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      The windshield wipers barely kept up with the steady downpour. Emmy Logan slowed to a crawl and gripped the wheel of her aging sedan, which was harder to steer with the U-Haul trailer behind it. Two-lane Treeline Road was all but deserted, and if not for the houses peeking through the woods on either side, a person could easily think she was alone here. Dark and gloomy as it was, today, January third, was the start of a new year and a new life.

      “Isn’t Halo Island beautiful?” she asked, casting an anxious glance at her eleven-year-old son.

      Jesse shrugged his narrow shoulders. “It’s raining and it’s cold and there aren’t any stores.”

      “We’re in the Pacific Northwest. It’s supposed to rain in January. Remember, this is a small town of less than two thousand people—nothing like Oakland. Most of the shops are downtown, which isn’t far from here. Once we’re settled in, I’ll take you.”

      The rural setting was one reason Emmy had chosen Halo Island. She’d first visited in November to interview for a librarian position and had instantly fallen in love with the place and its friendly people.

      More important, the town was worlds away from Tyrell Barker, leader of the Street Kings, the neighborhood gang that had courted her young fatherless son. Since Tyrell and his teenage thug buddies had befriended Jesse, her son had grown hostile and difficult to control. His grades suffered, and he was frequently called to the principal’s office. Emmy tried cajoling, threats, and even bribery to get him to behave, but nothing worked.

      The final frightening straw was the gun Tyrell had loaned Jesse. Emmy had had no idea until after Jesse gave it back, and she’d only found out because she’d eavesdropped on one of her son’s phone conversations. After that, the only choice was to move. Here on Halo Island, she hoped her son would quickly forget the gang, make friends with decent kids, and get back on track.

      Jesse yawned, and small wonder. Driving almost nine hundred miles from Oakland to Anacortes, then waiting for and catching the ferry to Halo Island—a forty-five-minute trip—made for a long two days. They hadn’t even celebrated the new year.

      “Are we there yet?” he asked.

      “According to Google Maps, we are. Beach Cove Way—our street—should be somewhere along here on the left side of the road.” No sooner had she replied than the voice of Google Maps indicated the turn a quarter mile ahead.

      Jesse squinted through the windshield, then nodded at a green road sign several yards away. “That must be it.”

      Emmy tapped the brakes. A moment later she could read the sign, which had a painted white gull hanging beneath it. Beach Cove Way. “You’re so good at finding things. I don’t know what I’d do without your help.”

      “That’s what Map Quest is for,” he mumbled, but he brightened up.

      Signaling, Emmy turned down the narrow, winding road. Among the fir trees were several charming cottages. According to their landlords, the Rutherfords, most of the houses on the street were vacant until the summer tourist season. The Rutherfords and now Emmy and Jesse were the only people living here.

      As they rounded a bend seconds later they glimpsed the ocean between the trees. Finally, near the end of the cul-de-sac, they found their cottage.

      “There it is, our new home.” Emmy pulled into the short gravel driveway and cut the engine. With the rain falling fast and furious, they were sure to get drenched. “Let’s sit here a minute and see if the storm lets up,” she said.

      As the downpour thundered on the car roof, her son silently took in the neat white cottage, the small yard, and the beach and ocean beyond.

      “What do you think?” she prodded.

      “It’s okay, I guess, but I’d rather be in Oakland with my homies.”

      Gang members hardly counted as friends, but Emmy refrained from saying so. She’d only upset Jesse, and she was determined to do everything possible to make this transition pleasant. “I miss my friends too,” she said. “But I’m going to make new ones. So will you.”

      “Not if I don’t want to.” Jess crossed his arms and compressed his lips. “The only people I need are back in Oakland. I want to go home.”

      “That life is behind us,” she said firmly. “Halo Island is our home. We’re practically on the beach. I think that’s pretty special.”

      “For a vacation, maybe. I don’t want to live here.”

      “But I have a wonderful job with the Halo Island Library. Things aren’t as expensive here as they are in Oakland, so we won’t have to worry so much about money. That means when you need something, I’ll probably be able to get it for you.” She’d still be careful, though. The move had drained most of her savings.

      “That’s good,” Jesse said, but Emmy could tell something was bothering him.

      “What is it?”

      “What if my dad wants to find me?”

      The yearning look on his face about broke her heart. “I don’t think that’s going to happen, Jesse. He’s been gone six whole years now, and we haven’t heard from him once.”

      “But what if he changes his mind?”

      “He knows how to get hold of Grandma or Grandpa. They both have our address. But don’t get your hopes up.”

      “I hate him anyway.”

      Emmy didn’t like Chas much, either. She wondered what she’d ever seen in her former husband. He’d married her because she was pregnant—a big mistake. From the start, he’d cheated on her. Determined to make the home she’d always dreamed of with a loving husband at her side, she’d doggedly stuck with him.

      Couple’s counseling had helped for a few years. But Chas was a restless soul who believed he was meant to roam the world without cares or concerns. Certainly he’d never wanted marriage or children.

      In a single afternoon he filed for divorce, cleaned out their bank account and disappeared. Leaving her basically penniless, with a five-year-old son to support. An attorney had handled all correspondence, and Emmy hadn’t heard from Chas since. The child support he owed was staggering, and his refusal to contact Jess even more devastating. But she’d already wasted too much time cursing her ex-husband.

      For a brief period after the divorce, battered but still clinging to her dreams of a loving spouse, she’d dated a few men, never bringing anyone home. That way if nothing came of the date, Jesse wouldn’t get attached. Nothing ever did, and after a year of dead-end dinners and movies, she’d stopped trying. She no longer believed in happily ever after. Now her focus centered on her son and his well-being. Jesse and work filled her life, and that was enough.

      As the storm relentlessly pounded the car, she buttoned her coat. “Doesn’t sound as if the rain will stop anytime soon, and I’m dying to see our house.” She pulled up her hood and opened her door. “Zip your jacket, and let’s make a run for the Rutherfords’ and pick up our key.” Emmy had never met the couple, only spoken with them on the phone, but she knew they lived just across the street.

      As she and Jesse sprinted through the wet brown grass, he actually giggled. A bubbling sound that had Emmy smiling despite the weather.

      The Rutherfords’ house was about twice the size of the cottage, and beautiful. Standing on their huge covered porch, Emmy wiped her feet on the mat. Jesse did the same.

      She brushed at her wet face, pulled off her hood and took a deep breath. “Just smell the ocean!”

      Jess sniffed. She rang the doorbell. Moments later the door opened. A plump sixty-something woman in a sweater and flowered skirt greeted them with a warm smile.

      “You must be Emmy and Jesse. I’m Melinda Rutherford. Welcome to Halo Island and the hardest rain I’ve seen in months. Come in. You’ll have to excuse the mess—we’re about to have our kitchen remodeled.”

      As they stepped into a large cluttered living room, a graying Burl Ives of a man in a flannel shirt, suspenders, and an expression that matched his wife’s, saluted. “I’m Tom Rutherford. Glad you finally made it. Looks as if you got a little wet. Don’t worry, by late April the rain will stop till October or so. Until then, prepare to grow webbed feet.” He winked at Jesse. “How old are you, son?”

      “Eleven.”

      “That’s what? Fifth grade?”

      Jesse nodded. Monday he started at Halo Island School, which went from kindergarten through high school.

      “You’ll be in Mrs. Hatcher’s class. She’s real nice. A good teacher—and pretty too. You’ll like her.”

      “She impressed me when we spoke on the phone,” Emmy said. She’d know more when she met the woman in person Tuesday afternoon. She tipped her chin Jesse’s way. “It’s great to hear all those positive things about your teacher, huh?”

      Her son nodded, his eyes wide as he took in the kitchen table and stacked chairs. Dishes, cookbooks, small appliances, and other cookware were piled on every available surface.

      “I’m afraid it’ll be like this for the next six weeks,” Melinda said. “That’s how long this renovation should take.”

      “Unless there are unexpected problems.” Tom hooked his thumbs around his suspenders. “I’m guessing more like two or three months.”

      “Mac’s leaving town. He already bought his plane ticket, remember? He’ll be done on time.”

      “Mac’s our contractor,” Tom explained. “Once he finishes with us he’ll travel Europe for a few months. Come summer, he’s off to college in Seattle.”

      Mac sounded young to be tackling such a huge project, Emmy thought.

      “We’re enlarging the room by several feet, which will cut into the backyard,” Melinda said. “Since our kids are grown and living off the island, we don’t need all that grass anyway. I love to cook—we’re getting top-of-the-line appliances and a roomy breakfast nook.” She rubbed her hands together. “When the place is finished, we’ll have you over for dinner.”

      “That’d be lovely.” The friendly couple were the answer to Emmy’s prayers. She envisioned growing close, the Rutherfords becoming surrogate grandparents to Jesse. Emmy’s parents, long divorced, rarely visited, and Chas’s were both dead. “In the meantime, once I’m settled, I’ll have you over.”

      Tom nodded. “We’d appreciate that.” At the sound of an engine, audible despite the closed windows, he glanced at his watch. “There’s Mac now. He starts work Monday and wants to review the final plans.”

      “We’ll be on our way then,” Emmy said. “If you’ll just give us the key…”

      “Got that right here.” Tom extracted the key from his pocket and handed it to her. “I’ll be over later to help you move your things into the house.”

      As the cottage came mostly furnished, there wasn’t that much to unload—suitcases, boxes, framed pictures, Jesse’s posters, and a few small pieces of furniture. Used to doing things for herself, Emmy shook her head. “We don’t have anything especially heavy. We’ll manage.”

      “Independent sort, aren’t you? If you change your mind, let me know.”

      “You may as well stay and meet Mac,” Melinda said. “He’ll be in and out every day for the next six weeks, and you’re sure to run into each other.”

      Seconds later a firm rap sounded on the door.

      The man who stepped through it was no teenage boy. He looked about Emmy’s age—thirty. He was tall and solid with a broad forehead, straight nose, and strong jaw, and dark, curly hair in need of a trim. He wore loose, faded jeans, a black T-shirt, and a denim jacket that hugged his broad shoulders.

      In a word, gorgeous.

      “Mac Struthers, meet our new tenant, Emmy Logan, and her son, Jesse.”

      Jesse nodded, and though he said nothing, Emmy could tell he was impressed. Small wonder. It wasn’t every day a person met a man with such presence.

      Holding a black leather portfolio, the contractor turned to Emmy, his gaze flicking over her. “Pleasure.”

      She managed a cool smile, at odds with her fluttery nerves. “Hello.”

      He towered over her. His grip was firm and warm. And his vividly blue eyes… Cheeks heating, Emmy glanced away.

      Next, Mac extended his arm to her son. “Nice to meet you, Jesse.”

      Looking as if he very much wanted to be a man, Jesse solemnly shook hands. “You too, Mr. Struthers.”

      “Mr. Struthers was my father.” The contractor’s mouth quirked. “Everyone calls me Mac.

      Utterly charmed, and confused at this man’s effect on her, Emmy placed her hand on Jesse’s shoulder. “Time for us to start moving in. It was nice meeting you all. Goodbye.”
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        * * *

      

      By the time Mac left the Rutherfords’ place an hour later, the rain had stopped. Pausing on the porch with only the sound of water dripping from the trees filling the crisp, silent air, he jotted down a few final notes on things to do between now and Monday morning. Pick up supplies and load the van with⁠—

      A woman’s laugh, as pretty and light as butterfly wings, interrupted his thoughts. Followed by a boy’s chuckle. The sounds were contagious and Mac smiled. The porch faced the water, and fir trees blocked any direct view of the woman and boy, but if he angled his head and peered through the branches he could see them without being spotted.

      He watched Emmy heft a box from the U-Haul, hand it to Jesse, then grab another for herself.

      She was a looker, and Mac looked his fill. Her light brown straight hair hung an inch or so shy of her shoulders and suited her pretty features. Her short winter jacket and snug jeans showed off long, slender legs and a round backside. Mac imagined her in tight skimpy shorts. Better yet, a lacy thong… His body stirred. Then he caught himself and frowned.

      A single mom with a young son? Count him out. He’d already raised kids—his twin brothers. They’d been ten, almost the same age as Jesse was now, when their parents had died in a car crash. Mac had been all of eighteen, about to graduate from high school, with big plans to travel through Europe, then head for college and a degree in architecture. But after the accident, everything changed.

      While his friends lazed away their post-high-school-graduation summer, then started college, pledged fraternities, and dated cute coeds, Mac had looked after his brothers, worked on a construction crew, and kept house. Not easy, but he’d seen Ian and Brian through eight years of school.

      By the time they finished high school, he’d started his own home-remodeling business. Money earned from that, plus proceeds from the sale of their parents’ house, had covered the twins’ college education. Summers they worked for him, earning a paycheck and learning the business. This past December they’d both graduated. Mac was proud as hell of them.

      And ready to realize his own ambitions. Finally, at the ripe old age of thirty, it was his turn. As soon as he finished the Rutherford kitchen, he planned to travel around Europe for a few months. With no set agenda and no responsibilities, he could go wherever he wanted, as carefree as he’d always dreamed of being.

      He’d fly back in time for summer quarter at the University of Washington. He wanted the degree, which his parents had urged him to earn, and the kind of interaction you could only get in a classroom. He meant to get a bachelor degree in construction management. By doubling up on credits and taking classes year-round, he figured he’d finish in just under three years. While he was gone, his brothers would run the company and finance his education, just as he’d done for them.

      This time, nothing short of death would stop him. Nothing.

      “I’m tired,” he heard Jesse say.

      “I know,” his mother replied. “Let’s hurry and bring in the rest of the boxes before the rain starts again. Then we’ll return the U-Haul—if we get it back before five, we save money—pick up something for dinner, and relax.”

      “I gonna relax now.”

      “There isn’t that much left to do. If we work together, we’ll finish in no time. Then you can goof off.”

      The boy crossed his arms and shook his head.

      “Please? Just a little more?”

      “Uh-uh. I’m quitting now.”

      “Come on, Jess, I really need your help.”

      “No. N. O.”

      Mac eyed the defiant boy, who clearly needed a firm hand. Which, judging by his mother’s pleading voice and expression, was something she didn’t understand.

      “What’ll it take to change your mind?” she asked in a soft voice. “Ice cream? A new T-shirt?”

      The kid snorted and shook his head. “You can’t make me do what I don’t want to do. You can’t make me do anything.” His chin jutted out in challenge. “I hate it here. I want to move back home to Oakland, and my friends.”

      A loud breath huffed from Emmy’s lips, as if she was trying to hold on to her temper. “We’ve already discussed this numerous times. We’re not going back. This is our home now.”

      “Not mine. I never wanted to move, and I’ll never like it here. I. Want. To. Go. Back,” Jesse repeated, emphasizing every word.

      “If you just give Halo Island a chance, I know⁠—”

      “You don’t know. This place is lame and so are you. I hate you!” He spit out the words. “You can just… go to hell.”

      Looking shocked and hurt, Emmy recoiled. “What did you say?”

      “I said, I hate you and go to hell.”

      The kid had just stepped over the line. Without stopping to think, Mac stalked toward him and his mother.
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      I hate you and go to hell. Jesse’s stinging zinger sliced straight into Emmy’s heart. Crushed, appalled at his nerve, and a little scared, she made her you’d-better-take-that-back-or-you’re-in-trouble face. Seemingly unfazed, he stared sullenly at her. She realized she’d completely lost the ability to control him. What to do now?

      Out of the corner of her eye she caught a whir of movement. Mac strode across the yard, his jaw tight and his gaze narrowed on her son. As he closed the distance between them, Jesse dropped the tough pose. Suddenly a little boy again, he shuffled his feet.

      Mac stopped not a foot away, his big hands low on his hips. “No boy should talk to his mother like that,” he said in a quiet but commanding voice. In the cold, his breath formed sharp clouds. “Apologize to her.”

      To Emmy’s amazement, her rebellious son gave a meek nod.

      “Sorry,” he grumbled, chewing his cheek.

      “That’s more like it.” Mac’s expression lightened. “Now do like your mother asked and help with those boxes.”

      Lips tight, Jesse hurried to comply.

      While Emmy was relieved to have his cooperation again, she was embarrassed that Mac had heard his awful words. She was also furious at this man she didn’t even know, telling her child how to behave.

      She waited until Jesse disappeared into the house, to confront him. “Just who do you think you are?”

      Clearly surprised, he put his hands up, palms out. “Hey, I was only trying to help. I know kids, and if you don’t make them toe the line now, you’ll lose them later.”

      How did he figure that? He was probably right. She wasn’t the best at making Jesse behave, and that needed to change. But this virtual stranger disciplining her son—it was too much.

      “You don’t even know us, and you certainly have no right to butt into our lives,” she seethed. “So butt out.”

      Mac flinched as if she’d slapped him. Verbally, she had.

      “It won’t happen again.” Turning on his heel, he walked away.
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        * * *

      

      For the rest of the weekend, while Emmy and Jesse grocery shopped, bought paint for Jesse’s bedroom, and unpacked boxes, she thought about Mac and what he’d said. Also what she’d said. In hindsight she realized he’d only meant to help. Which he had—Jess had pretty much behaved since.

      And how had she thanked Mac? By bawling him out. She couldn’t stop thinking about the startled look on his face and how he drew back. Her uncivil behavior gnawed at her so that even when she fell into bed exhausted late at night, she couldn’t sleep.

      By Monday morning, sick of beating up on herself, she made a decision. When Mac showed up at the Rutherfords’ today, she’d head over there and apologize. The very thought salved her conscience.

      At the moment though, there were bigger concerns—for one, convincing Jesse to go to school. After that one frightening moment Saturday afternoon, she no longer feared she’d lost control. She and Jess were back on track with their usual tug-of-war, but she had the final say and he knew it. Thank goodness. Even if the constant arguing drained her.

      “Do I have to go?” he asked, head bowed over his still-empty cereal bowl.

      Like her he was tired, but that wasn’t the real reason for his balky behavior. Shy by nature, he didn’t adapt easily to change.

      Now in the small kitchen, sitting across the square wood table from him, Emmy sipped her coffee and tried to ease his fears. “Remember what Mr. Rutherford said? Mrs. Hatcher’s really nice.”

      “Then she won’t mind if I’m not there today.”

      “But she’s expecting you.”

      “Come on, Mom, second semester hasn’t even started yet. They’ll probably be reviewing for their finals. I already finished my first semester, so me going today is lame.”

      Hardly. Jesse needed the time to adjust to his teacher and classroom, and hopefully start making friends. Emmy arched her eyebrows. “You’re going to school, period.” Hating that she sounded so stern, she added, “But if you want, I’ll drive you.”

      “No way!” He looked mortified. “I’ll catch the bus.”

      Which meant that he wasn’t going to fight her any more about school. She’d won the first battle of the day, a big relief. She glanced at the brass ship’s clock, a thirtieth birthday gift from her father that now decorated the kitchen wall. “Which will be here in less than half an hour. You’d better eat breakfast while you have time.”

      After pouring cornflakes into his bowl, Jess added sugar and milk. That he didn’t want a ride—didn’t want to be seen with his mother—was nothing new. He was growing up—way too fast for Emmy. She remembered herself at his age, wanting to be independent yet still needing her mother. A woman who was remote and distracted and only too eager to push her out of the nest. Her father had been far more affectionate, but after her parents divorced when Emmy was six, he’d moved to the East Coast. Growing up, she only saw him a few times a year. Now, with money tight, she saw him even less.

      Jesse attacked his cereal as if he hadn’t eaten in days. Lately he was always hungry, yet never seemed to gain weight.

      Deep in thought, Emmy poured herself a smaller portion. She worked hard to be the opposite of her mother, to be here whenever her son needed her and also when he didn’t—just in case. To listen and help and be the mom she’d always wanted. She would explain this to Mac so that he understood, she decided as she ate. The man no doubt thought she was a shrew. Emmy cringed at that.

      And wondered why she even cared. She certainly wasn’t interested in him. No? Then why was she spending so much time worrying about his opinion of her?

      Because she wanted him, and everyone else in town, to like her. She wanted to fit in and set down roots here.

      Checking the clock a second time, she sprang into action. “The bus will be here soon. Better wash your face and brush your teeth.”

      While Jesse did so in their microscopic bathroom, Emmy cleared the table, loaded the dishwasher, and sponged up her son’s dribbled milk and cereal. She probably should ask him to clean up his own mess, but didn’t want him to miss the bus.

      If you don’t make them toe the line now, you’ll lose them later, Mac had said. Did that apply to dishes too? She’d make Jesse do them after dinner.

      How did Mac know that anyway? Had he been a handful for his parents? Or maybe he had a child or two of his own. Was he married? Divorced? Emmy wanted to know, but wouldn’t ask. It wasn’t her business. Besides, asking those questions might give him the mistaken impression that she was interested.

      Jesse returned to the kitchen with his face washed and his hair gelled and styled like many boys his age. In contrast to his movie-star-cool hair, he wore the clothes Tyrell and his posse favored—a black oversize T-shirt with the Street King’s emblem of a hand-drawn red crown on the front and a red skull and crossbones on the back. His black jeans were so loose they could fall down at any moment, and his sneakers were unlaced.

      Emmy hated that her son still owned the awful T-shirt. She detested the entire outfit, which was sure to make a poor first impression at school. They might even send a note home, asking that he not wear these clothes. Half hoping they would, biting the inside of her cheek to keep from sending him back to his room to change—she didn’t want to fight this battle now, especially when he was running late—she handed him his lunch money.

      He pocketed it and turned away. “Bye, Mom.”

      “Don’t I rate a kiss?”

      He was still a few inches shorter than she was, and she bent her head. Rolling his eyes, he gave her a quick peck. She fought the urge to pull him into a hug. He wouldn’t like that.

      Bypassing the wooden coat tree they’d brought from Oakland, he headed toward the door. Why did kids think it cool to go coatless and shiver all day?

      “Hold on there. It’s January—you need your jacket.”

      With an audible sigh of irritation, he grabbed his bomber jacket. He shrugged into it, then swung his backpack over one shoulder.

      Much better. Emmy smiled. “If you change your mind and want me to pick you up after school, call. I’ll be here, painting your room.” Her new job started a week from today, giving her seven whole days to spruce up the house and make it into a home. And five days to be here for Jesse after school, instead of making him come to the library and wait for her shift to end.

      “I’ll ride the bus back,” he said.

      “Would you like me to wait with you this morning?”

      He looked appalled at the very idea. “Mo-om.”

      “I was only offering. Bye.”

      He clomped through the door, banging it shut behind him. Suddenly the cottage was much too quiet. Chafing her arms against a surge of loneliness, Emmy stood in the living room and peeked through a chink in the drapes, spying shamelessly as her son waited at the end of the driveway. The morning was damp, chill, and gray, and she was relieved he’d worn his jacket.

      Moments later the bus rounded the bend and rolled toward the house. As it screeched and stopped, she noted several boys and girls seated inside. Would one or more of them become Jesse’s friends?

      She hoped so. “Be happy today, heart of my heart,” she murmured.

      The bus driver, a man with a round face and friendly smile, greeted Jesse. Emmy couldn’t see her son’s expression, but his shoulders were straight instead of slumped—a positive sign, right? Jess boarded and disappeared inside.

      Not five
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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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