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        "I don’t know how it’s possible, but it seems like every new addition to this Fortunato Family series is better than the last. And that’s saying something as I’ve really loved this series. Believe me when I say if you're looking for the ideal read to kick off your winter romance reading, then look no further. This read will fill you up with all the same warm and fuzzies as a cup of hot cocoa and a fresh tray of red velvet chocolate chip cookies. That's the underlying feeling which permeated Snowfire: warmth."
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        “Charlotte O’Shay’s writing can be summed up in three words:

        intoxicating, emotional and irresistible.”

        www.nnlightsbookheaven.com
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      “Magic is believing in yourself, if you can do that, you can make anything happen.”

      Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
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      "The flower doesn't dream of the bee. It blossoms and the bee comes."

      Mark Nepo
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      For Gerry

      May the next realm grant you the happily ever after you always wanted and deserved.

      I miss you, brother.
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      Ballet dancer Natalya Nieves sacrificed everything, including a social life, to succeed in her chosen career. But when she meets Luca, her focus strays—to a man who could fulfill her every fantasy.

      When Luca Fiero escaped a routine life in his family’s Hell’s Kitchen bakery, the cost was life-altering. These days ex-con Luca values work and family and knows all too well what he can never have.

      But Christmas magic doesn’t care if straight arrow Natalya and fallen angel Luca never should’ve met. With holiday cookies sweetening the deal, will Natalya and Luca be granted a future they don’t believe they deserve?
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      “I want it to snow again on my birthday like it did last year.” I declared with a five-year-old’s single-minded vision.

      “Snow doesn’t work like that, Tally,” my father said. “You can’t order it, or wish it into being or work for it. No one can control snow. Snow is magic.”

      “Then I’ll ask Santa to bring snow. Santa is magic. And I’ve been very, very good.”

      “You have been. But you might be better off asking Santa for a toy.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Natalya, 18 months ago

        

      

    

    
      Breathe. You were born for this. Focus. This is it. This is everything you’ve ever wanted.

      Silence reigned backstage precisely as Madame Babchenko decreed it must from our first rehearsal. In the wings the comforting, familiar cloud of baby powder, and the pungent combination of sweat and the salves that eased painful joints surrounded us.

      I closed my eyes for a beat to school my racing pulse. Slow inhale. Even slower exhale. Using my go-to image, I took in a measured breath, visualizing luxuriant snowflakes—swirling, flowing, glittering—unique yet part of the whole, floating in a relaxed meandering path to a magical destination.

      Deep, slow breath in. Full breath out. Again. And again.

      This was it and I was ready. More than ready. Every measure of my performance from the opening pas de chat was ingrained in muscle memory. I listened for my musical cue, silently counting off the time.

      Now.

      The orchestra surged its welcome and the corps de ballet, a graceful blur of lavender and white bell tutus, flowed onstage. I wasn’t Natalya anymore. For these perfect hours, I was a faerie, floating with a flurry of fellow faeries, come to celebrate the birth of Princess Aurora. And it was utter bliss.

      After waiting so long for the moment, the day of my debut performance rushed by way too fast.

      But it wasn’t over yet. Besides, there was no chance I’d ever forget a second of it. How could I? Today marked my official entry into the world I’d ached to belong to for eighteen years. I was no longer a student. With tonight’s performance, I wasn’t simply an amateur ballerina. I’d become an employed ballet dancer.

      Determined to celebrate to the max yet commit to memory every major and minor detail of the most significant day of my life, I allowed my posture to droop the slightest bit as I leaned back in my chair to soak in the deceptively simple square of the restaurant’s dining room.

      Warm, welcoming, rough stucco walls surrounded the dozen tables dotting the area around us, privacy guaranteed by strategically placed, six-foot, fig trees cozily adorned with twinkle lights, bowing gracefully from terracotta planters. Pillar candles dominated the center of our café table casting lavish shadows on spotless tangerine linen.

      The room was jammed with late night, Upper West Side revelers, but the voices of our fellow diners faded to indistinct murmurs as I inhaled the faint scents of rosemary and lemon drifting from the kitchen. A core memory was crystalizing—the perfect end to a spectacular day.

      “To us! We did it!”

      I lifted the delicate stemware, grinning at my friends and the bubbles teasing my nostrils before I took a choreographed sip. Gillian and Sara raised their own glasses of prosecco in unison with me.

      “To us. Long may we reign,” Sara intoned in her incisive, upper class British accent, which always managed to sound equal parts irreverent and oh-so proper.

      We giggled and then, at the looks we were garnering from the other patrons, we giggled some more. Our glee was definitely being noticed in the elegant restaurant we’d selected for a triumphant, late night, rarely indulged in, pasta supper but I didn’t mind in the least. This celebration had been a long time coming.

      Gillian lifted an elegant, spaghetti strapped shoulder. “Or as long as we last before we…you know…”

      “Nope, no. Nuh-uh.” I shot up from my chair and waved a bossy hand in her face before she could finish. Gill’s surprised laughter bubbled as she gaped at me with an I can’t believe you did that grin. Satisfied I’d prevented the torrent of negativity; I resumed sitting but nevertheless called Gill on her BS.

      “Not tonight, Gill. Tonight’s about beginnings. Of course, someday we’ll retire or teach or maybe work in some other dance adjacent career, but that’s a long, long way into the future. As of today, we’ve all landed contracts with awesome companies. We deserve tonight. We’ve sacrificed so much for this dream.”

      “Yeah, like steady boyfriends,” Sara muttered.

      “How about any boyfriends?” Gill responded with a wry twist of her lips.

      “Have you both forgotten the legend-in-his-own-mind, what was his name? Sylvester Brady? Or was it Brody?” I asked.

      “The wanna-be actor who worked his way through the entire population of our freshman class doesn’t count as a boyfriend, Tally, and you know it.” Gill said. “And your Type A approach to career may let you ignore our lack of social life but…”

      I acknowledged the truth of their comments with a tip of my chin before I interrupted determined to keep our focus where it belonged.

      “But nothing. All that may be true but what’s also true is our sacrifices were worth it. For this. This day. I’m so proud of us. We did it. I wouldn’t know what in the world I’d do if I wasn’t a dancer. Dancing means everything to me. And I know it means the same to you.”

      Shaking back my long hair, I exulted in the unaccustomed weight of it flowing freely down my back, anchored by a simple headband. Then I raised my glass again and waited till Sara and Gillian did the same. “That’s better,” I nodded when we’d all clinked glasses and drank again.

      Classmates first, roommates later and as of tonight all three of us had done it. We’d auditioned over the last several months and each one of us had been selected for a different company based around the city.

      Tonight, I performed in my first ballet as a paid professional, an interpretation of The Sleeping Beauty with the Bellini-Babchenko Dance Company, an up-and-coming, city-based, classical troupe. I’d done well and, without false pride, knew it.

      Madame Babchenko and Signore Bellini, co-founders of the company, who, like most of the teachers in my career, were not prone to bestowing effusive praise, or even any praise at all, had each taken a moment to congratulate me and forecast a promising future, Signore Bellini even going so far as to predict I was on the cusp of a brilliant career. Let me tell you, I wouldn’t forget that comment in a hurry. If ever.

      Mom, Dad and Aunt Wendy had been in the audience, smiling from the cheap seats and surreptitiously recording the whole thing. Afterward, they’d all been emotional, even Dad’s voice was gruff as they had presented me with a beribboned bouquet of white roses. Then my parents had headed back to Staten Island because tomorrow was a workday.

      Right now, Alex, my fourteen-year-old brother, who was already taller than me and mega-obsessed with skateboarding and gaming, was probably being forced to sit still to watch the video of my debut on Mom’s old laptop. I could picture him in a comfortable sprawl on the couch, feet propped on the coffee table. No doubt he was secretly thrilled I hadn’t been able to get more than three discounted house tickets for the performance.

      I wondered if my parents thought it was worth it. Whether they viewed my position in the corps de ballet as something to be proud of after their unceasing support of my career. I know they said they did.

      They supported me both emotionally and in part, financially. But could they see what I saw, a beautiful beginning won with my hard work and their tireless assistance, or were they mired in the reality of the never-ending expense of my passion?

      Money had been tight long before I’d possessed any aspiration to dance—or understood the cost of living in New York City. I’d been too young to appreciate how little my parents’ salaries stretched back when I first started dance classes. Yet my parents never let on that it was too much.

      The only argument we’d ever had about dance was whether I’d attend college. I would’ve gladly skipped going for a degree—by that time I ate, drank and slept dance and only dance— but my parents had been adamant. So then Juilliard had become my goal. And as Aunt Wendy always said, “watch out when Talya decides she wants something.”

      Now what I wanted was simple. All I desired was my family’s pride in the fact that I was an independent professional.

      My besties had made similar sacrifices. Sara moved far from her native England to chase the dream. Gillian joked she was on pointe in Colorado before she could properly walk or talk because she’d been taking some form of dance class since she was a toddler.

      I, the only native New Yorker of our crew, was bitten by the ballet bug the traditional way, when my godmother, Aunt Wendy, took five-year-old me to see a Lincoln Center performance of The Nutcracker. That day, like today, would be forever emblazoned on my memory.

      I’ll never forget sitting in the first balcony with a bird’s eye view of the stage, feeling very much like a princess in my brand-new, red velvet Christmas dress. I could still hear the excited murmurs of the audience as the orchestra warmed up, the sticky feel of the program clinging to my perspiring fingers when the lights went down, and the performance began. Then the way dear Aunt Wendy good-naturedly read every single bio of the dancers in the show when we went out for cheese‐ cake and ginger ale in the theater district afterwards.

      Once bitten, there was no turning back. Immediately, I’d begged my mother to let me sign up for classes with Miss Jenny Cooper, a dance teacher with a home studio near our house on Staten Island.

      After a few years, Miss Jenny encouraged me to jump into the larger pool of dancers for more serious instruction in Manhattan. In high school, I’d commuted to the city for classes four times a week. Every summer, I’d studied and performed in an intensive program.

      That meant missing out on all of the regular high school rituals, even prom. Friendships were almost impossible to sustain because I never hung around after school let out.

      Meeting Sara and Gillian at Juilliard had saved me. Really, we’d saved each other. We’d agreed at the outset, anything more than friendly competition was a four-letter word. It helped that each of us sought something different in a dance career. Gillian favored modern expression, and Sara would be on Broadway sooner rather than later.

      We’d finally moved into an inexpensive, by Manhattan standards, apartment in Yorkville. Since my parents footed the bill for my tuition and fees, it was my side hustles, everything from part-time yoga teacher to dog walker to grocery delivery person to baby-sitter which covered my share of rent.

      But that was then. From now on, I’d make it without any further help from my parents. It might take years to achieve financial stability living in an ultra-expensive city like New York, because the reality was dance performance contracts ended, auditions would begin again, and workouts and classes would be a necessity throughout my career.

      But here was the truth. No one lived in New York City because it was the cheap option, and no one was passionate about ballet or any other creative pursuit for its money-making potential.

      It was moments like tonight which made all the side gigs, all the early morning rehearsals and all the aching muscles, blisters and late-night workouts worthwhile. Right now, the nightly routine of falling into immediate sleep, bone-weary and sore was forgotten. Nothing else mattered except the fact it… was… happening. We’d worked and we’d willed our dreams into a magnificent fruition.

      Light-headed with exhausted happiness, in love with the world, we toasted ourselves again and again as we gorged on house made pasta and tiramisu.

      

      Eleven months ago

      

      “Is it your New Year’s resolution to torment me?” Sara whined and I swallowed a giggle. I’d done my best to slip into the bathroom to dress without disturbing my roommate. We’d all partied into the wee hours after the ball dropped.

      “I’m going to check out the space at the Athenia Theater,” I said, securing my hair into a loose bun without bothering to look in the mirror. “Then home to meet my family for New Year’s brunch before I head back to the city for rehearsal.”

      Sara pulled a pillow over her head. “Ugh. You know it’s ridiculously early, don’t you?” Her muffled voice was plaintive. “Begone,” she ordered with an impressive level of drama considering she was still snuggled deep within her comforter. “No more chatter. I don’t want to wake up yet. I was having the most splendid dream involving an umbrella cocktail, a sunny beach, and a tanned, six-packed stud. See you later.”

      Sara lowered the pillow to squint at me. “And don’t forget to turn off the bathroom light.”

      “Sure,” I whispered, flicking the switch off. It was almost 9 a.m. so it wasn’t that early. And I had no choice. Call me Type A, and who hadn’t, but duh, I had to see the theater.

      Renovations of the historic Athenia Theater were almost complete but till everything was ready, our company had been rehearsing at a nearby studio. Members of the Bellini-Babchenko troupe were invited to see the space today and we hoped to get in to rehearse before opening night if the theater was finished on schedule. But the reno crew had already missed a few completion deadlines.

      Madame, Signore, the theater owners, the producers and the investors were tearing out their collective hair. I had a feeling if I didn’t view the space today, the first time I’d see it would be from backstage on opening night. And I would never allow that to happen.

      I had to get a feel for the stage, even if only a visual, before we began performances Sunday. Madame and Signore had named me an understudy to Juliet in our production of Romeo and Juliet, an amazing step forward in my career. Two roles to commit to memory since I had to know the corps de ballet role as well as Juliet’s.

      But the fact I’d been given such an opportunity without knowing the stage layout was giving me hives. I couldn’t allow anything to mess up this opportunity.

      After sliding on new workout pants, a Christmas gift from Aunt Wendy, over my leotard, I threw on my ancient polar-tech hoodie against the frigid January 1st temperature.

      I tiptoed out, closing the heavy front door with an almost soundless clunk so as not to disturb Gillian, in the front bedroom, who was also sleeping off our New Year’s Eve fun. Since Gill paid the largest portion of the rent, she’d rated sole occupancy of the front bedroom for all the years we’d shared our two-bedroom place.

      The overnight fluctuation in temperature had turned New Year’s Eve’s semi-romantic, snowy weather into today’s annoying, slushy ice.

      Sanitation crews were still contending with the sloppy confetti-covered streets and sidewalks when I climbed the stairs from the subway at Times Square aka Ball Drop Central.

      The Athenia Theater’s stately facade rose up among other architectural gems on Forty-Fourth Street, along with a conglomeration of actor-venerated restaurants and dilapidated fast-food joints.

      The security guard, who looked as groggy and under-caffeinated as I was, let me in through the theater’s side door when I flashed the technical shoes in my training bag packed for our brief rehearsal later today. “I’ll be out in ten minutes,” I promised.

      The interior of the grand turn-of-the-twentieth century space had been gut renovated. Now, it possessed state-of-the-art electrical and plumbing systems, while staying true to its classic history with cream and gold gilded paintwork, new, decadently comfortable cushioned seats and an embossed royal blue velvet curtain.

      It boasted two balconies above the orchestra level to accommodate a total of nine hundred people. Carpet still needed to be installed, and backstage was a mish-mash of storage.

      In spite of the chill in the air, warmth seeped into my bones. The Athenia’s renovation surpassed my every expectation. What an honor to us in the Bellini-Babchenko ballet company to perform here on the night of its reopening. This was a hot ticket. Good thing Aunt Wendy had already purchased her orchestra ticket for opening night.

      

      Four steps

      

      A tiny patch of ice disguised by a piece of uncollected litter from last night’s Times Square revelers was my literal downfall. Eager to get on my way to Staten Island for our family brunch, I exited the theater’s side door in a hurry. Before the door had even closed behind me, I’d tumbled down four ridged iron steps, landing with a hard pop into a world of agony.

      Stabbing pain surged up my right leg and shot in cascading waves into my right foot. On top of that my right elbow stung and throbbed. I swallowed back the nausea. What in the world had happened and where in hell were my vaunted dancer’s balance and reflexes?

      Ignoring the pain through sheer force of will, I planted my palms flat on the ground and pushed up to a half-sitting position.

      Dancers were well versed in discomfort and my winter gear had probably prevented something worse. I would gather my inner resources in a moment and count myself lucky because I hadn’t hit my head. Or had I? In the way of all athletes, I quickly assessed my injuries. No, definitely no loss of consciousness. No visible blood.

      But damn. Had that loud pop been my Achilles tendon? The sheer agony I was experiencing now told me there was no way I could even attempt to put weight on it. And the elbow which broke my fall hurt like the devil.

      Lancing, can’t-move-an-inch-or-I’ll-throw-up pain continued to arc along my right side. I had no choice but to rest at a weird sideways angle against the bottom step till the nausea lessened. But the woozy sensation only got worse.

      Feeling for my cell phone, I found it intact in my left pocket but before I could dial 911, the security guy circled back to find me sprawled at the bottom of the steps.

      I continued to gulp back nausea till EMS arrived, scooped me off the cold sidewalk, and into the back of an ambulance. Swallowing back the worst of the bile roiling my stomach, I called Aunt Wendy, willing my voice not to sound as wobbly as I actually was.

      “Hey, Aunt Wendy. Happy New Year to you, too. Listen. I just injured my leg outside the Athenia Theater. Everything’s okay but I’m going to get it looked at.”

      I spoke as fast as the nausea permitted, trying to say my piece before Aunt Wendy could ask questions I couldn’t, for a variety of reasons, answer.

      “Would you let my parents know I won’t make it to brunch? Thanks. Bye.”

      My little speech petered out at the end as the effort of speaking in a fake, nothing-is-wrong-here voice ushered in another wave of nausea.

      Suddenly, it was much too difficult to hold my cellphone to my ear and I let go of it, preferring to close my eyes against all the flashing white dots ping-ponging across my line of vision.

      I don’t know how many minutes later when my head stopped spinning long enough for me to open my eyelids a crack, I discovered I was lying on a gurney in St. Luke’s Emergency Department. The last thing I remembered was telling someone wielding a big scissors not to cut my brand-new technical pants.

      They didn’t listen and I closed my eyes as much against the zing of the scissors wrecking my new pants as for the fresh bloom of pain that hit when the cool, regulated hospital air bathed my clammy right leg.

      Everything was okay. I would be fine. It had only been four steps.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Natalya, Present Day

        

      

    

    
      You may never be able to. You may never be able to.

      The echo of the doctor’s words clanged in my head as I darted across Fifty-Ninth Street against the light. I winced when my right foot landed on the curb with more force than I’d intended and paused, tugging my woolen sweater closed against the wind and pulling up the hood.

      Every ounce of my concentration had been focused on the rehab session and the medical consult afterward.

      Otherwise I might have taken a second to check the weather. If I’d bothered, I wouldn’t have been shocked at the way this morning’s sunny, late autumn, December first day had morphed from bright and brisk at 8 a.m. to frosty and fierce at five o’clock.

      The holiday season was here even though I’d never felt less like celebrating what used to be my favorite time of year. In a few weeks, it would be a year since the accident which had derailed my career and I had nothing to show for it.

      I shivered under the storm clouds peeking through the skyscrapers. Chin tucked into my chest against the biting wind and the blinding spray of street grit swirling around Columbus Circle like so much desert sand, I rushed along with the rest of the pedestrians streaming out of work toward the subway on their way home or at least someplace better than work.

      Not that I thought there was anything better than work. Nope. Because for me, it wasn’t work. What was that saying? If you do what you love, you’ll never work a day in your life? Ballet was all I ever wanted. The life I’d always dreamed of. However hard I had to work, I’d do what it took, and I’d get it all back.

      I’d get my life back.

      Dr. Constantine hadn’t seen it that way. “You did a number on yourself there, I’m afraid.” She pointed at my right limb and I twisted my lips at her baldly pessimistic description of my injuries before she rambled on.

      “The fracture of the metatarsal was one thing and bad enough. But a ruptured Achilles tendon, a sprained ankle and an old stress fracture you should have rehabbed years ago are something else entirely.

      “The reality is—the kind of weight and force you want that leg, in particular the knee and ankle, to undergo on a daily basis is conducive to re-injury when you haven’t fully recovered. I don’t believe you’ll be able to bear weight on it the same way in the near term.

      “And long term? I don’t know. You may never be able to. In fact, I wonder if you’re not doing more harm than good with your continued workouts. They may be hampering the healing process.”

      Or, I countered her unduly pessimistic opinion in my head, my continued workouts—already sanctioned by a physical therapist, might push me over the line from almost there to fully recovered. Because Dr. Constantine didn’t know me. Not really. She evaluated the physical components of a body.

      She couldn’t measure the mental, the emotional parts that made me who I was. My desire to succeed. My competitive spirit. My will to achieve. How I refused to give up. What did they call that? Yeah, grit.

      Look at how far I’d come already. I’d rested and rehabbed for six months after the accident and the surgery. For an additional five months, I’d been doing full ballet workouts.

      I was back. All dancers lived with a certain amount of pain. It went with the territory. All I had to do was convince my old company to take another look at my progress.

      Shoving my hands deeper into my pockets I battled another gust. This time it blew from behind, lifting my sweater like a cape, almost knocking me off my feet. Once I made it past the whirling wind tunnel of Columbus Circle, the crowd thinned, and I lengthened my stride.

      Aunt Wendy’s apartment—no, it was my apartment now—was less than twenty blocks away, roughly a city mile farther downtown. I ducked under an awning to check the weather app on my cell.

      The forecast and my aching right leg were in agreement. Rain was predicted for later tonight but I’d make it back to the apartment before the skies

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Praise for Charlotte O’Shay
      


      		
        SNOWFIRE
      


      		
        Table of Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        About Snowfire
      


      		
        Excerpt
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        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
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        here’s a sneak peek ~ Say You’re Mine~ – a steamy, opposites attract contemporary romance
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


        


      


      		
        Free Reads & Social Media
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Charlotte O’Shay
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		SNOWFIRE


      		Table of Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Charlotte O’Shay


    


  


OEBPS/images/img_3693.jpg
CHARLOTTE OSHAY
ROMANCE

iy A s





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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