stressful than rewarding.

      The calendar, once filled with connections, now holds only three names: Mom, Dad, Bonnie. I stare at it in the dim light of the bathroom, where I've hidden to review it, and wonder how my world shrank so quickly, collapsing from a universe of relationships to a single point of light—Trevor.

      "Starting fresh," I whisper to my reflection, trying to find comfort in the phrase he uses so often. But the woman who stares back at me looks more lost than renewed, her eyes carrying a question she hasn't yet found the courage to ask.
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      Trevor arrives home with a gift-wrapped box the size of a deck of cards. His eyes gleam with the particular satisfaction he gets when he's solved a problem I didn't know existed. He places it in my hands with ceremonial gravity, as if passing me something precious and fragile. "Open it," he urges, perching on the arm of the sofa beside me. "I couldn't wait until your birthday."

      I peel back the silver paper carefully, conscious of his gaze tracking my every movement, eager for my reaction. Inside is a sleek new phone, its screen reflecting the afternoon light streaming through the window.

      "Trevor," I breathe, genuinely surprised. "This is... it must have been expensive."

      "Only the best for you." He takes it from my hands, already unlocking the screen with a passcode. "Your old one barely gets reception out here, and the battery life is terrible. This has all the latest features, and I've already set it up with our family account."

      I watch as his fingers dance across the screen, opening apps I don't recognize, adjusting settings. "Thank you. It's really thoughtful."

      "The best part," he continues, his voice lifting with enthusiasm, "is this." He taps an icon that looks like a tiny map. "It's a safety feature. Look."

      The screen displays a map of our area, with a pulsing blue dot centered on our house. "That's you, right now," he explains. "And this—" he points to a red dot moving along what must be the highway into town, "—that's me, earlier today. The app tracks both our locations in real-time." His arm slides around my shoulders, pulling me close. "So if anything ever happened—if you got lost driving, or had car trouble, or felt unsafe—I'd know exactly where you are. I could come get you."

      Our fingers brush as he passes the phone back to me, and I feel a spark—not romantic electricity, but something more complex, a jolt of awareness I can't quite name.

      "That's... really sweet," I say, because it seems like it should be. A husband concerned for his wife's safety in their remote new home. What could be more natural?

      "I worry about you out here all alone when I'm working," Trevor continues, his thumb brushing my cheek. "Especially with the spotty cell service. This way, I'll always know you're okay."

      I nod, looking down at the pulsing blue dot that represents me. "So you can see where I am all the time?"

      "Only when I check the app," he assures me, though something in his tone suggests this will be frequent. "And you can see me too. No more wondering when I'll be home from meetings. You'll be able to watch my little dot getting closer." He smiles, as if he's given me a window into his world rather than placed me under surveillance.

      Three days later, I drive into town for groceries—my first solo outing since receiving the new phone. The freedom feels strange after weeks of
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The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
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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