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      This trip to the Amazon was my idea. Shoving me overboard from the second deck of the riverboat was my husband’s.

      As someone forces me upright, soaked and bleeding on the deck, I hack water from my lungs with a throbbing at the back of my skull. I remember only those two hot palms against my bare back and the jarring impact of my head against the edge of the boat.

      The wound throbs, and I feel a wetness gathering at the base of my skull that has nothing to do with river water. Blood, warm and thicker than the river. I reach back, touching my scalp gingerly, and draw my hand into my field of vision. The amount of blood shocks me, tunneling my vision and making me nauseated. I roll to the side and vomit onto the deck.

      “Breathe, Steph.” My name sounds strange, like it’s coming to me through a tunnel. Waterlogged ears make it hard to hear clearly, but I recognize the voice.

      Steve. My husband.

      My eyes shoot open and I look at him, unsure what I’m going to find on his face, knowing that he pushed me. But he looks down at me with concern, sheer terror in his eyes at the prospect of losing me. An interesting dichotomy of emotions since he just tried to end my life.

      I recoil from him, scooting backward against the uniformed deckhand holding me upright. It’s a feeble attempt at putting distance between us, and Steve kneels at my side, taking my hand. Fighting the urge to pull back and reach for the perfect stranger holding me up, I let Steve have it and look into his eyes, searching them for meaning.

      But when Steve looks at me, relief floods his face and his concerned mouth breaks into a smile. A smile I’d know anywhere. The same smile he gave me at the altar on our wedding day. The thought is chilling.

      I stare back, unblinking, my face expressionless, hoping that he can’t discern the terror I feel.

      Is he just going to pretend like everything’s fine?

      It’s an idea so suffocating that I gasp for air.

      “Breathe,” he repeats, squeezing my hand.

      I shake out a nod that seems to go on endlessly, my head waggling before him, desperately trying to show that I’d never consider anything else.

      “We need to take her to the infirmary,” a woman’s voice rises above the chaos.

      With a slight French accent, she takes command of the scene and two deckhands show up with a narrow stretcher with the boat’s name embroidered on it. Jaguar. The tagline from their brochures hangs below in finer print. The trip of a lifetime.

      Indeed.

      They shuffle me onto the stretcher and carry me down the hallway, Steve following behind. We go below deck and arrive in a tiny white room with a small cot on one wall. Beside it is a stool and a small set of cabinets with a desk below. Thank God I’m not in need of emergency surgery. Or at least I don’t think I am.

      Internal injuries could make me hemorrhage rapidly. I try not to think about it as they deposit me onto the bed. Steve rounds the corner into the room, his hand lingering on the doorframe and his shirt partially unbuttoned and hanging loosely against his chest. When he approaches, I notice the top button is missing.

      “Mrs. Silkwood,” the French woman’s voice breaks my train of thought. She enters the tiny room and claims the stool next to the cot, forcing Steve to take a step back. I’m grateful for that, but I want a moment alone with her. I want to tell her what happened, but he seems hellbent on staying by my side. If the tables were turned, I’d do what he’s doing now. “Roll over onto your side for me.”

      I do as she says, following her gesture to turn myself to face the wall. She snaps on a pair of gloves and examines my scalp. Cringing at the first touch, I contort my face with pain as she looks it over.

      “You’ll need stitches,” she says.

      I say nothing, unable to find my voice at that moment.

      “Is that alright?” she asks me.

      When I don’t answer, she turns around, her voice more distant, and repeats the question for Steve to answer. I assume he nods because he says nothing, but the woman returns to her work at my scalp.

      “I won’t be able to numb you, so you’ll feel some pressure and possibly a little pain,” she says.

      My body tightens, each muscle tensing in anticipation of the suture needle’s first prick. I think about the moment right before I went over the railing into the water. Inhaling, I feel the spot below my rib cage that’s sore from the impact against the balcony. Concrete proof that I went over the railing of the boat from the second story, as if the bleeding at my skull isn’t enough.

      I wonder if she can see the palm prints on my skin. If Steve’s large hands bruised me. Did he push me hard enough for that to happen?

      I search my mind for the moments just before he shoved me.

      We flew from Los Angeles to Peru and boarded the riverboat. I’m not sure of much else. There’s something I’m forgetting. I can feel it like a piece of popcorn stuck between two molars. I worry at the spot with my tongue, coaxing it out, seeking relief and unable to leave it alone until it’s out.

      What is it?

      I feel the poke of the needle and the searing burn of the surgical thread passing through my skin. I stare at the white wall in front of me, feeling Steve’s presence in the room even though I can’t see him. His eyes bore holes into me, or maybe that’s just in my mind, but I swear I can feel his gaze on my back, tracing the lines of his handprints. I dread being alone with him. The nurse can’t leave.

      My breath quickens.

      “My name is Helene,” she says. I only nod, unable to form a coherent sentence. “I’m sorry for the discomfort,” Helene says. A word, along with pressure, that doctors and dentists use as a euphemism for actual pain. The needle feels huge and the split in my scalp is raw and tender. It feels like the thread zips through the needle hole, singeing my flesh with its speed. With each stitch, I grow more acutely aware that Helene is going to be done soon.

      Thinking back on the last few days, I search for what might have happened before I went overboard. Did we get into a fight? We never fight. Our marriage is almost boring with how little conflict we have with each other. The beginning of our marriage blazed hot, though.

      Passion can only take you so far. It burns fast and bright, but God, it’s like heroin. Instantly addictive, coursing through your veins and making the edges of your vision fuzzy. Everything takes on a pink glow. You don’t see the red flags that you should.

      Helene tugs at the thread running through my skin. It burns as it moves against the wound. Squinting my eyes, I grind my teeth until they squeak against each other and I’m afraid I might crack a tooth.

      Forcing myself to relax, I slow my breathing, still aware that Steve is just behind me.

      What happens now?

      How do we proceed?

      Do I roll over and ask him why he shoved me off the boat?

      Do I run? Where? I can’t.

      Everything is fuzzy. I only remember the feeling of two palms against my back. Hot, someone else’s blood flowing near the surface of them as they contacted my skin, and a little damp with the sheen of sweat that’s unavoidable in the Amazon.

      A memory comes to me like lightning striking the tin roof of a barn.

      It’s the moment when I struck my head against the edge of the lower deck before I hit the water. I heard the thud before I felt it, and the impact rocked my brain inside my skull. I’m lucky to be alive, I realize.

      There’s something else.

      Something brushed against my leg in the murky water as I sank.

      Scales. Mass. The threat of ancient muscle.

      I try not to think about what it was, even though I know. I’m overcome by the idea that I should make sure something didn’t bite me.

      “Do I have any bites?” I croak as Helene works on my scalp.

      Her hands are still, shocked by the sound coming out of me.

      “You don’t. You’re alright,” she says. “I looked when they brought you onto the deck. You are lucky. A woman once fell, and the caiman got to her before we could.”

      I’m dazed by everything, unsure if she’s joking or being serious.

      Steve doesn’t laugh, but I hear him sigh.

      The same way he sighed when I gave him an ultimatum.

      Leave her or lose me.

      That was a lifetime ago. Jane’s ghost dances at the edge of my mind. The wife before me. The wife I stole from. Our love was born out of deceit and our trust has always been brittle.

      I don’t want to roll over to face him, but before I know it, Helene tells me she’s done and rolls me onto my back. I glue my eyes on the ceiling until he moves into my field of vision, craning his neck out over the table and leaning so close that I smell his breath. My heart stops.

      I hear Helene fussing with instruments on a counter against the opposite wall. I need to scream. He’s going to finish the job right now.

      Finally, he speaks, his hot breath fanning across my face.

      “My God, you could have died,” he breathes.

      I exhale as he leans in and wraps his arms around me. Steve hugs me tight, pulling me up from the cot and my body goes limp. Dead weight in his arms, I hang there like a rag doll. Partially because I’m probably in shock. Partially because sometimes animals play dead to evade a predator.

      And right now I feel like prey.
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      Steve pulls back, the heat of his body growing more distant by the millisecond. It’s a relief, though he squeezes my hand. Am I supposed to squeeze back? Is that a gesture of loving kindness? His fear made tangible that I might have died?

      Perhaps in the moment I went overboard, he realized his error. A crime of passion, he would have called it to the Peruvian authorities. For a second, I imagine Steve in a South American prison, growing skinnier and skinnier as time passes, looking like a victim of a wasting disease at the turn of the twentieth century.

      I inhale sharply and try to gather my wits. The back of my head pulses at the site of the incision and I know a headache is coming. A big one. Soon, I won’t be able to think of anything else.

      Helene finishes with her instruments and walks back over to the cot, placing a hand on my arm. Her skin is cool despite having worn gloves only a minute ago.

      “I will get you a blanket so you can warm up,” she tells me. “And let’s get you out of that dress. Could your husband get you something to wear?”

      She turns to him when she asks, giving him a stern look, as though he’d better do as she says. I imagine Helene has taken charge of several crises in her day, even though she seems to be barely thirty.

      Steve nods, almost frantically, and stumbles over his words.

      “Yes, yes. Of course. I’ll be right back.”

      The thick tension in the room loosens as soon as he disappears into the dark corridor. I let out a shaky breath.

      “Do you remember what happened?” Helene asks.

      I roll my head to face her. I try to shake it but instantly regret it. The ache is setting in.

      “No,” I whisper.

      Helene’s brow furrows as she stares me down. Younger than me by a decade, her presence is the most imposing I’ve encountered in a while. I don’t imagine people lie to her often.

      “I don’t remember anything,” I reiterate. “Nothing but feeling something in the water brushing against my leg.”

      “Anaconda,” Helene says. “We spotted it just as we pulled you from the river.”

      This information would shock me if it was the only devastating piece of news I was trying to process. But it’s not, and because of that, it goes into one ear like radio static and leaves the other as a wisp of ether. Anaconda, you say? One of those great enormous snakes? Ha! How strange.

      But everything feels strange.

      I sit up and Helene places a hand on my shoulder. Her touch is gentle, but firm, just like her demeanor. Helene probably never raises her voice. I don’t think anyone would be silly enough to push her to that point. I do as she’s telling me and lean back onto the cot.

      “This is very important, Mrs. Silkwood,” she says softly. “What happened that caused you to fall overboard?”

      My mind screams him! It was him! My husband! Who else could it be? Don’t let him back in! Please!

      “I don’t know,” I tell her.

      Maybe it’s the fact that we’re on a riverboat sailing down the Amazon, trapped in close proximity to each other. Maybe it’s a misplaced loyalty I feel to Steve. Maybe it’s that I’m stupid. But for whatever reason, I suddenly understand every woman I’ve heard about on the news who won’t press charges against her abuser.

      I can’t bring myself to say it out loud.

      That will make his betrayal real.

      That will make me a victim.

      And how would Steve react?

      He’s already tried to kill me once.

      I feel Helene’s eyes against my skin, white hot and burning holes through me.

      “You can tell me, Mrs. Silkwood,” she says, her voice almost so reassuring that I do.

      Saying nothing, I just look at her, wondering what Helene’s story is. How she came to be on this boat.

      “What happened to the woman with the caiman?” I ask.

      “They tore her apart. Bit off her arm, she bled into the river. Tiny maroon waves lapped at the back deck of the boat.” She never breaks eye contact with me as she speaks. “She was a beautiful woman. Looked a little bit like you, in fact. On vacation with her husband and two teenage sons. Do you have children, Mrs. Silkwood?”

      “No,” I say.

      “Why not?”

      It’s a question you grow less uncomfortable with as you age in your decision not to breed. Somehow, though, the people asking seem to be just as horrified every time you answer.

      “I don’t want children. I never did,” I tell her. “My husband did. My first husband, I mean.” I find myself unable to stop babbling. “Steve doesn’t, though. Neither of us wants children. Plus, I’m forty now. It would be a big risk.”

      I’ve been tacking my age on to the end of my response for five years. Ever since I could qualify as a geriatric pregnancy. The science is behind me! They can’t argue with that unless they want to outwardly say a woman becoming a mother is more important than that woman’s health and safety. Most people find that easier to swallow, thinking that I just missed my window of opportunity. Poor Stephanie.

      “You’re smart,” Helene says, surprising me.

      “I would say lucky,” I say with a smile that surprises me. “I wasn’t the most careful when I was younger. Thinking I was invincible and all of that.”

      “Apparently you are,” she says.

      I blink, confused.

      “You hit your head very hard.” She brings me back to the present moment. “Hard enough that you should be dead.”

      She pierces me with that gaze again, hoping to burrow under my skin and get me to confess whatever it is she thinks I know.

      But I don’t know anything.

      Do I?

      I have a memory of being pushed. But I was looking out at the jungle, I realize. It comes to me quickly, the vision of the tree canopy. I hear the shriek of a howler monkey from somewhere deep in the jungle. Their calls can be heard up to three miles away. I remember reading that before the trip. That thought came to me just before I was shoved. When it happened, I wasn’t expecting it.

      Had I thought I was alone?

      I realize then that there’s no visual memory of who was with me in those final moments. But it had to be Steve. Why would it be anyone else?

      “What time is it?” I ask Helene.

      “Near midnight,” she says.

      “Knock, knock,” Steve says softly as he enters the room, tapping twice on the open door. I stiffen and find myself scared once again, but he smiles gently at me. Over his arm are pajama pants and a soft t-shirt of his that I love. I didn’t realize he had packed it. I’m the only one that ever wears it anymore.

      “Thought you might like this.” He touches the shirt, seeing me looking at it.

      “Thank you,” I manage, though my voice has grown softer.

      “She alright?” Steve turns to Helene and places the clothes on the end of the cot.

      “I’d like to observe her for the night,” Helene says. “Just to be sure. But she is stable.”

      He nods, biting his lower lip.

      “Did she say anything about what happened?” He asks softly, as though it’s a secret. As though I’m a child and he’s talking to the principal after having been called straight from work to deal with my misbehavior.

      Helene casts a disapproving glance at me and then looks back at Steve.

      “She remembers nothing.” There’s a note of frustration in Helene’s voice. She sighs and crosses her arms.

      “Can I stay with her?” Steve asks.

      Helene glances at me once more and reads the unblinking dread on my face in a split second.

      “There’s no need. I’d prefer it if she was undisturbed tonight. I’ll keep an eye on her,” she says, that stern command of the conversation returning.

      Even Steve, CEO of a print-on-demand merchandising business and multi-millionaire, forty-five and unaccustomed to being told what to do, listens attentively to this young woman and only nods in agreement.

      “I will let you know if anything changes,” she says. “I think she should rest now.”

      The last sentence has a finality to it. The conversation is over. She’s telling him to leave, and he understands. He nods again and then steps over, squeezing my hand and smiling down at me.

      “You’ll be just fine,” he says. “You’ve always been a survivor.”

      His mouth quirks up at the corner. He lets go of my hand, and right then, I’m not sure if that was a smirk or a sneer.
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      We were both married when we met.

      You to her, and me to him. Both of us trying to project happiness to the outside world.

      I remember the party where it happened. A large gathering for a cocktail hour that would inevitably meander into the wee hours of the morning. Everyone was dressed in their sexiest, yet still elegant, clothing. The women wore five-inch heels and dresses they couldn’t bend over in. The men had tailored three-piece suits that made each of them look like a different delicacy.

      You were no exception.

      I clocked you when you arrived. Tall. Taller than my husband by at least two inches and he was 6’2”. Built like an athlete, your suit hugged your muscular arms. Gray with a purple tie that popped right out. And then I saw her join you at the threshold. She took your arm, and you smiled at her. There was a tenderness in the expression. The way you might look at a favorite niece or nephew. I wondered if she was your date.

      I estimated that you were in your mid-thirties. Young, hungry, and looking for all possible networking opportunities tonight. Sipping my champagne, I remembered a time when my husband was just like you. The thought of him made me glance over my shoulder, scanning the room for him.

      Finally, after a second pass, I spotted him near the grand piano, clapping the back of some other businessman after a joke that was undoubtedly hilarious. I downed the rest of my glass and grabbed another as a waiter passed by. I offered him a smile, glad he wasn’t the same waiter that I had gotten my first two glasses from.

      A headache would come in the morning, but these things were unbearable without a little social lubricant.

      “Stephanie! How are you?”

      I spun, mid-sip, and spotted Ray Greenwood. My husband’s biggest client. We’d met before, and Ray had always given me the creeps. He was surrounded by no less than three beautiful women tonight who barely looked legal. Just another piece of data to add to the pile of his growing slime factor.

      He embraced me before I said a word, hugging me far too tightly for far too long. His hands lingered at my waist when he let go of me.

      “Where’s your hubby?” Ray asked.

      I glanced back at the grand piano, but he was gone. Of course. Like the police in a Netflix true crime special, he was never there when I needed him.

      “He’s around here somewhere,” I said with a big fake smile.

      “You look gorgeous as ever,” Ray said. I could smell his breath and I fought the urge to make a face. I pulled back and placed a hand on his chest, creating some distance between us.

      “Who are your lovely companions?” I asked, trying to turn Ray’s attention back to the teenagers he brought here with him tonight. “And did their parents sign permission slips?”

      Ray thought it was a good-natured joke.

      He always did.

      Insulting him was easy. He was a caricature of an aging millennial searching for meaning as an influencer. He dated women that were far too young for him because women his age would never put up with him. Whether Ray found any meaning in his life as a content creator is up for debate, but he was filthy rich. And like most other filthy rich men, he thought nothing was off limits. Including me.

      “Good one,” he said with a snicker. “Let me introduce you. This is Haley, Brinley, and Max,” he said, pointing to each of them.

      “And they’re all…your dates?”

      “Be more progressive than that, Steph,” he said, chastising me. “My love is big, and it needs a lot of room to…stretch out, if you know what I mean.” He winked.

      I most assuredly did know what he meant, and it had nothing to do with love. Ray thought with his penis and it had led him into several questionable business decisions, the last of which he almost didn’t recover from.

      I took a large swig of champagne.

      “Sure,” I said with a forced smile.

      Ray stared talking and suddenly it was like I was hearing Charlie Brown’s teacher, muffled by the sound of silverware and glass clanking, along with voices mingling louder and louder to be heard above the crowd. I just nodded when he paused, hoping it was the appropriate time.

      “What do you think?” he asked.

      I pulled away, suddenly aware that I hadn’t paid attention to anything he’d said. I stared at him for a moment like a deer in the headlights.

      “There you are!”

      I spun and saw a man. It was you. The man I’d been staring at earlier. I’m sure shock registered on my face.

      “I’ve been looking for you all over,” you said. “You’ll have to excuse us,” you said to Ray. “I need to talk to Stephanie about some important business.”

      You tugged me gently by the arm, and I followed you gratefully. Ray looked like he’d just been bamboozled out of a thousand dollars. He turned to his companions for comfort, his face sullen.

      “Thank you,” I said, the words gushing out. “Thank you so much.”

      “Well, I know what it’s like to be cornered by Ray Greenwood, and I can only imagine what it’s like as a woman,” you said. You did a playful shudder.

      “That’s about right,” I said with a smile.

      Your gaze lingered, both of us looking at each other. I felt butterflies in my stomach and broke the stare. I laughed and took a sip of champagne.

      “Well, I’ll leave you to it,” I said.

      “Not so fast,” you said. “Ray’s watching. We might as well get to know each other or he’ll be onto us.”

      I glanced over at Ray. Even though his dates were trying to comfort him, Ray’s mood seemed irretrievable.

      “Right,” I said.

      We exchanged pleasantries. You were charming. More charming than anyone I’d ever met. A quality that I was sure spelled danger the moment I recognized it. But like a bug zapper’s light to a moth, I was drawn closer to that hazardous glow and unable to look away.

      “Is that woman you were with your date?” I asked, taking a sip of champagne.

      Your smile faltered.

      “Wife,” you said.

      But the way you said it made me think you wished you didn’t have to. Like we were sharing a little secret that no one else in the world knew. You wished you’d come here alone tonight.

      Your eyes found mine and something passed between us, unspoken. The heat of it was blistering. Pure desire. I looked away and felt a blush rush to my cheeks.

      “Congratulations,” I said when I looked up, managing to conjure the most idiotic statement I could.

      You chuckled.

      “Thank you,” you said. And then you toasted my glass. “It’s been lovely to talk to you Stephanie,” you told me. I nodded.

      “Lovely,” I repeated, the word hanging between us for a moment.

      You turned and walked away. You were gone into the crowd, just like that.

      And so was that feeling of floating.

      I knew then that I was doomed.
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      With the help of a sedative, I sleep through the night. My head throbs the moment I open my eyes, even though the room is dark. Turning onto my elbow, I cast a glance around the room. Dim light from the hallway pours in through the open door, and I find Helene sitting on a stool at the counter, a paperback novel in her hands with a little book light illuminating her face from below.

      “What are you reading?” I ask, even though the effort of speaking sends jolts of pain down my neck and across my temples.

      “Good morning,” Helene says, closing her book. “It’s How to Change Your Mind by Michael Pollan.”

      I vaguely recognize the title, probably from an article I caught scrolling through Facebook. I don’t recall much else about it, though.

      “Does your head hurt?” Helene asks.

      “Massively,” I say with a sigh, closing my eyes as though that might alleviate the pain. It doesn’t.

      “Here,” Helene says. I open my eyes just a bit and watch her turn, grabbing something from the cabinet above her. A prescription pill bottle, it looks like. She shakes out two pills and hands them to me without water. “The sink is there,” she points to the wall ahead of me, then helps pull me into a sitting position. I gratefully take the pills with a handful of water without asking what they are. A painkiller I assume, and hopefully the opioid variety. I don’t

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Join My Newsletter
      


      		
        Also by Marnie Vinge
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Marnie Vinge


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
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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