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      Blaire bolted up the sidewalk and into her parents’ living room. She charged straight past Mama’s collection of vintage dolls, from original plastic figurines to old-fashioned porcelain models, positioned on metal stands on surfaces on either side of the baby grand piano and on shelves above it—it was a doll shrine, really—and into the kitchen.

      Mama stood hugging Savannah, who was crying, wiping her eyes only for more tears to come.

      “Why would he do this to me?” Savannah sobbed.

      “Because some men are selfish creatures who only care about themselves. Not countin’ your daddy, but heaven knows that man has his moments,” Mama said. She wore her jalapeño pepper apron sporting burned patches and stains from the many times she’d used the apron in place of hot pads or towels.

      Savannah gave off a little chuckle that turned into a wail. She stepped back, but the space between the fridge and the cupboards was barely big enough to allow for the dishwasher to stick out its tongue. Savannah collided. She hit her forehead on the open cupboard where Mama had been putting away the dishes.

      With a frustrated squawk that could rival any bird, Savannah screeched and simultaneously slammed the insulting cupboard door as hard as she could and kicked. Blaire lunged for the unsuspecting dishwasher door, but it was too late. The hit had been made, though it didn’t have the effect her twin sister seemed to hope for—whatever that was. Savannah squealed again and clutched her now hurt leg and released a string of curse words.

      Blaire was still trying to grasp what was causing her sister to act like she’d failed to sell her cow at an auction. She’d rushed to Harvest Ranch the instant work ended, almost immediately after she’d received Savannah’s panic-streaked text.

      Everything is wrong, Savannah had messaged. Meet me at Mama’s ASAP.

      Warning and worry had exploded in Blaire’s brain. Every possible worst-case scenario added fireworks to the show, and she’d driven like a girl on the run to see what the matter was.

      But Mama wasn’t dying on the side of the road.

      Daddy wasn’t being life-flighted after having fallen off a cliff.

      Savannah was being dramatic, and Blaire cursed herself for falling victim to her flair for spectacle again.

      “I know you’ve had your hopes crushed, but a broken heart is no reason to break my dishwasher,” Mama reprimanded.

      Blaire bent and closed the—fortunately—unbroken appliance. The action served like opening a gate to where Mama and Savannah stood.

      Blaire waited for them to notice she’d arrived and fill her in but neither did. “I got your text,” she said. “Are you going to tell me what this is all about?”

      “He broke it off!” Savannah displayed her now-ringless left hand.

      “Jeremy? Why?” Blaire asked. She wasn’t unused to her sister’s dramatic flair, but it had been a while since she’d seen it in person. Savannah always went over the top whenever anything went wrong. “What happened?”

      Blaire tried ushering Savannah to the dining table on the opposite side of the bar, but Savannah sniffed and brushed her dark hair from her shoulders. Mama took a tissue to Savannah’s face as if she were two instead of twenty-seven.

      “It came out of nowhere,” Savannah said, batting Mama away and wiping her own eyes. “We had everything in motion. I just got my dress sized.”

      Blaire remembered the day a few weeks ago, helping Savannah try on gown after gown until finding what she’d alleged was the perfect one. And the dress really was beautiful, with a mermaid silhouette that perfectly hugged and accentuated all her curves. “The cake was ordered. The invitations were just about to go out.”

      “Good thing they weren’t,” Mama fumed, “or that would be a fair amount of dish water.”

      Savannah rolled her eyes. “Everything was in order. We were talking about our honeymoon, looking for flights, planning how many kids we wanted to have, and then he just—ended it.”

      “But why?” Blaire asked again. “That doesn’t sound like something Jeremy would do.”

      Jeremy was constant and steady, like a river that had run the same course, curved around the same bend in the trees for ages, and would continue to do so. Savannah, on the other hand, was like a railroad switch, moving from one track to the next at the pull of a handle. Savannah had claimed that was what made her and Jeremy such a great match, because no matter how many times she changed her mind, Jeremy would always be there to keep her grounded.

      That statement had kept Blaire’s teeth grounded, that was for sure.

      Savannah glared at her sister. “Sure, take his side.”

      “I’m not taking anyone’s side.” Blaire lifted her hands. “I’m just trying to understand where this is all coming from. You guys have seemed really happy.”

      “We were,” Savannah said with a muffled wail, followed by more tears.

      Mama looked on in helpless sympathy. Blaire closed in and put her arms around her identical twin, so the three women were wedged in Mama’s little kitchen like they had done when Mama had taught them how to bake pies or make drop biscuits. Life was simpler then.

      Savannah rested her head on Blaire’s shoulder. The sisters had been there for each other like this countless times before, but every other time, Blaire had been ready to condemn the latest heartbreaker and toilet paper his house.

      But Jeremy Birch? She couldn’t instantly hate Jeremy. Instead, she held wrath for him in reserve.

      For the last year, Blaire had avoided the topic of Jeremy as much as possible. She didn’t particularly want to broach the topic now, but Savannah was devastated. What had gone on between them to cause this?

      “You still haven’t told us what happened exactly,” Blaire reminded her twin.

      “I’d like the answer to that myself,” Mama said, weaving around the bar to settle herself on one of the stools.

      “He cheated on me, okay?”

      Mama’s foot slipped and kicked below the counter. Blaire reared her head back in undiluted shock. “Jeremy did?”

      Her sister wiped her cheeks again. “Who else do you think I’m talking about? Of course, Jeremy. Jeremy Birch, the boy next door, the town pharmacist who everyone thinks is so great and friendly, cheated. On me.”

      “Oh, honey,” Mama said from her place on the barstool. She placed a hand on her neck. “There’s a special place in the afterlife for men like that. When did this happen? How did you find out about it?”

      Savannah sniffed. “I don’t want to go into all the details right now, honestly, but when I confronted him about it, he said maybe it was a good thing I knew and that we should call things off until we got it figured out. So here we are.”

      “I’m so sorry, honey,” Mama said, making her way back into the crowded kitchen to hug her daughter again. “I wonder if it’s too late to get a refund on the dress.”

      This comment made Savannah glare. “Send the bill to Jeremy. He’s good for it.”

      Mama paused only long enough to exchange a disbelieving glance with Blaire. Blaire accepted the expression wholeheartedly. Everything she knew about Jeremy was dashed in an instant. Her sister may be dramatic at times, but she wouldn’t lie about something this serious.

      Much as Blaire wanted to deny the accusation and defend Jeremy’s good name for the sake of all the history between the three of them, she couldn’t. Savannah was heartbroken. This was real. It was too serious for Savannah to have made it up. This affected her entire life, and Jeremy’s too, for that matter.

      “You don’t believe me, do you?” Savannah said.

      Blaire blinked, realizing her sister was looking right at her. “I—I want to.”

      “I’m not lying. Not about this.”

      The words sounded too genuine. What other choice did Blaire have? She reached for her sister’s hand and squeezed it. “I’m just shocked. I’m so sorry this happened.”

      Tears filled Savannah’s eyes again and she squeezed back. “Thanks, Nugget,” she said, using their dad’s pet name for her.

      Mama got on the phone with the caterer, the cake company, and the invitations and put everything on hold. Her confirmation at the end of every phone call only made Savannah sob harder. Blaire went to the freezer and returned with necessary pints of mint chocolate chunk ice cream and the three of them commiserated while the remaining plans were postponed.

      “Sorry about all of this, Mama,” Savannah said after another spoonful of ice cream.

      “Don’t even worry about it,” Mama said. “There’s somethin’ good to be had about all of this.”

      Savannah sniffled. Blaire softened toward her sister the longer they sat there. Men were evil—that was all there was to it. Jeremy had broken her own heart too, ten years ago, though he probably had no idea it had belonged to him in the first place when he’d broken it. Blaire decided it was time to hold that fact against him all over again, in Savannah’s honor.

      “Like what?” Savannah asked. “What good can possibly come from this?”

      “You can start datin’ again,” Mama said by way of suggestion.

      “That’s right. The world and all the hot guys in it are at your disposal,” Blaire said, trying to add to Mama’s outlook, hoping it would do the trick. Blaire and Mama began bouncing their positives off one another.

      “No more saying no to guys who ask you out.”

      “No more wonderin’ if you’re doing the right thing marryin’ him.”

      “No more crying over him.”

      “No more passin’ the pharmacy and wonderin’ why he’s workin’ so late.”

      “Hot guys,” Blaire added as if the point needed to be hit again.

      Savannah laughed and wiped away the latest strain of tears. “Thanks.” She straightened her shoulders. “You’re right. I’m looking at this all the wrong ways. Did I love him? Sure. Did I want to spend the rest of my life with him? Yes. Did I imagine having the four kids we talked about the night he ended this?” Little by little, every question chiseled away at whatever silver lining she’d recently found, until any gleaming traces were long gone. Her bottom lip quivered and on came a new rush of emotion.

      “Yes!” she sobbed. “I wanted those kids. I wanted to marry him. I wanted the life we’d talked about, and now it’s never going to happen because Mama canceled all our plans.” She sobbed again.

      Mama’s mouth dropped. “Now hold on. I was helpin’ you,” she argued. “You said it was over. The plans have been postponed is all, till we’re sure⁠—”

      “It’s over, Mama.” Savannah’s tone was incontestable. “That much I’m sure of.”

      Blaire linked her elbow with Savannah’s and hurriedly waved Mama off. She knew better than anyone how overexcited Savannah got, especially with something this drastic. “Come on. Let’s walk for a little bit. Some fresh air will help.” Just as long as Jeremy didn’t have the same idea at the same time they did.

      Blaire loved Harvest Ranch, their small Virginia town, but small towns definitely had their quirks. Breakups in a small town were the equivalent of a forest fire. One person neglected to douse their campfire, and before you knew it, a dozen other trees caught flame. That tendency was one reason Blaire had moved to Charleston.

      One reason.

      After a few more requests, Savannah finally relented and allowed Blaire to lead her toward the split-level stairs that led down to the front door of their parents’ quaint farmhouse.

      “Blaire,” Mama called.

      “Hang on, I’ll be right there,” Blaire assured Savannah before darting back up the stairs.

      Mama gestured with her chin toward the kitchen once more. She stood where she could still keep an eye on Savannah at the front door and spoke softly. “I know it’s rotten timin’, and y’all know I’d go anywhere else if I could, but Daddy needs his prescription. It won’t be pretty if I run into that Jeremy Birch tonight. I need a day or two to cool before I see that man.”

      “Mama.” Blaire couldn’t tell if her tone was a whine or a warning.

      “I have to head to the field—I don’t have time to go pick it up now, not after spendin’ so long talking to you girls. Winter’ll be here before we know it, and the ground’s got to be prepped before next tulip season. The crew is goin’ to be there, and I’ve got to open up the shop so they can get it ready. Please?”

      The last place Blaire wanted to go was the pharmacy on a good day. She avoided Jeremy as often as she could but today? After what Savannah had claimed? How could she face her old friend knowing he’d cheated on her sister and been responsible for their broken engagement?

      “Does Daddy know?”

      Mama’s eyes leveled at Blaire’s in a significant way, a way Blaire knew all too well. No, Daddy didn’t know about Jeremy and Savannah’s break up . . . or the reason behind it.

      “Might need to make sure he’s had a good day in the field first,” Blaire suggested.

      “I wouldn’t put it past your daddy, but⁠—”

      Footsteps sounded and Savannah appeared at the top of the short stairs again. “You coming, or am I going to commiserate with myself?”

      “Yes, coming,” Blaire said. “Sorry.”

      Savannah’s long, dark hair, about the same length as Blaire’s, swayed with every trudging step she took. She was already halfway down the walk to the gravel driveway. Orange sunlight blazed in the sky, turning the neighboring field a hazy shade of dusk. Clouds fought for attention, dragging their skirts in the pool of burning light being cast by the setting sun.

      Jeremy’s childhood home was the only neighboring structure this far out of Harvest Ranch. They were about ten miles outside of town. In the field beyond theirs, Grandpa’s red barn marked the center of the fields Blaire’s dad inherited and converted into a town gathering that hosted Harvest Ranch’s tulip festival every spring.

      Blaire slung her arm around Savannah as they strolled past Blaire’s used two-door car. She offered to give Savannah a ride to her apartment in town, and the sisters climbed in and waited for the automatic seatbelts to slide as their doors closed.

      “What did Mama want?” Savannah asked.

      “Nothing,” Blaire said. “Mama was just talking about having me head to the hardware store. Need to pick up some more of that stuff that gets sticky goo off of surfaces.”

      The twins rode in silence. Blaire turned away from Jeremy’s house next door and all the memories wafting from the brick bungalow. The drive down Maple and then onto Main Street took all of five minutes, and Blaire took the nearest available spot so they could have their walk.

      The autumn evening bit with sharp, cold teeth. What few leaves remained on corner trees dangled and gave a fleeting effort at holding on just a little longer to their branches.

      “Did you come back into town just for me?” Savannah asked after a few minutes.

      “Yes, ma’am,” Blaire said. “My sister gives me a distress signal, I answer it.”

      Savannah rested her head on Blaire’s shoulder as they walked. They were equal in height, build, hair color, pretty much everything. When they were babies, the only way Mama could tell them apart was a blood tumor situated on Blaire’s forehead. The hemangioma had been removed when Blaire was nine years old, leaving an inch-long scar on her forehead, and from that point on, everyone in town had been able to keep the two of them separate a little easier. Blaire supposed it was God’s way of distinguishing her from her sister since he made everything else about their appearance the same.

      Their similarities only went as far as appearances, though. Savannah was rambunctious, outgoing, a coordinated dancer, and loved being the center of attention. Blaire had been a supporting role, happy to be less noticed by everyone.

      Well, mostly everyone. But she’d gotten over that—or she thought she had. All this talk of Jeremy today stung more than she cared to admit. Blaire pushed the sour feelings down and focused on Savannah. She could deal with them later.

      The sisters talked until they made it down Main Street, past Harold’s Harvest Market to Savannah’s apartment above Life On Canvas, an art studio. Pieces of newsprint had been plastered inside the glass to keep passersby from viewing the stairs leading up to the apartment within. They stopped. “He’d bought us a house, Blaire. We were going to move some of my stuff out this weekend,” Savannah said introspectively. “Things were getting so real. So almost there.”

      “Yeah, you only had what, a month left?” Blaire said. She knew the two had decided on a Halloween wedding date. October twenty-seventh was coming fast.

      Instead of heading to the side door and its newsprint-covered glass, Savannah sat on the bench situated outside.

      “We did,” she said resignedly. “We finally did and then the bomb dropped. He said he just wasn’t ready.”

      Blaire scraped the store’s cement base with the toe of her shoe. “So that meant he had to cheat on you?”

      A sniff. “In his mind, I guess so. Who knows why men do the things they do?”

      An autumn breeze swept through, adding to the goosebumps crawling up Blaire’s spine. Cars edged slowly down Main. Wynn Westbrook greeted them as she passed in front of the Spencer twins, and Blaire gave Wynn a smile before turning back to Savannah.

      “We should swear them off completely,” Blaire said.

      Savannah quirked a brow. “You already have.”

      “No, I haven’t.” Blaire hated how defensive she sounded.

      “Come on. Have you been on any dates lately?”

      “Does it matter?” Blaire really didn’t want to talk about this. She was here to talk about Savannah.

      “Sorry,” Savannah said. “That was low.”

      “It’s okay,” Blaire said. “I haven’t sworn off dating completely. It’s just that—” She wasn’t like her sister. She wasn’t one to fling herself and go all out for a guy from the start. She’d gone out on a limb for a boy once and that had ended in disaster and embarrassment that caused her to turn her back on a town and a home she’d loved just to avoid him.

      Blaire wasn’t about to go into any of that, so she just said, “Dating doesn’t work out for me.”

      “But think of the hot guys,” Savannah said. “That whole world of hot guys you were telling me about.”

      Blaire flattened her shoulders against the building’s brick exterior. “I don’t want a world of hot guys,” she said.

      “I do.”

      Blaire frowned. “This coming from the woman who an hour ago was wailing that one of those guys cheated on you?”

      Savannah stared at the gazebo in the park across the street, unfazed. “Coping, remember?” She reached out a hand and nudged her sister. “Crying is exhausting,” she said, glancing up at her apartment’s side door entrance. “You want to come inside?”

      Blaire peeked at her phone. Five thirty-seven. “No, thanks. Mama asked me to pick up that thing. I’d better get it.”

      “Now?”

      “Now.” She didn’t want to prolong this any more than she had to. All it took was a walk back across Main Street to the drugstore.

      Savannah slapped her hands on her knees and then stood and hugged Blaire. Blaire inhaled her sister’s familiar cardamom perfume. Too ritzy and resinous for her tastes, but then, Savannah had always preferred velvet in life. Blaire didn’t mind a little dirt and leather now and then.

      “Thanks for coming to see me. It means so much.”

      “I’m sorry about your engagement.”

      Savannah gave a feeble smile and a defeated shrug. “Hot guys, right?”

      Blaire tucked her sister’s hair behind her shoulders. Savannah beamed at the loving, pampering gesture. “That’s right. Just focus on that. On moving on because you will. Things always work out, Ann. This will too.”

      Another smile. “Thanks, twin. I’ll see you around?”

      “Of course.” Blaire stood at the door until Savannah’s steps were no longer audible through the glass. She then turned to face the town with a longer memory than an elephant’s and drew in a long, chilled breath.

      Harvest Ranch was inside of her. It defined her. Every street held a portion of her, whether it was a street she’d walked on the way home from the school after a ball game or en route to the park, or the hardware store where she’d discovered how her grandpa wasn’t just hers—how he’d been a sort of grandpa to the other kids in the town who’d flocked around him knowing he kept a stash of candy in his pockets. Every significant moment of her life had happened in this town, these streets. That was why leaving had been so hard. Hard but necessary.

      Blaire glanced at her phone again. Maybe Jeremy wasn’t the pharmacist on duty. Maybe she wouldn’t have to look into the eyes of the man who’d single-handedly made both Spencer twins fall fast for him. The man who’d broken both of their hearts.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          SIX MONTHS LATER

        

      

    

    
      Jeremy stood in his empty living room and stared at his phone. Savannah’s text glared at him like a blinking neon sign.

      Not happening. Just forget about it and stop texting me.

      The carpet had come up nicely. The tacking wasn’t too difficult to remove, and then that left a scuffed and scarred wooden floor beneath it—the retro home’s original wooden floor. Jeremy had buffed and scrubbed the wood, manicuring it so the floor now shone as if the planks had been newly laid instead of being eighty years old. He’d been so excited about the progress and the finished product, he’d texted a picture to Shane.

      He’d heard of texts sometimes being misdirected, accidentally getting sent to a different target. But he hadn’t contacted Savannah in months. Why had the text gone to her?

      The minute Jeremy saw her name on his phone screen, Savannah Spencer, double-timing ex-fiancée, not Shane Twickham, best friend from high school, his heart shot off like a canon.

      Irritation struck him with the force of a battle ax—assuming one of those things knocked the wind out of a person and left them feeling like a gaping hole took over their chests. Why? Why had the text gone to her of all people? It could have been unintentionally sent to anyone, but no. It had to go to her.

      Savannah had made her opinion of this house all too clear after he’d admitted he purchased the place as a wedding gift for her. She knew more about his intentions for this house than anyone else did; and it didn’t matter how he presented his ideas for fixing the home up to her, she hated every single one of them.

      She’d hated that he hadn’t consulted with her on the purchase, except when she’d confronted him about it, he’d reminded her that was the idea of a surprise.

      Shortly after the argument, their engagement had ended.

      The same questions that had badgered him shortly after she’d ended things pummeled him all over again. Had she hated the house that badly? Was it only the house that had put her off, or was her dislike centered on other aspects about Jeremy himself? He supposed the answers didn’t matter now.

      Jeremy had tried everything he could to make things up with Savannah after the fallout. She had her assumptions. Heaven knew he had his own, but he was willing to let go of past hurts and confusion. He was willing to try repairing things.

      She wasn’t.

      Every attempt he’d made had gotten shot down. Things were over—he knew that. He would never have contacted her willingly. Now it looked like he had. Thanks to that runaway text, he’d come across as pathetic and desperate.

      “Nothing you can do about it now,” he muttered to himself, wishing there was some way to undo messages after they’d been sent.

      He’d bought this house, closed on it, signed all the papers, with the assumption that he was doing it for her. For them. For the family they’d hoped to start. But the wedding date they’d set had come and gone. On October twenty-seventh, he’d sought out as many distractions as he could squeeze in just to keep the pain of “almost” away. Savannah had almost been his wife. He’d almost become a part of the Spencer family.

      “I’ve got this house,” he muttered to the empty space. “What am I going to do with it now?”

      He should have sold a few months ago, but he had nowhere else to live for the time being and didn’t exactly want to move home with his mom and brother, right next door to his ex’s family.

      He pulled up the email on his phone, the one featuring a job opening at the hospital in Westville, Vermont. At the time he’d received the offer, moving had been out of the question. Savannah would never want to leave Harvest Ranch, and truth be told, he hadn’t wanted to either. They’d both grown up here, right next door to each other. They’d begun dating after high school graduation, on and off through college, and she’d even written to him when he’d left for pharmacy school.

      He needed to let her go.

      “Time to sell,” he said to himself. “Sell and move on with life.”

      Deciding he wanted a larger screen, Jeremy opened the laptop sitting on the table in his kitchen. A quick search brought the email up, along with his previous rejection of the position from Westville Hospital. What would they think if he asked if the position was still available?

      “They’ll either think I’m psychotically unreliable or consider my request,” he said, answering his own question. Jeremy drafted a quick reply. All he could do was ask. Anything that could get him out of this tiny town and the looks he received everywhere he went would be worth it. Jeremy wasn’t sure what rumors were going around about him, but he knew they existed. He didn’t care to dive into them. He was done trying to regurgitate the past.

      He would wait for a reply from the hospital and then decide what to do about the house. With the matter settled, he scanned through his remaining emails and hovered the mouse over an email from Tulips in Tandem.

      “What is this?” he asked the screen as if expecting a vocal answer. The Spencers were the last people he expected to hear from. The email sent a jolt of adrenaline straight to his bloodstream. The last he knew, he was a four-letter word to the Spencers.

      Jeremy considered ignoring their email. Clicking the box and sending it to the trash. Tentatively, he tapped to open it instead.

      Thank you for your volunteer service in the past. Spring is coming, and that means it’s time to get Tulips in Tandem ready for visitors! As in the past, you’ll receive free admission to the tulip field, the animal feeding lot, and one free trolley ride through our famous tulip field in exchange for your help readying our facility this spring. Saturday, March 4 is the big day. We hope to see you there!

      The Spencer Family

      Chris, Shanna, Savannah, and Blaire

      Jeremy crumpled his hands into fists. What were they thinking, inviting him to come volunteer when Savannah made it perfectly clear she couldn’t stand him? Then again, the letter wasn’t addressed to him. It simply read, Dear Volunteer.

      Every year, the Spencers had their volunteers sign in with their names and addresses. Jeremy had pitched in to help every year since he was thirteen. His information must still be in their database. This was a generic letter, sent to everyone who’d ever volunteered in the past. He would have thought they’d have removed his name, considering the scowls he received from Mrs. Spencer every time she came to pick up her husband’s prescription.

      Blaire and Savannah’s mom had been sweet to him before, inviting him in and offering more food than he could readily accept without making himself sick, though Jeremy had learned better than to reject anything she’d offered. Having Shanna Spencer glare at him when she saw him now made this pill that much harder to swallow.

      Tulips in Tandem was a sight every spring. He loved helping clear the tulip’s beds and readying the grounds for the festival that brought people in droves. Not knowing anything about running equipment or machinery larger than a vacuum, he’d rarely helped in the main tulip field, but had kept to the playground area and the walkways through tulip varieties in all their colored splendor.

      Not this year. He wadded a nearby piece of junk mail and aimed perfectly. The crumpled paper landed in the corner bin, and Jeremy lifted a single fist in the air as if he were back on his high school team to a cheering crowd.

      But this wasn’t high school. Too much had changed. Harvest Ranch wasn’t the pleasant retreat it had been his entire life. No, it was definitely time to move on. He’d find a new job somewhere. Selling this place would be an act of faith, one that he was more than willing to take.
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      Blaire drummed her fingers on the table and stared at the perfectly cut squares of Allie Ward’s homemade pumpernickel bread and the remaining pile of honey samples she and Taylor and their dates had accumulated. A country love ballad played softly on the radio overhead, and she attempted to decide which flavor she liked better. It was a tossup between avocado and raspberry blossom.

      Had Mama tried any of these? Mama was famous for her different-flavored jams. She’d
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"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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