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      -Emmy

      I snort with laughter as I toss another shovelful of snow onto Bradley Jacobs’s Range Rover. I shouldn’t find such enjoyment in something so childish, but I can’t help it.

      Normally, a person would be terrified to cover their boss’s vehicle with snow dyed in rainbow colors. Especially when said boss likes things “just right.” He has the cupboards in the break room labeled and so many rugs lined up along the sidewalk outside the front door that even a smidgeon of dirt doesn’t stand a chance of crossing the threshold. Shoot … even his sticky notes are organized.

      Having his beloved Range Rover covered so deep with colored snow that it looks like a giant snow-cone will throw him into conniption mode.

      Yelling might be involved.

      I don’t even school my smile at that thought. No matter the consequences, getting Brad to react in a big way might just be the key to getting him out of his funk. Okay, so almost dying while climbing Mount Denali was kind of a big deal.

      I get that.

      Especially since faulty equipment was to blame, yet, he won’t talk to any of his friends about it. The accident lingers in our meetings. It hovers like a stifling cloud around him in the way he stresses when I or my partner-in-fun, Wyatt, the other member of the product-testing department at Ascent, Inc., test products sent to us for distribution consideration in the field.

      Hard job, right? Like, I get paid to play outside. It’s an amazing job that I absolutely love.

      Three years ago, when I convinced Brad to hire me during a climbing competition we were both involved with, I never thought that Ascent, Inc. would take off like it did. I just saw it as a way to get back at my hateful parents with their “When are you going to stop this outdoor nonsense and get a real job?” line that played on repeat every time I thought reaching out to them was a good idea. The even lovelier, “You’re so stupid all you can do is roll around in dirt,” one became an increasing favorite of theirs.

      Lines like that filled my childhood.

      “Bah,” I huff as I scoop into the neon pink bag of snow.

      Enough of the Downer Debbie.

      I push my family from my mind as I toss another shovelful on the SUV with an extra heft. I hate it when my mind veers to the depressing. I’d much rather focus on the positive, like finding the next adventure and helping others—which brings me back to my colored snow venture.

      Maybe, just maybe, when Brad sees this beauty, he’ll find that fun-loving side of himself again. Maybe he’ll track me down, pelt me with snowballs, and tackle me in the snow. Pin me down and kiss me so thoroughly that we’ll both overheat in our winter coats now that spring is here.

      Whoa.

      My cheeks burn, and not from frostbite.

      Not sure where that thought came from.

      Liar.

      Right, okay. So, I have a slight crush on my boss. It’s nothing serious. I haven’t spent hours doodling his name with mine or anything. Well, maybe that one time, but it was during an excruciatingly long meeting that droned on forever. I can’t be held responsible for what my hands do when put through mind-numbing torture. You know, idle hands, the devil, and all that.

      My watch beeps, startling me back to my task. Brad will be walking out of that door any second to start his car, which means I need to hide. He’s that type of person, so organized he leaves at the same time every day. Unless the company is on a crunch, then no one leaves. Kind of handy we have a storage room full of hammocks, pads, and sleeping bags.

      I grab the sled of neon snow and rush to my hiding spot. Crouching behind the boulders, I start up the video camera I’ve set up and rub my hands together, partly because the cold seeps into the gloves. I’ll have to make a note of that for the product write-up. Those babies aren’t gonna cut it for Ascent’s distribution line when a little bit of time playing in the snow gets my fingers cold.

      Mostly, though, I can’t wait to watch Brad’s face as he exits the building. I’ve been planning this prank for weeks. The last few weekends, I’ve come to work and dyed snow, hiding it in trash bags in the woods like a crazy woman. I had to wait for a day with no wind and little sun so there wouldn’t be any chance of melting. I don’t want this thing going south by dyeing his pristine Rover like a hippie car from the seventies. That might push him the wrong way … like the fire-Emmy-Glenn way. I even put a barrier of clean snow under the masterpiece just for extra measure.

      He crosses the window of the lobby, and I shift my feet and squeeze my legs together as my bladder decides the anticipation is too much. It would ruin the moment to pee my pants in my excitement like some overenthusiastic dog. I know for a fact doing so would deter any and all future chances of Brad smothering me in kisses.

      Not that that’s my goal.

      Or even a possibility.

      He’s never once looked longingly over the conference table at me. Never once given me that vibe that attraction zips from him to me with an electric charge.

      Nope.

      The whole attraction is a one-way circuit that runs hot from me to him, which is why I play it cool. Keep the little crush cards close to the chest, so to speak.

      Okay, little is not the right word. Crushing squarely hits the mark. Whoever thought up that term is an expression genius. Infatuation shouldn’t weigh as heavily as it does.

      Not that I’m obsessed or anything. I don’t stalk his every move or have his schedule memorized. Except for when he leaves for the day, but everyone knows that. Most don’t know that he gets coffee at nine forty every morning, though. To be fair, the break room is right down the hall from my office, which he has to pass to get said coffee, so it makes sense I would know.

      I shake my head and focus on the front door. I pull the binoculars up to my face. They arrived in the mail today for sampling. Hey, I can get some work in and have fun at the same time.

      Brad saunters out of the building, his easy gait and broad shoulders making my heart do a little flutter. Annoying? Yes, but I’ve mostly gotten used to the ridiculousness. He looks at his phone, not paying attention. I giggle and press my lips together to keep the excitement in. He can’t hear me this far away, but I don’t want to take any chances.

      He pulls his keys out of his pocket and clicks the fob, his head bobbing up as he glances at his car and back to his phone. Freezing mid-stride, his head raises in slow-mo.

      This is it.

      Weeks of planning culminate in a moment of giddiness. My hands shake, and I brace my elbows on the rock to stabilize them. I don’t want to miss his reaction.

      He stands there, his eyes widening, yet his brows furrow as he scans the giant pile of snow. His face pales, and suddenly, I don’t like how close these binoculars bring me in. Chin drops to his chest, and his entire body droops in a shaky breath. He backs up, his eyes tracking over the car and then toward me.

      His eyes are … I don’t know … weary—betrayed, stabbing right into my chest with a burning hot knife of guilt. His expression shutters to an emotionless mask. The heat coursing through me turns ice cold. He drops his head and turns back to the building.

      Tears blur my vision as I slump to the ground. What have I done? I never meant to hurt him. Never meant my joking to cause him pain. I close my eyes as a tear tracks a burning path down my cold cheek. I’m more like my parents than I thought, using emotional bullying to pressure others.

      I scramble to the video camera and jerk it to me. Pressing at the buttons in frustration, the stupid thing won’t turn off. I rip off the useless gloves and stop the recording. Then I jam the delete button before the video can even process a thumbnail. I don’t want to ever watch that heartbreaking moment again.

      I can’t handle reliving his hurt and disappointment. I need to fix this. I will fix this.

      The door rattling open snaps my gaze back to the building. Brad is bundled in a fleece face mask, gloves, and a stocking cap under his helmet, and he lugs a mountain bike the company just received through the door. I’ve been excited to test out its jumbo tires meant for snow.

      Brad keeps his face straight forward, not turning toward the car or me. A shiver races along my skin as I watch him pedal out of the parking lot and down the road. After staring in his direction long after he disappears, I slump against the boulder. How could I have been so heartless?
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      -Brad

      I swerve the bike around the tree that springs up in the weak headlight, hoping the adrenaline of riding the trail in the dark will keep my mind completely occupied. It isn’t working. I take a deep, cleansing breath of frosty Alaskan air as I pedal back to Ascent.

      I don’t want to go back. I had every intention of not returning until morning. But all I can think about are those colors leaching onto my car and the mess that will create. I’m proud I’ve lasted an hour and a half at home before I couldn’t handle the thought of the mess anymore.

      Not that it has any chance of melting in early March. My brain doesn’t function in logic once it grabs hold of a thought. No. Reason goes right out the window.

      Most of the time, I have my OCD under control. At least I had until Mount Denali kicked my butt last summer, sending me to the hospital for two weeks with internal bleeding and broken bones. I haven’t quite gotten my triggers under control since.

      Probably because I haven’t spent enough time outdoors—my reset.

      My equalizer.

      Another tree rises from the dark. The front tire rubs the bark before I can veer away. The pedal clips the trunk even harder, and branches smack my face. The bike wobbles, illuminating the forest in a ghostly dance. The trees grow thick here. Crashing wouldn’t be pretty.

      I loosen the death grip on the handlebars and pedal faster. Another branch smacks the top of my helmet, but the bike straightens out. Nature and adventure might be my equalizer, but biking a snow-machine trail in the dark at full speed borders on the edge of insanity. I laugh as even more of my tension from the mess waiting for me eases out.

      Rod, my adoptive dad, taught me how steadying nature can be soon after I moved in with him and his wife. There I was, a seven-year-old freak whose mom had left me on the fire station doorstep because she “couldn’t handle my issues anymore.” Like it was my fault my brain wouldn’t shut down.

      Wouldn’t stop obsessing.

      Dad took me home. He said he knew I was meant to be theirs the minute I focused more on organizing the cleaning supplies on the firehouse shelves than the fire trucks.

      Yeah, pathetic.

      What kid cared a lick about that? I did, to a fault. But Dad also did. He helped me understand that I wasn’t broken or a basket case, as my birth mom liked to put it. I’d just been wired a little different.

      Okay, a lot different.

      Yet, my OCD doesn’t have to rule me. Dad taught me that I can not only control it, but let it make me a better, more driven person.

      Dad has been the perfect example for me, blessed with the same wiring, as he likes to say. Because of him, I’ve come to not resent the difference. That is, I hadn’t resented it until Mount Denali drop-kicked me off its face. Since then, the need to control has skimmed under the surface, pushing for purchase.

      Making me realize I have a long way to go before I can move to the next step in life—that one that involves a wife and kids. No woman would want to be with someone who has to have everything just right. Who vacuums every day and keeps the shelves spotless.

      Okay, maybe that wouldn’t be so off-putting. My wife wouldn’t ever have to worry about cleaning. However, she might get tired of me and my idiosyncrasies.

      Not that I have any prospects.

      Emmy Glenn’s mischievous, mismatched eyes—one green and the other hazel—and her smirking, lush lips flash before my mind, calling me every bit a liar.

      Ugh.

      Emmy…again.

      Four months earlier, I watched her animatedly explain the benefits of a new product she’d just tested. I stared at her smiling lips, wondering when I started questioning if they were as soft as they looked. In fact, my brain detailed every part of her, from her wavy blonde hair that she chaotically piled on her head to her perfect toenails she painted alternating bright colors. Somewhere along the line, she went from just a friend to me noticing her toes’ nail polish. Even though I don’t want the stress of a relationship right now, I can’t stop wondering whether the two of us would work.

      I barely dodge another tree. Thinking of Emmy is more distracting than obsessing over dyed snow. But if I have to choose between thinking about Emmy and the mess, I’d choose her, hands down, if my mind lets me.

      Emmy’s daring, not a bit humble, and a bundle of energy that’s always moving, especially when she has to sit through meetings. It’s that vitality and her constant desire to lift others up that circles my brain back to her like an insatiable tick.

      Unsettling?

      Totally.

      I’m her boss, but, more importantly, we’re just friends. So why have my thoughts become hyper-observant, mentally cataloging her in my brain?

      Being that alert to a person does things to me, though. Sometimes she’ll get this look like she’s studying me too. My heart will kick up and threaten to plop out onto the floor. Then, just as quickly, the expression disappears. I’m left wondering if my mind just stalled or if it’s making things up, so I’ll believe something more than friendship is there.

      I shake my head and push harder on the pedals. The tires skim over the snow effortlessly, shooting more adrenaline straight through me. In the morning, I’ll have to tell Emmy and Wayne the bike will go into distribution, or at least they will order enough for employee usage.

      After I clean up the mess.

      Nothing is happening until that is removed from my life.

      I made the right choice in walking away from that monstrosity that looked like a giant unicorn had taken a dump on my vehicle. I felt the anxiety sliding along my skin—the hurt racing through my veins. Anything I’d said or done in that moment would have only pushed a wedge between Emmy and me, because there is no doubt who is behind that prank. While there probably isn’t any hope for us becoming a couple, I don’t want to do anything to hurt our friendship.

      To hurt her.

      I know what she’s been trying to do. She’s been joking with me for months, trying to get me to lighten up. She doesn’t understand just how much that accident affected me or how her little pranks make everything worse. I know her, and if she did, she’d stop and probably spend the next six months apologizing.

      Maybe I’m just a masochist, but I don’t want her to stop teasing me. Because, in some way, I think that if she stops, her caring will, too. Dumb, really, but that’s the thought my brain keeps grabbing onto.

      I’m not sure what calms me more, the crisp bike ride in the quiet, near collisions with towering deadly trees or making the decision to clean up tonight, but I’m glad I’ve come. I might even keep the vehicle in the garage and take the bike to work every day. And no, not just so Emmy can’t do something else to the Rover. The trail goes right by the warehouse located on the outskirts of town. The large birch, aspen, and spruce guard the area like sentinels. I can smell their fresh scent in the crisp air.

      I can’t remember the last time I went outside and enjoyed the Alaska I love. It’s past time for me to go on an adventure. To get outdoors. Get control of my triggers because I sure as heck can’t control nature.

      Through the trees, the lights from the parking lot beckon me to push harder on the pedals, though part of me wants to slow down … to enjoy the peace a bit longer. Once I see my vehicle, my brain will try to take over again. Circling and circling until every flake of colored snow is taken care of. Just thinking about it has my shoulders bunching with dread.

      The turn off the trail into the lot is twenty feet away, but I stop. The cold night air seeps into my coat and chills my sweating skin. I can almost feel each hair as its roots tighten in shock. Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath to center myself.

      “Okay, it’s just snow. You love the snow.”

      My mind isn’t buying it, so I push off with determined force and pedal into the lot like a gladiator charging into the colosseum. Dramatic? Yep. Whatever it takes to psych myself out, I’ll do it.

      I rush into the lot, fully armed and ready to conquer the millions of colored snowflakes slowly melting into my vehicle’s paint. The front bike tire hits a rock, but I’m so shocked by what I see that I lose control. The bike slides out from under me, and I hit the ground with bone-jarring force.

      Asphalt in the spring is hard, harder than it is in the summer, somehow. This isn’t true, but when I’m cold and lying on the frozen ground, it feels harder.

      I push the bike off my body and stand, staring at what caused me to lose focus in the first place. Silver paint shimmers under the streetlight. The mound of snow piled on the Rover is gone. Not only that, but all the snow that had dusted the parking lot has vanished.

      Completely.

      My eyes track the snowbanks on the sides of the lot, but there aren’t any bright colors waving their taunting blankets at me and screaming, “Olé!” My nerves that have blared at high alert since leaving work, calm to a mellow buzz like it really hasn’t been that big of a deal in the first place.

      How did Emmy do all of this? And why? Most of the time, she draws out the pranks she pulls on us, making the enjoyment and embarrassment last as long as possible. They’re all harmless, of course. She’d never do anything to actually hurt someone physically or emotionally. I figure it’s one of her ways to focus. Normally, she’d leave the colored wonder for all to see the following morning for a good laugh over coffee.

      So why has she gone against her grain?

      Why has she cleaned it so thoroughly, my OCD thought-pals cheer in awe?

      My eyes snag on her car parked in the shadowed corner of the lot, then dart to the light flickering from the courtyard behind the building. My throat dries like I haven’t had a drink in a week. I can’t tell if it is excitement or uncertainty that has me swallowing boulders. Grabbing the bike from where it’s fallen, I stalk toward the light. I don’t know what has gotten into Emmy Glenn, but I am about to find out.
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      -Emmy

      I huddle in an insulated blanket next to the flames snapping in the office’s backyard firepit. I don’t know why I can sit and stare into a campfire without feeling the need to move. Something about the way the flames flick and dance makes me want to sit and watch as the fire slowly consumes the wood. Maybe it’s the sparks that shoot off unexpectedly or the smoke that shifts into my face without notice that gives sitting in front of the campfire an excitement that doesn’t leave me bored.

      The quiet crackling also gives me lots of time to think. Most of the time, I make plans for the next activity to distract myself with. Not tonight. Nope. I mull over my prank, replaying Brad’s expression in my mind. Each time, more regret jabs into my heart. Another prick pokes my conscience.

      How many of my other pranks have left people hurt like Brad? Have I become like my parents? Only in a more sinister, twisted way by using jokes as weapons instead of words?

      The wind whips past, knocking the bare birch branches together. A shiver rips through me, and I pull the insulated blanket I’m testing more closely around me. I probably should have just gone home after I cleaned up my mess, but I didn’t want the solitude of my townhome.

      At least here, in Ascent’s backyard, I have a fire and the trees to keep me company. Though the birch aren’t the best companions at the moment. They sound like rattling bones, ominous and full of dread. I much prefer their conversation when the branches burst with green leaves that chatter happily in the breeze. Now, they add to my discomforting thoughts, like they also think I’m hopeless.

      I sit back deeper into the portable loveseat we got the week before. It doesn’t fit within our product image of extreme sports, but companies send Wyatt and me stuff all the time to test and review on our Instagram account. I figure if it helps the outdoor community find quality equipment to rely on, we’ll test things out when we can, even if we won’t distribute it. I like spreading outdoorsy happiness however I can.

      I take a sip from my chamomile tea I filled my thermos with. Maybe by the time I finish it and the fire dies out, I’ll be tired enough to go home and crash. One can hope. However, the way my nerves dance along the subcutaneous layer of my skin and how my thoughts keep circling around all the pranks I’ve pulled and who else I might have hurt, I don’t think sleep will happen.

      “Can I join you?”

      Brad’s quiet question right behind me has me screaming and jerking to my feet like a middle school girl at a scary movie. My arms flail. The treasured thermos flies through the air. Even the insulated blanket gets in on the fun, tangling around my legs as I try to escape. I step free but end up falling toward the fire. This is going to hurt. Serves me right after all my pranks.

      Strong hands swoop me up just as the flames lick my hair. Arms wrap around me, surrounding me with the clean scent that clings to Brad. It isn’t cologne or those obnoxious deodorants that overwhelm. Whatever soap he uses leaves the scent of pine and earth that I want to inhale.

      “Whoa.” His arms tighten a moment before his hands trail across my back and squeeze my shoulders. Each slide of his hands makes me shiver. “You okay?”

      I lean my forehead on his chest. You know that spot right under the chin? My small nod rubs my head against his chin, and I want to just bury myself deeper. Put my face right in the warmth of his neck and camp out for a few hundred years. The pressure of his hands on my shoulders increases, and my heart takes that as a cue to fire off like a mariachi trumpeter, all fast and trilly.

      “Hey. Seriously, you okay?” He pulls me back and starts searching my body for injury.

      My heart goes from a fast-paced cha-cha to a pathetic, drawn-out wha, wha, whaaa.

      Friendship you have. Nothing more.

      “Yeah.” I step back with a chuckle, making sure to pull the blanket up so it doesn’t wrap its tentacled fabric around me again. “You just startled me a little.”

      “A little?” He doesn’t laugh, not out right, but the humor lacing his rich, baritone voice warms my gut better than any calming tea ever could.

      “Wait. My thermos.” I scan the snow for the little metal canister that has become my security blanket. Literally, I take that thing everywhere. It’ll have to be pried from my fingers when I finally kick the bucket.

      “Oh, no.” Brad rushes to the woodpile and grabs a branch as my eyes snag the flames flickering around the thermos in glee. “I’ve got it.”

      I bite the corner of my bottom lip, wondering if my ol’ pal is going to make it out of this one. It’s been dropped from an eighty-foot cliff wall when I stopped for a break while rappelling. I thought rappelling without gear would be fun. Once, while I rushed from the grocery store, it tumbled from my loaded-down arms and slid under a passing car’s tires. That had been exciting, watching it shoot from the road like a missile into the side of the brick wall of the store. Thankfully, it missed the window by a foot.

      Through all its bang-ups, it still works better than any other thermos or travel mug I have. It might be dented, and its shine may have faded, but like people, it’s what’s on the inside that counts, primarily stevia-sweetened chamomile or decaf chai. Will the thermos’s demise finally come by fire?

      Brad fishes it out of the fire and sets it in the snow. The sizzle of scorching metal on cold is loud, sending steam barreling into the night air.

      “I’m so sorry.” Brad turns around. “I’ll get you another.”

      “Pssh.” I wave him off and sit back down. “That thing’s indestructible.” Probably. “It’ll be fine.” Hopefully.

      He looks at the steam still coming from the snow, his hand running over his neck. He’s stiff like he doesn’t know what to do next. So not Brad’s form. Control and planning, knowing all the angles and what will work and what won’t, is the definition of him.

      I have to apologize, have to make it better between us. Because crush aside, he’s one of my best friends. One of the few people who let me be me without criticism.

      “Join me.” I pat the seat next to me, the chamomile curdling in my gut, not calming at all.

      He stares at the small space left on the loveseat, looking like he’s warring an inner battle. I can almost hear his debate.

      Mini-angel Brad on one shoulder, says, “You need to let it go. It was just snow.”

      “Forget that, man.” Mini-devil Brad puffs up. “She doesn’t deserve our forgiveness. In fact, fire the idiot so we don’t have to deal with this nonsense anymore.”

      Okay, so maybe that isn’t Brad’s inner struggle, but it’s definitely mine. I’m not a big fan of Mini-devil Brad, by the way, even though he’s kind of scruffy with the short beard Brad only wears when on outdoor adventures and has that smoldering look in his eyes.

      Have I mentioned that I have a vivid imagination? Yeah, it seems to get caught up and run rampant at the worst times, like in school and long meetings. Or when my boss/good friend is questioning hanging out.

      Just one of my lovely ADHD superpowers that keeps life interesting.

      “I won’t bite.” I raise my fingers in the Vulcan V. “Scout’s honor.”

      I’ve never been a scout or a lover of sci-fi, but I hope it’ll make him laugh. His eyebrows lower, and he gets this intense look that’s an awful lot like Mini-devil Brad’s smoldering one. The insulated blanket and campfire are suddenly too much heat. I can feel my face getting flushed, and I pray really hard that he thinks it’s from the fire and not an actual blush. Then, just as quickly, his expression shutters, and he steps up to the loveseat.

      “When did this come in?” He sits, the space so small our legs press against each other.

      Maybe this isn’t the best idea.

      “Last week.” I settle into the corner, trying to put as much distance between us as I can, but it’s useless. I point to the two cameras set up—both taking pictures every three seconds like they normally do when testing products. “Gonna review it and this blanket on Instagram.”

      His head snaps to the cameras, and his serious demeanor melts as a smile pushes his cheeks up. “That whole diving into the fire is on camera?”

      I match his smile, winging my eyebrows up. “Yep. Think Kensie can piece enough pics together to make an epic fail video?”

      “Maybe.” Brad pulls some of the blanket over him, so I adjust to share. “It might just go viral.”

      “That would be absolutely awesome.” I drum my fingers together in glee. “I could be like an overnight star.”

      “You’d be something.” He huffs, which is equivalent to a chuckle, then shakes his head. “People will start thinking Ascent is just a bunch of screwballs.”

      “Nah. Everyone will clamor to be a part of our super cool team.” After a pause of sweat-inducing indecision, I lean against the armrest and throw my legs over his lap like I’ve often done in the past. I need to just bite the bullet and get to this whole apologizing thing. “Listen, about earlier, I⁠—”

      “It’s nothing.” Brad interrupts me, his hands resting on my shins.

      “No, Brad, it’s not nothing. It was thoughtless and childish.” I touch his shoulder, then tuck my hands under my armpits. “I guess I just … I don’t know.” My words dry up as he turns his head to look at me. “You’ve been strung so tight since your accident. I just thought, well, I didn’t think. No surprise there. I’m just, I guess, worried.” I shrug. “And I’m horrible at apologizing, which is funny since I spent my whole childhood saying sorry. Ridiculous how I could whip those sorries out by rote, but when it really matters, I screw it up.”

      Brad’s face scrunches with concern, and he squeezes my legs in his strong hands. I close my eyes to hide my embarrassment at spewing nonsense at him. No one knows about my childhood. It isn’t something I talk about. My friends know my relationship with my parents is strained, but no one but my cousins knows just how horrid they were to me.

      “Em, thank you for caring about me.” Oh, if he only knew how true his statement is. “Your friendship means a lot to me. I guess I’m just a little too anal for pranks to be an effective means of slump-jolting.”

      Friendship you have. Nothing more.

      Inner Yoda spouts the obvious, and I want to punch him in the jugular. But since he’s actually myself, that would make Brad question our truce and my sanity.

      “No more pranks.” I hold up the peace sign. “Scout’s honor.”

      He chuckles, one eyebrow lifting in question. “Do you even have a clue about scouts?”

      “Nope.” I smack the “p” extra loud. “Perfect Patty did scouts, so of course, I wanted nothing to
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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.


