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      Gwen’s jaw dropped as she regarded her friend. Surely, she had misheard Carrie’s request. There was no way she could be serious. “You want me to do what?” Didn’t Carrie understand what she was asking was one of Gwen’s worst nightmares? 

      “Pretend to be me.” Carrie flicked her fiery red hair off her shoulder and picked up the eyeshadow brush. She swiped it across her lid, nonchalantly, as if she had just been asking Gwen to hand her a shirt and not walk into a room full of strangers. Strangers! 

      “Just for the night. I’m so tired of these parties, and I promised Lorenzo I’d go riding with him.” Lorenzo was Carrie’s latest fling - a tall, dark, Italian bad boy who wore leather and drove a Harley. At least Gwen was fairly certain his name was Lorenzo. Carrie Bliss changed men like most people changed socks, and she had a hard time keeping up. 

      While Gwen adored Carrie, she often wondered how they were still friends. In college, it had made sense. Gwen was the studious library aide and Carrie was the sorority girl who needed help on her papers. But now? Carrie owned her own business and was steadily climbing the “Who’s who in society” ladder while Gwen was an ordinary English teacher. A teacher who had nightmares every year about meeting the upcoming class of students, but they were just kids. Kids like she had been once who needed help, so she could swallow her fear of strangers and stand up in front of them, but she could not walk into a party with a bunch of wealthy adults. Carrie knew this.

       “But we don’t look alike,” Gwen protested with a shake of her head. That wasn’t exactly true. They had been mistaken for sisters more than once, but she needed an excuse. Any excuse. 

      Carrie set the make-up down and turned to Gwen. Her right eyebrow inched up her forehead in a stop-being-a-baby expression. “We look close enough. We both have red hair, we’re about the same height-” 

      “You’re two sizes smaller than me,” Gwen finished. She wasn’t overweight, but her size eight to ten frame was bigger than Carrie’s perfect size six one. 

      Carrie flashed her manicured hand in a dismissive wave. French tips. They were so pretty. Gwen’s own nails were all different lengths and not painted. She’d only had one manicure in her life. High school prom. Her foster mother had taken her to get a manicure even though she didn’t have a date. “Everyone should feel pretty at least one day,” she’d said. Carrie, on the other hand, had a weekly standing appointment with her nail lady, and while she’d offered to take Gwen along and pay for hers more than once, Gwen just couldn’t do it. It seemed like a frivolous waste of money even if it wasn’t her money. 

      “Just don’t get too close to anyone, and no one will know. Besides, most of these people barely know me. They just know the name of Carrie Bliss Designs. The only one you’d have to watch out for is Grant.” Her nose wrinkled the tiniest bit as she said his name.

       Grant was Carrie’s ex - a snobby stock broker who managed the portfolios of many of the wealthiest in the city. Gwen had never liked Grant nor understood why Carrie dated him, but then again, she didn’t understand why Carrie dated half the men she did. “I don’t know, Carrie, it’s not really my thing.” 

      “Which is exactly why you should go.” Carrie turned back to the mirror and puckered her lips. “You never do anything fun. You go to work and then you come home and hang out there.”

       That part was true; Gwen’s life was boring, but she liked it that way. At least most days. “I’m a homebody. I like staying home.” Plus, it was safer there. No one would beat her or die on her if she stayed in her house. Yes, it was lonely on occasion, but still safer.

       Carrie’s eyes flicked up to catch Gwen’s in the mirror. “But you’ll never meet anyone stuck inside this house.”

       Which was the whole point. Gwen didn’t want to meet someone. It hurt too much to love people.

       “Besides, this is the perfect opportunity,” Carrie continued, “you’ll be wearing a mask, so you can hide behind it.”

       Gwen’s teeth bit into her bottom lip. Wearing the mask might make it better. It wouldn’t curb her anxiety about being in a room full of strangers, but it would help that they couldn’t really see her. And it would be something different. “What will I wear?” Gwen couldn’t believe she was even considering this. “Is it formal? Because I have nothing formal.” 

      “Relax, I’m sure I have something in my closet that will fit you. Come on, let’s go look.” 

      She followed Carrie to her immense closet. Though they had shared an apartment for a time in college, eventually Carrie’s more expensive taste and wallet had led her to purchase a penthouse in the city. Gwen, however, rented a studio in a much poorer section of town. 

      “Let’s see.” Carrie walked along the dresses hanging down, her hand touching each garment as she passed. Gwen would never get used to the size of this closet. It was nearly the size of her whole apartment. Carrie stopped and pulled out an emerald green gown. “Try this one. I remember it being slightly big on me, so it’s probably just your size.” 

      Gwen’s fingers touched the satiny gown. It was more expensive than anything she would ever own. Off the shoulder and floor length, the satin rippled like waves as it fell to the floor. “What if I ruin it?” Gwen wasn’t exactly a klutz, but she could just picture herself spilling a fancy drink on the beautiful gown.

       Carrie smiled. “You won’t, and even if you do, it’s not like I’m hurting for it.” She gestured to the myriad of dresses still hanging on the rods.

       She was running out of excuses, and it was just one night. Perhaps it would even be fun, and she could reminisce on the evening later when the silence pressed in on her at her apartment. It wasn’t like she would have another chance at something like this. “Okay, I’ll see if it fits.”

       Carrie stepped out of the closet to give Gwen some privacy. She laid the gown across the padded bench and shook her head. Who had a bench in their closet? She didn’t think she would ever get used to some of the things wealthy people seemed to waste their money on. 

      Her fingers trembled slightly as she removed her clothes and stepped into the dress. This is wrong paraded again and again in her head like a scratched record, but her hands still pulled the dress up. Her fingers still found the zipper and tugged. It was a little snug, but it fit. If she didn’t eat too much.

       Lifting the dress so as not to step on the hem, Gwen stepped out of the closet. Carrie clapped her hands and sighed. “Yes, you look perfect. Well, almost perfect. Hang on.” She hurried back into the closet and the sound of drawers opening and closing carried out. “Ah, here we go.” She re-emerged holding a feathered mask and held it out. “Now, you’ll look perfect.” 

      Gwen’s fingers grasped the mask, a beautiful atrocity of purples, greens, and golds. She pulled the string and fastened it over her face before turning to the mirror. Whoa! Her lips parted at the vision in front of her, and a small gasp escaped. She looked... beautiful, and Carrie was right - no one would know it wasn’t Carrie from far away. With her face covered, she appeared even more like her friend. 

      “See? I told you. Now let’s get you some shoes, a little jewelry, and pin your hair up.” 

      Gwen glanced down at her wrist. “Can I keep the bracelet on at least?” It was the last thing her parents had given her - a diamond tennis bracelet. And it never came off, not even to shower. 

      Carrie’s eyes softened. She had never met Gwen’s parents - they had been dead for years before Carrie entered the picture, but Gwen had told her about them one late night over popcorn and The Breakfast Club. “I’d never ask you to take your bracelet off. I was just thinking some diamond earrings would be a great match with it.” 

      Tears filled Gwen’s eyes. This was why she and Carrie were still friends. Though worlds apart, she was so thoughtful sometimes. 

      With the earrings picked and the shoes found, Gwen checked the mirror one last time. She still couldn’t believe she was doing this, but she might as well make the most of it. For one night, she could pretend to be Carrie, pretend to be wanted, pretend to be wealthy and not have a care in the world. It was just one night. 
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       Drew Devonshire adjusted his mask. He looked a little like the Phantom with his white shirt, dark pants, and cape, but the look suited him. If only he were more excited about this event, but they were all the same. He’d been attending them for years, and the results never changed. By the end of the night, he would be dying of boredom, dazed from the alcohol he’d consumed to battle said boredom, and have at least a dozen numbers in his pocket from women after his money whom he had no interest in. 

      It was always the same people there - the affluent and elite of society. They would gather at some elaborate venue with tiny portions of intricate food that would cost whoever was hosting the event a fortune. In this case, that was Drew, or his family rather, as his mother was hosting this masquerade ball at one of their hotels.

      Occasionally, a millionaire from another town would be in attendance or sometimes a relative of one of the families would be, but even those instances were rare. His mother invited old friends and only new people she thought would attend her next benefit. Since those were priced at a thousand dollars a plate that list was small.  Plus, while the food was delectable, it never filled him up, and he invariably had to have his chef make him a second meal when he returned home. 

      If only he could get out of this, but his mother would be there. If he didn’t attend, she would be livid. As heir to the billion-dollar hotel chain, it was his duty to attend events like this. Maybe he could leave early, but what would he do even if he could? Return home to his mansion and watch television alone again? He already did that nightly.

      For a time, he had filled his nights with women. One after the other, he had wined them and dined them, but none had held his interest. Soon, the very thought of dating and pretending to like them had grown old. They were all alike - cookie cutters of their mothers and their mothers before them. Tailored clothing, designer shoes, and an appetite for spending money without abandonment appeared to be all that drove these women. Drew wanted something different. He had no idea what, but something different. No, that wasn’t true. He wanted someone like Marjorie had been or who he thought Marjorie had been. 

      A knock sounded on his door. “Come in.” It had to be Pierre, his butler. Though officially the help, Pierre felt more like family. He had been Drew’s butler for over a decade now and his confidante almost as long. 

      “Are you ready, sir? Manuel has the limo waiting.” Pierre was older than Drew, gray at the temples and with more lines on his face, but still handsome. He had never wanted to marry, and as Drew paid him well, he seemed content to remain Drew’s main butler, but he had a few men beneath him, so he could take time off when he needed. 

      Drew sighed. It wasn’t as if he had much choice. “I suppose I am.” He shoved his wallet in his pocket. “Pierre, is there anything else going on tonight? If I finish early?” 

      Pierre’s brows knitted together. “Early, sir? Don’t these events run on the lengthy side?” 

      “Yes, they do, but I was thinking about retiring early.” He hoped Pierre was catching his innuendo. “If something else were going on that sounded interesting, I mean.” 

      Pierre nodded. “Ah, I see. I’m afraid I am not well informed on the night life around town, but Manuel usually has knowledge of such events. Although I must say, the Devonshire events are always the talk of the town, so I’m not sure what else you might be looking for.” 

      That elicited a small smile from Drew. He clapped Pierre on the shoulder. “Me either, but thank you, my friend. I will ask Manuel.” 

      “Very good, sir.” Pierre nodded and stepped out of the way, so Drew could exit the room. 

      Though he lived alone, except for the help he employed, his mansion was palatial. Five bedrooms each with their own bathroom took up the second floor. A large grandiose stairway connected the two floors, and his loafers clicked against the white marble as he made his way down them. 

      The stairs ended in the grand foyer, a room as large as most people’s living rooms with the sole purpose of connecting the front door to the living room. A single closet to hang coats in and a hat rack which held his hat and scarf were the only things in the room besides a mirror that hung on one wall. 

      After donning his hat and wrapping his scarf around his neck, Drew checked his reflection in this mirror. The image reflecting back was dapper if he did say so himself. He flung open the front door to find Manuel waiting on the porch. 

      “Are you ready, sir?” Manuel was much younger than Pierre. Younger than Drew even, but he’d come highly recommended after Drew’s last driver had run off with Marjorie. And so far, Drew had no complaints. Manuel always dressed immaculately, he drove the speed limit, and he kept the limo stocked with Drew’s favorite snacks - beef jerky and Doritos. 

      Not the typical fare for a billionaire, but then Drew wasn’t the typical billionaire. He didn’t like the taste of Dom Perignon, and caviar held no appeal for him either. While the help and the limo were nice, sometimes he wished he could just go camping in the woods with some burger patties, hot dogs, and chips. 

      His mother hated that side of him. “We should never have allowed you to go off to a regular college,” she reminded him often, but Drew was glad he’d gotten the chance to see how the other half lived. In fact, he’d wanted to do something other than inherit a billion-dollar hotel industry, but when his father died, he’d been forced to step into his shoes. 

      “As ready as I’ll ever be, I suppose,” Drew said as he followed Manuel to the long black car. 

      Manuel nodded as if he understood what Drew meant though Drew knew he did not understand. People thought they wanted to be wealthy, but they had no idea the taxing monotony it carried with it. He always had to be dressed when he went outside. One poorly chosen outfit and his face would end up splashed across the tabloids within hours. Dates needed to be well planned out, and he could never say what he was thinking. Having to always be diplomatic required constant attention and control. And Drew was tired of it. 

      Plus, there was the prying into his private life. After Marjorie had run away with the chauffeur, he had been the talk of every tabloid. It was only after a fellow heiress had gotten herself arrested for driving intoxicated that he had faded from the public scrutiny and pity. 

      “Manuel, if I wanted to leave the ball early, would you know of any place that might have something of interest going on tonight?” 

      Manuel pursed his lips. “Do you mean of the local nightlife variety?” 

      Drew slid into the leather seat and nodded. “That is precisely what I mean.” 

      “I have heard nothing other than the talk of this masquerade ball.” 

      Drew sighed. Of course, he hadn’t. Drew’s mother did her best to make sure her parties conflicted with nothing and garnered all the attention. “I was afraid of that, but do me a favor, will you, Manuel? Keep your ears open in case something comes up.” 

      Manuel nodded. “I will do my best, sir.” Then he shut the door and Drew was left alone in the dimly lit interior of the limo.
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      Gwen stepped out of the limo and looked up at the massive hotel rising against the moonlit sky. It was one of the largest in the city, and though she knew of it by name, she had never been inside. Why would she? One night’s stay in this place probably cost a week’s worth of her pay. 

      “Thank you,” she said to Carrie’s driver as he held the door open for her. The man blinked at her and nodded. Was he surprised? Did Carrie never thank him? Maybe she was just too used to the service or in too much of a hurry, but Gwen was neither. She was still unsure she wanted to go through with this, but a tremor of excitement flickered inside her. 

      The limo door closed behind her, and the sound caused her to jump. She was too skittish. Then a chill swept through the area, and Gwen pulled her shawl tighter across her shoulders. Winter was on its way, and as the limo had just pulled out, her only options were to enter the building or stand outside on the cold, dark sidewalk. The latter held no appeal. 

      Before she had time to change her mind, her feet carried her across the pavement. Orange and red leaves from nearby trees squished under her shoes, still wet from the most recent rain. She took a moment to rub her feet across the red carpet that rolled out of the hotel and under the large awning. Tracking wet leaves into the hotel would surely be frowned upon. A bellhop, dressed in maroon and gold, smiled and held the door open for her, and Gwen stepped inside. 

      She clamped her lips together to keep her jaw from dropping. The inside of the hotel dripped with opulence, but someone with Carrie’s money probably wouldn’t have thought twice about it. A vein of gold ran through the marble flooring and carried up the walls and across the ceiling. An enormous chandelier hung from the middle of the room sending rainbows of color cascading across the area, and one wall held a fountain apparatus that made it appear water flowed down the wall. Gwen had never seen such a beautiful room. 

      “Can I help you?” The deep, velvety voice came from behind her. 

      Gwen pulled her shoulders back hoping to appear confident as she turned to the masculine voice. A man wearing a white shirt, black pants, and a cape stared back at her. A large mask hid most of his facial features, but Gwen saw his icy blue eyes and his perfect lips beneath the mask. 

      Her stomach clenched, and she forced her voice to sound even and not the jittery mess she felt inside. “Um, I’m here for the Masquerade Ball.” 

      His lips turned up at the corners, hinting at the sexy smile that could follow. “Well, as fate would have it, so am I. May I show you the way?” 

      Gwen’s heart raced in her chest. She wanted to go with him, this Adonis, but he was a strange man, and if foster care had taught her anything, it was that she couldn’t trust everyone. “I…” 

      Now his lips pulled into that smile, and it was even more charming than Gwen had pictured. “I understand your hesitation.” He leaned in and glanced around. “I’m Drew Devonshire.” He paused as if waiting for that to mean something to her, but his name meant nothing. Was she supposed to know him? Was he famous? “This is my hotel.” 

      The light went off in her head. The Devonshire Hotel, of course, but was he really a Devonshire or some con man just pretending so he could lure her off somewhere? Gwen shook her head. She needed to get her morbid ideas in check. Not everyone was out to get her. He appeared perfectly respectable, and this was a public hotel. However, stories of people killed in hotels littered the internet, and she‘d read H. H. Holmes built one for that very reason. She took a deep breath and swallowed her inane fears. “I’d be honored to have you lead the way to the ball.” 

      “Wonderful, follow me.” He led the way across the marbled foyer to the hallway where four gold plated elevators waited, two on each side of the hallway. A circular button with an up arrow sat in between each door. The man pushed the button, and a moment later when the door of one opened, he stepped inside. 

      “Are you coming?” His voice held a teasing note, and though she couldn’t see it, Gwen imagined his eyebrow was lifted. He probably wasn’t used to indecisive rich women. 

      Gwen paused for just a moment, knowing she was blowing her cover, but unable to help it. Once she stepped into the small box, she would be at his mercy. Surely the ride would be short though, and a hotel this big had video cameras. “Um, yeah, sorry.” She joined him inside and tried not to show her apprehension as the doors slid closed. Her hands clenched her shawl tighter to keep from shaking. 

      “Not a fan of elevators, huh?” 

      Gwen looked down. “Oh, no, it’s not that. It’s….” but she couldn’t tell him her fear was of strangers. Men, in particular. Fearing strangers was a child’s fear, not a grown woman’s one and certainly not a fear of a famous designer. So, she said the first thing she could think of. “I don’t like small spaces.” It wasn’t a complete lie. Gwen preferred open areas where the option to run existed. 

      “Hmm.” He stared at her as if trying to gauge if she was telling the truth or not. “Well, that is understandable.” A pause ensued as if he wanted to press the subject more, but finally he nodded and then leaned in towards her as if sharing a secret. “So, I understand this is a masquerade ball and sharing our identities is discouraged, but since I told you who I am, can I at least get your name?” 

      Gwen didn’t want to state her actual name in case a guest list existed she wouldn’t be on, but it felt wrong telling him Carrie’s name as well. What if he tried to look her up later? Perhaps if she just gave a first name, it would be okay. “It’s Carrie, but that’s all I’m saying.” She hoped she sounded coy, but she feared the lie was evident in her voice. 

      “Well, I’ll take what I can get.” He nodded and flashed another small smile as the doors opened. With a flourishing gesture, he held out his arm for her to go first, and Gwen stepped out of the elevator. 

      Her heart sank as she saw a large man with a clipboard standing outside the door. He was obviously checking names off a list, which would be fine as long as he didn’t know the real Carrie Bliss. But a stack of cards sat on the table beside him. Invitations? Carrie had said nothing about bringing an invitation, and Gwen didn’t have one. Had she gotten all dressed up only to be turned away at the door? 

      “Invitations?” the man asked as they approached. 

      “I, um, don’t have one, but I should be on the list,” Gwen mumbled. 

      “No invitation, no entry.” The man crossed his arms sending the sleeves of his suit bulging with the motion. He might look fancy, but he was obviously a bouncer who wouldn’t be afraid to throw a little muscle around if needed. 

      “Well, I have no invitation either, but I would hate to inform my mother you denied her son, Drew Devonshire, entrance into his own event.” He lifted his mask, and the guard’s demeanor instantly changed. 

      “I’m sorry, Mr. Devonshire, sir, I didn’t recognize you. Of course, you don’t need an invitation.” 

      Drew nodded. “Thank you, and neither does my friend. I’ll vouch for her.” 

      Indecision crossed the guard’s face. He looked from Drew to Gwen and back again. “All right, sir, if you’re sure.” 

      “I am.” Drew held out his hand to Gwen. “Carrie? Shall we?” 

      Suddenly, Gwen grew nervous for a new reason. Clearly, the man before her was Drew Devonshire which meant he did own the hotel. He wasn’t likely to harm her, but what if he realized she wasn’t who she said she was? Would he throw her out? Call security? Call the police? She would just have to be careful what she said and did. 

      She placed her hand in his. A tingling sensation raced up her arm at his touch, and she looked down at their hands. How long had it been since a man had touched her? The answer was ages. Gwen didn’t allow most men to touch her, at least not until she knew they were safe and not like the first foster father she’d had. And though she dated, she was cautious and picky in her choices. First dates rarely turned in to second ones.

      When she looked back up, Drew was staring at her. “Ready?” he asked. 

      Gwen nodded, not trusting her voice. She was probably already sending out many signs she wasn’t the wealthy elite she was pretending to be, but she knew if she opened her mouth and her voice quivered, he would glean that information for sure. Carrie never seemed unsure of herself though whether that was due to her money or just Carrie’s personality Gwen wasn’t sure. 

      Drew opened the door to the ballroom. Just like downstairs, the room was elegant and refined, and Gwen had to force herself not to stare as she took everything in. 
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      Drew watched as Carrie’s eyes widened when they entered the room. He was used to such elaborate decor, but her expression revealed that she wasn’t. Though she fought to keep her face composed, he could tell the room awed her. And she’d been standing downstairs like a scared rabbit. He wondered if she would have stood in the lobby all night if he hadn’t approached her. Plus, she’d had no invitation though she’d claimed to be on the list. Could she be a new millionaire, maybe? Or a relative of someone? Either way, she intrigued him. Perhaps this evening wouldn’t be so bad after all. 

      “Would you care to dance?” he asked her as they stepped farther into the room. Couples already filled the dance floor while others lingered at the tables around the room. 

      Her eyes dropped to the floor. “I’m not much of a dancer,” she said in a soft voice. What was this lack of self-confidence she exuded? It was not typical for people with money. 

      “Lucky for you, I am.” He flashed a smile as he pulled her to the middle of the dance floor. “My mother made me take a year of ballroom dancing lessons. I might as well put them to good use.” Drew wrapped an arm around her waist and cinched her closer. Not only did she fit nicely in the crook of his arm, but the sweet smell of vanilla drifted up from her. He wasn’t sure if it came from her hair or her skin, but he enjoyed the scent. 

      She followed his steps but felt stiff in his arms. Had she had no dance training? Not that everyone of wealth did, but it was standard practice among the elite. Perhaps she had only recently become wealthy. One of the rising stars his mother had invited? 

      “Did you enjoy them?” she asked. 

      “What? Oh, the lessons?” She nodded. “Not really, but when you are a Devonshire, there are rules you have to follow.” 

      “There are always rules,” she said. 

      “That is true, but our rules are stricter than most. Surely, you must have similar experiences.” He fixed his eyes on her as he waited for her answer. 

      “Oh, um, sure, you know always wear the right outfit and makeup, things like that, but we didn’t have to dance.” She glanced up at him before her eyes shifted to the side. Clearly, she was hiding something, but what? And, more importantly, why? 

      “What do you do?” he asked changing the subject and hoping to elicit a little information from her. 

      Carrie cleared her throat and her eyes flicked around the room. Everywhere but on him. “I um run my own business.” 

      Interesting. Drew had become adept at reading people. It helped when you had money to know if people were lying to you, and he could tell Carrie wasn’t telling the truth. She didn’t seem confident enough to be a con artist, and a good one would have had an excuse to get in, but something was off about her. “What sort of business?” 

      She cleared her throat. “Design, but let’s not talk about business. Don’t you get enough of that during the day?” 

      He chuckled. She was adept at changing the subject. “Indeed, I do.” 

      “Great, so let’s talk about something else.” 

      “All right, what did you have in mind?” This time he would give her the leash and let her run. He needed to know about her, but direct questions obviously would
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however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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