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      He promised her the world, then left with no explanation.

      

      The only guy Rose had ever really loved turned out to be just one more person to let her down. When he returns years later as a young widower with a child, she isn’t sure she can forgive. She certainly can’t forget. Josh was her person, she’d trusted him, and he’d let her down like so many others . He’s also the guy whose smile still melts her heart.

      

      For years, Josh avoided returning to Virginia, where his family business was a mess and the woman he loved probably wanted his balls in a vise. But a necessary meeting and a nephew on the way make it the perfect time to get closure with Rose. He needs to explain where he went wrong. Maybe he can get her to forgive. Or maybe he’ll wind up on the business end of her classy, high-heeled shoe.
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      Romeo1994: So whattya say, baby? Let’s meet and have some fun together…

      Rose chuckled and wrinkled her nose at her phone. Wow.

      If only fun were code for I’ll give you a pedicure, clean your house, and then watch a movie with you so you don’t have to spend the evening feeling so alone. She tapped her chin and composed a reply. Her finger poised to hit “send” when there was a knock on her office door.

      Her door. She had a door now. And a bookshelf, with a fake fern next to it, and a huge damned desk with a shiny glass top. Because she’d gotten a badass promotion with all sorts of swanky perks like office doors. After years as an assistant, this was a big first.

      Sure, her best friend had given her the job. And sure, she wasn’t entirely certain she was actually cut out for said job . Still. Office. Door.

      How many people liked their jobs, anyway?

      “Excuse me. Ms. Berry? You asked to see me?”

      “Right.” Rose snapped to attention. She smoothed her signature black skirt under the desk and stood briefly to shake the young woman’s hand before sitting again. “How are you today, Ms.…” She scanned the file in front of her for a last name. “Ms. Barnes. Got it. Have a seat.”

      She really needed to get better at remembering when she had meetings. Something she’d excelled at in her previous role for Limly Systems now came with all the fun and ease of wiring a nuclear missile. The pile of resumes and insurance forms stacked on her desk simply made her brain short-circuit every time she went through them.

      Her phone pinged again, but she placed it on her desk and turned to the matter at hand. “Okay. So. Tammy. Can I call you Tammy?”

      The young woman leaned forward. Long hair the same light tan of Rose’s office carpet swung to obscure Tammy’s face. “Am I being fired?”

      “Oh. Damn. No, definitely not. Not fired.” Probably she should have led with that information. Limly Systems had seen its share of financial upheaval the past several months. People had been let go out of necessity, and Rose had been forced to play a part in that particular butt-clenching task. She hated that overseeing layoffs were part of her new job.

      Thankfully, nobody needed to be fired today. Rose had it on good authority this woman was one of their best software developers. There was just one small issue…

      “No, see. It’s really no biggie, but… Actually just a little bit of a biggie. We just need you to stop sending pornographic pictures from your work account.”

      The poor girl froze. Stock still. Seriously, if things didn’t work out for her at Limly Systems, she could be one of those living mannequins in Times Square.

      At last, Tammy twitched, her mouth working open and closed for several excruciating seconds before Rose decided to save her.

      “Tammy, you of all people should know that our email servers scan incoming and outgoing email.”

      “I… But. No. I didn’t… Anyway, I thought that was to check for viruses?” Tammy’s sentence ended in a painful squeak.

      “Look,” Rose said. “I’m on your side here. And I am on your side. Brent Kendall is a handsome young man. I understand that sometimes when two crazy kids are attracted to each other, they like to get to know each other better by sending pictures of each other’s private parts. No judgment, but in the future, use your cell phone for that stuff like everyone else. Then you’re not violating company policy.”

      “I’m…I’m sorry, but I really don’t understand—”

      Of course. She’d had to have this conversation three times now. Every time, people claimed they were clueless. She’d probably have done the same thing.

      Rose clicked print on a document, the whirring of the machine on her desk cutting off the awkward explanation in progress. “Long as it doesn’t happen again, we have no issues. I’ve already had a talk with Brent, so all I need is for you to sign this paper to verify that you and I discussed the situation, and then we can move on.”

      Deep inside, Rose kind of wanted to give the lady a high five. Brent wasn’t a bad-looking guy, and good for Tammy for getting out there and having fun. Women deserved to have fun just as much as men.

      Rose’s phone pinged again. She remained focused on filling out the paper on her desk, but Tammy must have glanced at the screen.

      “Umm. Is that a penis?”

      She sighed and took a gander at her phone. Romeo1994 had pulled out all the stops. Good manscaping. Exceptional lighting. Creative hand placement.

      Oh. Ew. Romeo also bit his nails.

      “It does, in fact, appear to be a penis.” Rose flipped the device facedown this time. “But you see? It’s on my phone. Unprofessional? Yes. But not, specifically, a violation of company policy.”

      Was she awful at this job or what? If her best friend wasn’t also the CEO, Rose would have been fired on day two. Three, if she was being generous.

      Tammy’s face, already pink with embarrassment, contorted into confusion. “I guess… I’ll keep that in mind?”

      Tammy scribbled her name on the form and scampered out of the room, leaving Rose to wonder about people who so freely shared the most intimate parts of themselves in digital format. Not that she had any personal issues with people showing their body parts, but intimacy required vulnerability and trust. The kind of trust that was hard to come by. Rose herself didn’t indulge in trust too often.

      Her phone pinged as she opened a file folder full of resumes from potential applicants. Another picture from “Romeo” popped up on her screen. Good Lord. Maybe for some, intimacy only required a strong wireless connection.

      Rose propped one foot against her desk drawer. Her Veerah shoes—by far the most serious commitment in her life—winked back at her. They were pretty and made her feel good. Not many things did.

      She leaned back in the new, comfy chair that came with her office—fully adjustable, with lumbar support—and replied to Romeo1994.

      BroccoliKiller: Honey, so flattered. Especially now that I can see from that picture what long…fingers you have. However, I recently decided to move north and join the Amish, so I may have to pass on your fabulous offer.

      Not her best reply ever, but Romeo1994 was a decade younger than Rose if his username was to be believed, and her experience had been that guys in their early twenties were too busy being horny to care about the cleverness of a comeback. Sometimes that horniness worked in her favor. Others? A disappointment.

      She flipped to her texting app, checking the message she’d sent her sister hours ago:

      Lily, it’s Rose. Hope things are good. Happy birthday, huh? I miss you. Will you please call me so I know you’re okay?

      No reply. Their communication had dwindled over the years, but it had been months since Lily’s terse communications had petered off into silence. It made Rose’s heart ache.

      Another notification from her dating app:

      Romeo1994: Amish? … Like horses and buggies and stuff?

      BroccoliKiller: And no sex before marriage. So thanks anyway. I hope you meet a nice girl who enjoys your dick pics.

      Romeo1994: If you’re joining some religios commume you should have one last good date, right? Lemme buy u a drink tonite.

      “I should say no for the spelling errors alone,” she murmured. “Doesn’t he have autocorrect?”

      Trouble was, she actually didn’t want to go home. Some days, alone was lonelier than she would ever openly admit. On a Friday evening, what else was she going to do?

      The week had been long. Her sister’s radio silence had her worried, especially given Lily’s douchebaggy boyfriend. Some people were straight-up toxic. Ron was even worse.

      Rose leaned back in her chair. She had helped lay off three people and given a workplace sex talk to two others who were clearly getting more action than she’d had recently. Her best friend, pregnant and glowing like an emergency beacon, was busy with a birthing class tonight.

      And tonight was one of those times when loneliness made the chasm in her chest hurt so hard she couldn’t face the idea of going home to an empty townhouse. Might be nice to go out and have a bite to eat. Possibly also one or two orgasms, if Romeo could manage to not be a total creeper.

      BroccoliKiller: Fine. Java Factory in Vienna, 8 p.m. If you’re good I’ll let you rub my feet.

      Romeo1994:  👍 😍 🍆 🍆 🍆

      Wow. Super.

      Rose returned to her stack of resumes, one eye on the clock as she flipped through them.
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      Joshua Hale had never been a violent man. All the same, he’d worked up a nice little list of people he’d like to strangle.

      Diet pill pushers. His boss. Dickbag politicians who refused to allocate enough money for plowing roads in the winter so they could use the funds taking their mistresses on vacation or whatever. Whoever the fuck came up with the idea of toilet training cats. His mother.

      Especially his mother. Especially now.

      He leaned on the bannister of her polished walnut staircase, in the cold hardwood and marble foyer of a house that was far too large for herself and her housekeeper.

      He tried to pull off a casual stance, but tension and impatience jabbed their prickly quills through his calm façade.

      “Mom!” he called up the stairs for the third time. “You awake? You said you wanted to spend time with Harrison tonight!”

      Next to him, his nine-year-old son squeezed his free hand. “Dad, I don’t want to stay here,” Harrison whispered. “It looks boring and…kinda creepy.”

      Can’t say I blame you, kid. I don’t want to be here either.

      Joshua pressed his forehead against the bannister. Right here was the dilemma he faced—he didn’t like to leave his kid. Not with anyone, not even when he knew he needed the alone time to finish work or simply recoup his sanity. Even when he trusted people, he didn’t. Not entirely. You never knew what could happen if you weren’t right there.

      Still, his boss had either ignored or forgotten that Josh was meant to be on vacation for the next three weeks. So instead of helping out his brother and his brother’s ex-wife prepare for the birth of their child (and wasn’t that a strange idea?) or spending some much-needed quality time with his own kid, he would be staying up all night to finish the “urgent” project his boss had dumped on him. On a Friday. While he was on vacation.

      What a dick.

      “One more minute. Okay, Harris?” He looked down to find a pair of giant liquid-brown eyes staring up at him. His son had Kara’s dark brown eyes. Same seriousness, same shape. Kara’s sandy curls hung from Harrison’s round head, and her high nose and pointed chin polished it all off. Pretty much, Harris had Kara’s everything. Looking at his son ached, pretty much always.

      “Mom!” He might as well yell once more before he caved. If nothing else, yelling felt good. Even when his mother was possibly too intoxicated to respond. At this point, they sure as hell weren’t staying.

      Harrison squeezed his hand. Joshua squeezed back.

      Okay, enough. He wasn’t about to leave Harrison here, and he sure wasn’t going to roust his mother from bed. If she wasn’t able to come down, she wasn’t in any shape to babysit. He squeezed his son’s hand again. “All right. I guess we’ll just—”

      “Is that my boy Harrison? Holy Toledo, you’ve grown like crazy! I don’t think I’ve seen you since you were in kindergarten.” Marina, the saint who helped his mother around the house, called as she came in from the back patio. She stopped a few feet in front of them. “You remember me, right?”

      Harrison’s mop of unkempt curls nodded. Slowly at first, and then with enthusiastic speed.

      “Then I don’t suppose I could ask for a hello hug?”

      Harrison ran over and threw his arms around Marina’s waist. “You let me shoot marshmallows out of a gun last time we came here!”

      Just like that, I’m forgotten. Wow.

      Not that Joshua could be too mad. He kind of wanted to hug Marina himself. His son hugging anyone other than him usually hurt a little, though. As if Harrison might someday decide he loved someone more than his father. Crazy, but crazier things had happened in his lifetime.

      Mid-hug, Marina made eye contact with Josh over Harrison’s head. “Your mother isn’t feeling well this evening,” she murmured.

      Probable translation: Too drunk to function.

      Joshua sighed. He’d been afraid of something like this, but his mother had promised. Didn’t anybody respect a promise anymore? “It’s fine. I’ll take him back to Dave’s place. He’ll just have to go to bed early tonight.”

      “Daaaaad! No. Can’t I watch Aunt Vicky’s TV?”

      “Aunt Vicky might want to watch Aunt Vicky’s TV. And I have to work.”

      Marina shook her head and pushed Harrison out to arm’s length, beaming at him. “Are you kidding? Harrison and I have an evening of adventure ahead of us. There’s pizza on the way—no cheese, because I remembered about his allergies—and I was just out on the patio setting up the fire pit with some graham crackers and dark chocolate and marshmallows for s’mores. How does that sound, my young friend?”

      Harrison did a little jump. “Yeah! Dad, this is awesome. I hardly ever get to have pizza. Or s’mores!”

      Josh sagged in relief. If Marina wasn’t twice his age and already married, he’d be inclined to kiss her for her consideration. With tongue, just to show he was serious.

      Harrison was the love of Joshua’s life, but also a high-maintenance kid. Few people in Josh’s life were able to help out. Or, in the case of Josh’s in-laws, they could but refused.

      Poor kid got invited to pizza parties all the time at school. Except he couldn’t eat the pizza and often not the cake, making Harris feel left out and uncomfortable. The joy in his kid’s eyes when Marina promised pizza hurt so much, Josh wanted to grab him and hug him until Harrison whined that he couldn’t breathe.

      “Marina, I don’t know what to say.”

      “No need to say a thing. Oh. One other thing…” Marina’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “Someone told me Harrison likes science. Mister Marina found a cool little build-your-own robot kit, but I’ll need some help putting it together.”

      “I’ll help!” Harrison jumped again.

      She grinned at Josh. “When we’re done with everything else, we can put on our jammies and watch that Mister Underpants movie. Sound good?”

      “You mean Captain Underpants!” More jumping from Harrison. Kid hadn’t shown this much excitement since getting to pet the giant tortoise at the zoo.

      Joshua wanted to say something, but his throat didn’t work. Hell.

      “So.” Marina winked at Josh. “Can Harrison please stay and have some fun with me tonight?”

      “Yeah, Dad, can I?”

      Joshua coughed. “That’s— Yes. Thank you, Marina.” He reached for his wallet. “Let me repay you for the food.”

      She waved a hand. “Don’t you even try. I’ve got your mother’s credit card.” She leaned close and patted his cheek. “Those dark circles under your eyes are worse than after Kara passed,” she whispered. “Get out of here and get some rest.”

      He didn’t have the nerve to say he had no time for sleep. Who knew? Maybe if he didn’t have a night full of water breaks and bad dreams to chase away, he could finish his work and get to bed earlier. “I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this.” After one step toward the door, he paused. “I really hope my mother’s paying you enough.”

      “Don’t worry about me,” she said brightly. “I do just fine. Now come on, Harrison!” She clapped her hands and led Josh’s child away. “While we wait for the pizza, you can supervise me building the fire. Make sure I’m doing it right.”

      Without looking back, Marina made a shooing motion behind herself. Clearly telling Joshua to take a hike.

      He took a breath and stepped back, his sneaker bumping the small cooler he’d almost forgotten. Having a kid with allergies meant never leaving the house unarmed, and it wasn’t a given that Harris could eat if he didn’t bring food. If there was one thing Joshua refused to fail at, it was the basic task of feeding his son.

      His right hand rubbed at the sore spot in his chest while the left hand grabbed the cooler. He walked it into his mother’s pristine kitchen—all gleaming stainless steel and shiny granite—and left the little blue cooler on the counter.

      Just in case. You never knew what could happen.

      The sound of his son’s laughter bubbled through the patio screen. Cool spring air flowed into the kitchen. For a moment, Josh wanted to just pull one of the stools away from the counter and sit, maybe rest his head. Maybe fall asleep to the sound of his little boy’s happiness.

      He rarely got what he wanted though, so he rose and left through the front door. Took a minute to look back at his mother’s oversized brick colonial, where all the lights remained off on the second floor.

      On the way to his shitty compact rental car, he called his brother. “Mom’s drunk,” he said as a greeting.

      “Shit. Sorry. You okay?”

      I’m never okay. “Marina was nice enough to take Harrison. Feels like I owe her a fruit basket or an Alaskan cruise or something.”

      “That woman’s a saint.”

      “You’re not wrong. So, listen, have you talked to Mom lately? I’m worried it’s gotten worse.”

      No need to clarify what “it” was. They all knew.

      A heavy sigh. “Tried. Suggested rehab. Therapy. Meetings. Every suggestion we offer, she insists she can’t do it or it won’t help anyway. Can’t help a person who doesn’t actually want to get better, Josh.”

      Shit. He knew, but it hurt to hear about their mother’s decline. “Right. So. Cheerier topic. I’ve got some graphics to finish for my boss tonight, but it won’t happen without food and caffeine. You and Vicky want to grab some dinner?”

      “Wish I could, man. Birthing class tonight. I’m too fucking old to sit on a floor and breathe, for Christ’s sake. Hey though. You’re not far from this great little café Victoria’s friend turned us on to. Kind of a crunchy place if you know what I mean, but the food’s good and I know they serve coffee. There’s live music. Might be a nice break before you get back to work. Oh! And they sell dairy-free cupcakes. You could get some for Harrison.”

      “Eh.” Eating alone didn’t appeal. “You’ve got coffee at your place, right?”

      “We’ve got some of that green powdery stuff. Matcha, I think it’s called? Victoria’s not doing coffee these days. Says this stuff’s better, don’t ask me how. In my opinion, it tastes like lawn clippings.” David mumbled something to someone. Probably Victoria. “Okay. Hey, it’s time for me to jump off here. You’ll be okay?”

      No. Maybe? He didn’t know.

      “You bet. Thanks, man.” His vision swam a little as he pulled down his mother’s driveway. He really did need a coffee break. “Text me the address of that coffee shop. I definitely need some fucking caffeine. Cupcakes wouldn’t hurt, either.”

      So, he spoiled his kid a little out of guilt. Who didn’t? Besides, a good sugar rush would help him stay awake for a little while.

      With one hand he abused his bleary eyes again as he headed down the road. He could do this. A night without his kid would help, even if it was a little lonely in an empty house. He’d stop, he’d eat, he’d get his shit together. Then he’d go home and try not to tell his boss to eat a bag of dicks  via email.

      He’d try really hard.
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      Rose hadn’t hoped for much. Some entertaining conversation, or enough wine to make it entertaining. Possibly some cheap, meaningless sex with a man who had decent stamina. If nothing else, a free bowl of Java’s Firecracker “Say Cheeze” Soup.

      Thus far, she’d been oh for three.

      “Better they’re out of the cheese soup, you know? A woman your age needs to be careful about her cholesterol.”

      “Excuse me?” Okay. Wow. On a scale from one to ten, Romeo1994’s chance of getting laid had just dropped by half. That he didn’t seem to notice she’d taken offense wasn’t promising, either. “My cholesterol is fine. Also, it’s ‘cheeze’ with a ‘z’. The soup is nondairy. I don’t eat animal products.”

      This was the information that sent most regular guys reeling. Romeo was clearly no regular guy.

      His face scrunched as if the idea confused him. “Weird. How come you don’t eat animal stuff? This an Amish thing?”

      Well you see junior, when I was young, my awkward, friendless ass made friends with one of our chickens. She’d sit in my lap while I read and follow me when I went for walks, and I loved her as much as any cat or dog. Then my dad killed her and served her to us for dinner. Sort of thing that sticks with you, you know?

      Rose sipped her water. “Oh, you know. Health reasons.”

      She didn’t share personal stories with people she didn’t trust. Romeo definitely wasn’t going to be that guy.

      “I get it.” Romeo nodded. “Trying to get rid of that extra junk in your trunk? Good call. Not that I don’t love a girl you can grab onto, but there’s such a thing as too much.”

      Rosa rolled her eyes. This guy could kiss her perfect size ten ass.

      Behind Rose, the man seated with his back to her grumbled under his breath. What were the odds he was actually offended on her behalf? The small café had chairs and tables jammed close enough to nearly make out with each other, and Rose was tempted to lean back and ask for the guy’s opinion.

      The awkward silence of Rose’s non-answer only lasted for about thirty seconds before Romeo looked around Rose’s favorite café…and proceeded to verbally reduce the cozy eatery to rubble.

      “This place is kinda a dump, huh? What’s with all the bicycle pictures on the walls? And when you said they had live music, I pictured something bigger, but you could hardly fit anyone on that stage. Even over here by the door we’re practically on top of that dude tuning up his banjo. Not to mention I went to the bathroom before you got here, and dude, there’s some scary shit on the men’s room floor.”

      Fabulous. Sinking fast.

      Rose sipped her beer and asked, “What did it do?”

      The twenty-something raised his eyebrows. “Huh?”

      Behind her, the guy bumped her chair. He smelled delicious and kind of familiar—Tom Ford cologne?—and the urge to lean closer flitted through her brain. Instead, she focused on the failing hookup at hand. “You said the shit in the bathroom was scary. Why was the shit scary? What did it do? Jump up and scream? Show you pictures of spiders? Tell you it was knocked up and you’re the daddy?”

      Behind her, Mr. Well-Dressed-and-Spicy laughed his ass off. A deep, rumbly laugh. An oddly familiar laugh.

      Her date looked annoyed. “It was a gross-looking stain, that’s all.”

      “Oh.” Boring. “So, tell me, Romeo, are you a fan of Shakespeare?”

      “What?” He drummed his hands on the table. “Oh. No. Not that old movie. A different old movie. Romeo Must Die. Jet Li kicked some serious ass back before he got super ancient.”

      She’d seen the movie he referred to in college. He’d seen it when? Preschool?

      “I think he’s only in his fifties. That’s not old, that’s—”

      “And he’s got this stupid-hot love interest in the movie. As in, I’d totally hit that, but I hear the actress who played her is dead. Huge bummer.”

      Rose nodded and sighed at the same time. Her lady parts sighed as well. They would not be getting any action tonight. “Bummer. Yes. My thoughts exactly. So, Romeo—”

      “Hey what the fuck kind of name is Broccoli Killer, anyway? Kinda stupid if you ask me. Is that about the Amish thing? Oh! Yeah, cuz I heard plants listen to music so they must have brains, so that makes you a murderer. Badass.”

      Aaaand they were done. Rose looked around for the waitress. Maybe she could get her food to go.

      The man behind her could barely sit still. He’d pushed his chair so far back so they were occasionally brushing shoulders. The heavy press of his broad body and the muffled guffaws were a dead giveaway. His deep laugh plucked at long-ignored memories, suddenly making Rose sit up straighter.

      Sounded so much like Josh. But Josh was in Colorado. Wasn’t he?

      “Anyway, here’s what I’m thinking,” Romeo said.

      Rose waited. Nothing further followed.

      “Umm…” Well? She wanted to ask if the thinking was unfamiliar territory, but that would be wrong. “I’m all ears.”

      Speaking of ears. The man behind her murmured a rumbly “thank you” to the waitress for bringing something to his table.

      She shivered, swearing she knew the voice and then swearing she didn’t. It sounded so much like the sex rumble of He Who Must Be Kicked In the Balls, but it wouldn’t be the first time she’d convinced herself she’d seen or heard him in a random place.

      A deep inhale told her he’d ordered the café’s loaded nachos. And coffee. Too messy to be good date food but this wasn’t turning out to be a good date. Rose took another deep, lusty breath and fantasized sliding her chair around so she could share mystery guy’s chips.

      Her lady parts mourned that they were at the table with a mid-twenties idiot and not the guy who smelled of spicy cologne and spicier nachos. The guy with the deep laugh that sounded so disarmingly familiar. Okay, chasing after guys who reminded her of Josh could be a sign of unresolved issues, but she’d never claimed to be the Dalai Lama.

      “So, yeah. I’m thinking— Thanks, baby.” The waitress plunked down Romeo’s burger and Rose’s tofu scramble. Thank God.

      She waved to the waitress before the woman could walk away. “Um. Hey. This is… A lot. Of food. I’m going to need a box. Please?”

      The waitress, no doubt seeing the desperation in Rose’s eyes, smiled and hurried away.

      Romeo paused to tear into his food. His tiny goatee caught a blob of mayo, but she couldn’t bring herself to tell him so. Food accidents happened, but it was a final caption on the entire photoseries that was Rose’s failed night out.

      Only thing left to do was wrap this thing up. “So, I was actually thinking something myself. I have someplace to be in the morning so I shouldn’t stay much longer. You?”

      Agree with me. Say need to be up early. Your mom needs her car back. You just realized you’re gay
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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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