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        When Second Chances Come Wrapped in Montana Magic!

      

      

      

      At 59, Julie Harrison thought she’d always be a journalist—until a sudden layoff proved otherwise. With her children living their own lives and a long-ago divorce firmly in her past, she arrives in Sapphire Bay, Montana.

      

      She enrolls in cooking classes at the Welcome Center, hoping to fill her empty days while she figures out what she’ll do with her life. Julie never expected to rediscover the joy of baking her grandmother’s recipes. Or to meet the developer whose vision for the future challenges everything she thought she wanted.

      

      Cole Morrison is 64 and finally ready to build something that matters. After three decades of constructing luxury resorts and moving on before forming attachments, the Finley Point project is different. With the county fast-tracking the project, Cole needs to gain the community’s support. What he doesn’t expect is to meet a woman who sees right through his polished veneer to the lonely man beneath.

      

      When someone sabotages the resort project, he needs help finding who is responsible. Julie’s twenty-five years as an investigative journalist makes her the perfect partner.

      

      As they work together to uncover who’s trying to destroy Cole’s dream, something unexpected blooms between them. Julie begins to see that Cole isn’t just another corporate developer—he’s a man confronting his own mortality and searching for the same sense of purpose she craves.

      

      
        
        Finding Home is a heartwarming, later-in-life romance about facing your fears and making the most of unexpected second chances.

      

      

      

      
        
        Other books in the Second Chances in Sapphire Bay series:

      

      

      
        
        Book 1: Finding Home (Julie and Cole)

        Book 2: Finding Forever (Beth and Dave)

        Book 3: Finding Us (Coming Soon!)

        Book 4: Finding Love (Coming Soon!)
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      Julie Harrison’s hands moved through the bread dough with more force than necessary. Flour dusted her knuckles as she kneaded against the stainless steel counter. The rhythmic push and fold should have been relaxing, but her mind kept wandering to the rejection emails sitting in her inbox.

      Twenty-five years as an investigative journalist, and apparently, at fifty-nine, she was unemployable.

      “Julie, you’re going to overwork that dough if you’re not careful.” Susan Timms appeared at her elbow, her gentle correction delivered with the warmth that made her such a wonderful cooking instructor. “Bread needs a firm hand, but not an angry one.”

      Heat crept up Julie’s neck. “Sorry. I was distracted.”

      “I could tell.” Susan’s hair caught the afternoon light streaming through the Welcome Center’s windows. “Why don’t you let your dough rest for a bit? Sometimes we all need a break.”

      Julie stepped back from the counter, wiping her floury hands on her apron. Around her, the other students kept working. Maria Torres was rolling out pie crust with precise, measured strokes. Rachel Benson chatted with Beth Kowalski as they chopped vegetables for the soup they’d be making next. Laurel O’Riley worked quietly at the far counter, her focus entirely on the delicate pastry she was assembling.

      Over the past two months, this cooking class had become Julie’s anchor—the one thing in her week that felt productive rather than desperately empty. When she’d arrived in Sapphire Bay, shell-shocked from her sudden layoff, she hadn’t known what she was looking for.

      Certainly not sourdough starter techniques or the proper way to dice an onion.

      “Who’s going to tonight’s meeting at the church?” Susan asked, moving to the center of the kitchen. “If you’re bringing food for the potluck, make sure you have your name on the container.”

      “I’m bringing my enchilada casserole,” Maria said, not looking up from her rolling pin. “My husband finally got another job interview, so I’m celebrating.”

      “That’s wonderful news!” Rachel turned from her cutting board. “When is it?”

      “Next Tuesday. He knows one of the owners of the business, so we’re hopeful.”

      Beth wiped her hands on a towel. “Well, I’m bringing potato salad and my famous brownies. Though I have to admit, I’m more interested in tonight’s meeting than the potluck. Did you all hear that they’re finally revealing the resort plans?”

      Julie looked up. She’d heard bits and pieces about the proposed luxury resort at Finley Point—snippets of conversation at the general store and articles in the local paper. A developer from out of state was apparently behind it. There were big plans for the project, and lots of controversy.

      It was the kind of story she would have spent weeks investigating in her previous life.

      “Cole Morrison is supposed to be there in person,” Rachel added, her voice dropping as if sharing classified information. “I heard he’s been meeting with local business owners for the last three weeks.”

      “I met him yesterday,” Maria said. “He came into the diner where I work part time. He’s very polite. Cole asked about local suppliers for the resort restaurant. He seemed genuinely interested in using Montana products.”

      Laurel spoke for the first time. “I’ve heard he’s a hotshot developer who’s built resorts all over the country.”

      Maria transferred her pie crust to a waiting tin. “He probably is. The suit he wore looked expensive, but he didn’t act as if he was better than anyone else. And he listened when I talked about my husband’s background in construction. I was happy when he said they’d be hiring locally for most of the positions.”

      “That’s what he told me, too,” Beth added. “My daughter graduates from a culinary program next spring. I mentioned it when I ran into him at the hardware store, and he gave me his card. He said to have her contact him directly about kitchen positions.”

      Laurel frowned. “How old is he?”

      Maria opened an oven door and slipped the pie crust inside. “At a guess, I’d say he’s in his mid-sixties.”

      Julie studied her resting dough. A developer who engaged with the community instead of imposing his vision was unusual. In her experience, most developers talked a good game, but ultimately prioritized profit over people.

      But maybe she was being too cynical. Sapphire Bay could be different. Maybe Cole Morrison was genuinely committed to building something that benefited the town rather than exploiting it.

      “I’m going to tonight’s meeting, too,” Rachel said. “My cousin works for the engineering firm handling the site preparation. She says this could completely transform the local economy. We’d have new jobs, more tourists, and better infrastructure.”

      “Or ruin everything we love about this place,” Laurel countered quietly. “Developments like the resort bring too many visitors to an area, too much traffic congestion, and property prices go through the roof. My nephew won’t be able to buy a house here if prices go up much more.”

      The comment hung in the air, tension creeping into the previously comfortable space. Julie understood both perspectives. Economic development could revitalize struggling communities, but it could also destroy the very character that made them worth preserving.

      Susan moved between the counters, checking each student’s progress. “I think tonight’s meeting will give everyone a chance to voice their concerns and ask questions. Cole Morrison strikes me as someone who genuinely wants to do right by Sapphire Bay.”

      “You’ve met him too?” Beth’s eyebrows rose.

      Susan nodded. “He seemed thoughtful and asked good questions about the community.”

      Julie felt something stir in her chest. It was an old, familiar itch, the one that had driven her journalism career for decades. The need to dig deeper, to find the truth beneath surface impressions, to understand what was really happening and why.

      She’d told herself she was done with all that. Forced retirement meant accepting that her skills were no longer valued, that younger reporters with more digital skills had made her obsolete. She was supposed to be learning to relax, to enjoy simple pleasures like baking bread and walking along Flathead Lake. But as the discussion continued, her mind worked overtime.

      “When does the meeting start?” Julie asked.

      “Seven o’clock,” Susan replied. “But people will start gathering around six for the potluck. It’s a good chance to meet more of the community if you haven’t already.”

      Julie would need to bring something for the potluck, but the kitchen in her rented cottage was almost bare. With a little creativity, she could whip up a simple pasta salad. It wasn’t fancy, but it would be okay.

      More importantly, she had questions about Cole Morrison’s background and his previous developments. About the environmental impact studies and local zoning regulations. And about who would truly benefit from this resort and who might be displaced or disadvantaged.

      Questions that probably made her exactly the sort of cynical outsider this close-knit community didn’t need.

      “Your dough is ready,” Susan said, touching Julie’s shoulder gently. “Let’s shape these loaves and get them in the oven.”

      Julie stood in front of the counter, her hands moving through the familiar motions of shaping bread. But her mind was already at tonight’s meeting, already sorting through the information she’d need to gather, and falling back into patterns she’d sworn to leave behind.

      Around her, the other women chatted and laughed, comfortable in their friendship and their place in this community. Julie envied that ease even as she remained apart from it.

      The timer chimed, and Susan removed some finished loaves from the oven. Their golden crusts gleamed in the afternoon light, perfectly rounded and exactly as they should be.

      Julie looked at her own misshapen dough and sighed. Before coming to Sapphire Bay, she’d promised herself she’d change from the focused journalist she used to be. Tonight’s meeting would tell her if she’d managed it.

      Or if some instincts were too deeply ingrained to ever change.
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      Cole Morrison’s headlights cut through the early morning dark as he pulled into the Finley Point construction site. He parked near the survey stakes, switched off the engine, and let the silence settle.

      Through the windshield, the first pale light touched the mountains across Flathead Lake. In a few hours, the site would be full of engineers, contractors, and heavy equipment. For now, it belonged only to him and the vision he’d carried through three decades of building resorts.

      He stepped into air sharp enough to sting his lungs. He’d forgotten how hard Montana cold could bite, even in September. California winters had softened him.

      His boots crunched over the fallen leaves as he walked toward the clearing where the main lodge would stand. The lake stretched before him like hammered steel. Behind him, pines and firs thickened toward the mountains, screening the land where the private cottages would sit.

      For thirty-two years, he’d found raw land with potential and turned it into luxury destinations. Colorado. Arizona. California. Every resort had succeeded. Each one had earned him money, awards, and the option to retire comfortably.

      And each one had become someone else’s legacy the moment he moved on.

      He stopped where the lodge’s great room would be. If he closed his eyes, he could see it finished: timber beams overhead, windows framing the lake, a stone fireplace anchoring the room. He could hear evening laughter, clinking glasses, the hum of guests winding down after a day outdoors.

      And, for once, he could picture himself staying.

      In every other project, he’d left before the first guests arrived. Sometimes he hadn’t even stayed for the grand opening. There was always another property, another challenge, another chance to prove he still mattered in an industry that chewed people up.

      His phone buzzed. It was a text from Noah. I’ll be on-site soon.

      Cole typed back: I’m already here.

      He slipped the phone away and looked back at the lake. The county’s fast-track process meant they could break ground within weeks, not months. There would be fewer hurdles, faster permits, and a resort open by next summer. His investors would be thrilled. Noah, his business partner and friend, would be ecstatic.

      Cole should have felt triumphant.

      Instead, he felt the familiar pressure in his chest. Not pain. Just a weight he’d been trying to ignore for six months. His doctor had called it a warning sign, the kind that came with age, stress, and bodies that no longer bounced back on command.

      “Stress management,” Dr. Martinez had said, as if it was that simple. “Consider slowing down. Maybe retire. Enjoy what you’ve built.”

      For Cole, retirement had sounded like surrender.

      But standing here now, seeing the moon linger in the brightening sky, he wondered if his doctor had a point. He was tired in a way that sleep didn’t fix. Tired of packing and unpacking. Tired of rentals and hotel rooms. Tired of never having a place that felt like home.

      More than that, he was tired of relationships that lasted for as long as a project, then faded into holiday cards and occasional texts. He’d built a good life by never staying long enough to be tied down. It had worked for thirty years.

      Now it felt hollow.

      Another set of headlights swung across the site. Noah’s silver SUV pulled in beside Cole’s truck.

      At forty-nine, Noah still carried the kind of energy Cole remembered having once—optimism edged with ambition, the belief that every problem had a solution.

      They’d met a few years earlier at the launch of one of Cole’s projects, and after stepping back from his own company, Noah had joined him on two developments. His financial sense and calm under pressure made him the ideal partner.

      “Morning.” Noah crossed the frozen ground and handed him a takeout cup. “I figured you’d need coffee.”

      “Thanks.” Cole wrapped both hands around the warmth. “How did yesterday’s budget review go?”

      “We’re under by three percent.” Noah grinned. “Most of the savings came from the fast-tracking of the county approvals, the local contractors underbidding the California firms, and solid planning. When’s the last time that happened?”

      “Never.” Cole’s eyebrows rose. “What’s the catch?”

      “No catch. The county wants us here.” Noah pulled up the renderings on his tablet. “The planning commission liked the environmental study. Hiring locally helped too.”

      Cole studied the images as Noah swiped through them: the main lodge, six cottages, the spa, the restaurant with panoramic windows. It was all elegant, expensive, and carefully fitted to the land. But what made this project different had nothing to do with the design.

      It was that he meant to stay.

      Noah shifted to another screen. “Any luck finding an executive chef?”

      Cole shook his head. Susan Timms would have been perfect, he thought, but she’d turned him down. She’d chosen her cooking classes and her life with Paul over the resort. He couldn’t blame her. She’d already built one successful career and walked away from it. Why start over again when she’d already found something and someone who felt like home?

      “We’ll look for a chef in a few months,” Cole told Noah. “Once construction’s underway and people can see we’re committed, the right candidates may surface.”

      “That makes sense.” Noah studied him. “Do you still want to live here?”

      “I do.” Saying it aloud steadied something in Cole. “I’m tired of moving, Noah. Tired of building places where other people make memories while I’m already chasing the next project. I want this one to be different. I want to be part of what we’re creating.”

      Noah was quiet a moment. “I’ve been waiting for you to say that. Having you here full-time could be the best thing that happens to this development.”

      Relief loosened Cole’s shoulders. “Good. Because I’ve got a community meeting tonight, and I need to convince people I’m not just another developer who’ll take what he wants and disappear.”

      “You’ll be fine.” Noah checked his watch. “Do you want to go over the geotech report? Dave McGuire should be here soon.”

      Dave was a local contractor a little older than Cole who’d built half of the county. When he spoke, you listened.

      Before he arrived, Cole and Noah spent the time reviewing drainage, access roads, and utility connections.

      When Dave arrived, he didn’t waste time telling them what they needed to know. “The soil’s better than expected,” he said, pointing to the test pit locations. “You won’t need as much foundation work as the California engineers planned. Adjust what’s in the specs, and you’ll save a good amount of money.”

      Cole appreciated the honesty. Plenty of contractors would have stayed quiet and billed the extra work anyway. “What about local suppliers? Can we source much of this regionally?”

      Dave’s expression shifted. “High-end finishes will need to come in from out of state. But structural materials? We can source a lot of that here.”

      “I want to use local suppliers wherever we can.” Cole pulled out his phone to take notes. “Can you put together a vendor list? I’d like to meet them.”

      Dave’s eyebrows rose. “Most developers only care about the lowest bid.”

      “I care about more than that.” Cole held his gaze. “I’m going to be living here. If Sapphire Bay’s being asked to make room for this resort, the least we can do is support local businesses.”

      Some of Dave’s skepticism seemed to disappear. “I’ll get you that list tomorrow. And for what it’s worth, that’s exactly what people want to hear.”

      After Dave and Noah headed off to inspect the far side of the site, Cole stayed where he was, looking out over the lake.

      Tonight’s meeting mattered. If the town accepted the project, things could move forward. If not, opposition would harden. He’d stood in front of communities before, answered concerns, sold a vision. But this time felt different.

      This time, he wasn’t just asking people to believe in a project. He was asking to belong. He would be building something that would outlast everyone at the meeting, and it needed to be special.

      His phone buzzed again with the meeting reminder. Seven o’clock at the church. Noah had suggested they arrive early for the potluck and work the room before the formal presentation.

      Win hearts first. The votes will follow.

      Cole hoped he was right. Because if the town rejected the project, he wasn’t sure what came next. At sixty-four, with his doctor’s warnings in the background and exhaustion settled deep in his bones, he felt time pressing closer than it ever had before.

      This had to work. Not for the money. Not for the prestige. But for something he’d never quite let himself want.

      A place to call home.
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      Julie pushed through the church meeting room’s double doors, her plastic-wrapped pasta salad growing warm in her hands. She’d nearly talked herself out of coming three times during the drive over.

      Taking a deep breath, she looked around the crowded room. Everyone had been talking about the new resort, but she hadn’t expected this many people to show up tonight.

      She made her way across the room to the food tables. Beth’s brownies and Maria’s enchilada casserole sat among dozens of delicious-looking sandwiches, desserts, and side dishes. Julie felt a little embarrassed by her pasta salad but found a gap for it anyway.

      The easy chatter of people continued around her, making her feel even more out of place.

      “Julie! You made it.” Susan appeared at her elbow, carrying a tray of what looked like miniature quiches. “I wasn’t sure you’d come.”

      “I wasn’t sure either.” Julie managed a small smile. “But what you said made sense. If I want to learn more about Sapphire Bay and the people who live here, meetings like this are a good start.”

      Susan touched Julie’s arm. “I know what it’s like to move to a new town. Even though I had a small group of friends who were already living here, I felt like a fish out of water for a few months. But don’t worry. It’ll get better.”

      Julie hoped so. It had been harder than she thought to fit into small town life.

      Susan glanced across the room. “Noah, Cole’s business partner, is already here, so Cole shouldn’t be too far away. Paul has saved me a seat at the front of the room. If you want to join us, I’m sure everyone will move along a seat.”

      “It’s okay,” Julie told her. “I’d like to sit at the back and see what’s happening, but thanks for thinking of me.”

      After Susan left, Rachel waved from across the room. She was standing with Laurel and several other women Julie recognized from town. Their body language suggested years of shared history, connections forged over time.

      Julie had never been good at that sort of thing. Her career had kept her at arm’s length from neighborhood gatherings or even coffee with friends. Standing here, seeing these women who belonged so completely, she felt the cost of all those choices she’d made.

      “Everyone, if I could have your attention!” A man’s voice cut through the chatter. Noah moved toward the front of the room, where a data projector had been set up. The crowd settled into the plastic chairs.

      Julie found a seat near the back and said hello to the people on either side of her. A man entered through a side door with a laptop tucked under his arm. The woman beside her whispered to her husband that it was Cole Morrison.

      Susan was right. Cole was in his mid-sixties, wearing a well-fitted suit, and moving with the careful posture of someone who’d learned to carry himself well. Lines etched deep around his eyes suggested years of bearing complex decisions, but his expression held an unexpected vulnerability.

      When he reached the front of the room, Cole spoke into the microphone. “Thank you all for coming. I know some of you have concerns about the Finley Point project, and I’m here tonight to address those directly.”

      He set up his laptop and clicked to the first slide. The resort design filled the screen. Low-slung buildings hugged the landscape rather than dominating it. Native stone and timber blended with Montana’s natural palette, and extensive green space had been prioritized between each structure.

      “Our goal is to create something that enhances Sapphire Bay rather than changing it,” Cole continued. Advancing to the site plan, he used a laser pointer to highlight features as he spoke. “We’re maintaining the existing forest buffer, building a wastewater treatment facility that exceeds state requirements, and using renewable energy sources wherever possible.”

      A man Julie didn’t recognize raised his hand. “What about the traffic? My hardware store is right on that tight corner.”

      Cole clicked to a new slide showing traffic flow diagrams. “We’ve commissioned a traffic study, and we’d like to pay for a traffic signal and road widening program.”

      Julie watched the conversation between Cole and the community unfold. Cole didn’t dismiss anyone’s concerns or offer vague reassurances. He acknowledged the problem and proposed a concrete solution.

      Laurel stood, her voice carrying across the hall. “What about property values? Developments like this drive up prices. My nephew can barely afford rent as it is.”

      “I understand that concern.” Cole remained open and engaged. “It’s true that resort developments can increase property values, which helps homeowners but challenges renters. We’re addressing this by including workforce housing in our project. Twenty units will be built for resort employees, with below-market rents. We’re also committing to hire locally first, which should help existing residents access higher-paying positions.”

      The questions continued. Most were focused on environmental impacts, construction noise, and worries about preserving the local character of Sapphire Bay. Cole fielded each one with patience and what seemed like genuine respect. He didn’t have all the answers, and he admitted it.

      When someone asked about water usage during the dry summer months, he acknowledged the concern and promised to have his environmental consultant present detailed findings at a follow-up meeting.

      Julie was impressed. In her years covering development stories, she’d seen countless developers dismiss community concerns or hide behind technical jargon. Cole Morrison was doing neither.

      “I want to be clear about something.” Cole’s gaze swept the room as the questions began to wind down. The presentation screen behind him showed a final rendering of the completed resort nestled into the shoreline. “I’m not here to extract value from Sapphire Bay and disappear. I’m planning to make this community my home. This resort represents my last major project before retirement, and I want it to be something I’m proud of, something the community is proud of.”

      His voice caught slightly on the last words, a momentary crack in the professional veneer that revealed something raw underneath. Several residents exchanged glances, their expressions shifting from guarded to cautiously hopeful.

      The meeting dissolved into smaller conversations, with residents clustering around Cole to speak to him or moving toward the potluck tables.

      Beth sat beside Julie and handed her a slice of chocolate brownie. “I’m sixty-one years old, and I can still hear my mom telling me not to have dessert before my main meal. But if we eat our chocolate brownies together, it’s perfectly acceptable.”

      Julie laughed. “I like the way you think.”

      Beth smiled. “So did my daughter when she was younger. If mom had seen some of our back-to-front meals, she would have raised her eyebrows.”

      “Was that a bad thing?”

      “Sometimes,” Beth replied. “But I learned to live with it.”

      Mabel Terry, from the general store, tapped Beth on the shoulder. “I’m sorry to interrupt, but Rachel told me you brought the chocolate brownies to the meeting. They’re absolutely delicious.”

      “Thanks, Mabel,” Beth said. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

      “Would you be interested in sharing the recipe on our community Facebook page? I know a lot of people would enjoy it.”

      “That’s no problem,” Beth told her.

      Mabel pulled out her phone. “Wonderful. If you remember the recipe, I can post it with the photo I just took.”

      “You want to do it now?” Beth asked.

      Mabel pushed her glasses to the top of her nose. “Absolutely. There’s no time like the present to get things done.”

      Beth sent Julie an apologetic smile. “I’ve got a copy of the recipe on my cellphone, but I left it in the car. I’ll be back soon.”

      “Don’t worry about me,” Julie told her. “I wasn’t planning on staying for long anyway.”

      After Beth left with Mabel, Cole Morrison stopped beside her. “Hi, I’m Cole.”

      Julie stood and smiled. “Julie Harrison. I enjoyed your presentation.” Up close, the lines around Cole’s eyes deepened with what looked like exhaustion.

      “That’s good. I was worried I’d included too much information.”

      “No, it was perfect.” Julie had enjoyed the discussion more than she thought she would. “You knew what issues the community were the most interested in. That’s hard to do when you haven’t lived here for very long.”

      “How long have you lived in Sapphire Bay,” Cole asked her.

      “A couple of months,” Julie replied.

      “It’s nice to meet someone who’s finding their way around Sapphire Bay, too.”

      Cole’s smile seemed genuine, but it was tinged with the wariness of someone who was being careful about what they said. “I hope the meeting answered some of your questions about the project.”

      “It did.” After listening to his presentation, Julie wanted to understand what drove Cole to build a luxury resort in a small Montana town. But before she could ask a question that wouldn’t seem intrusive, Noah appeared at Cole’s elbow, murmuring something about another resident wanting to speak with him.

      Cole excused himself politely, leaving Julie alone with the impression that there was far more to him than his polished presentation suggested.

      She stayed another twenty minutes, making small talk with Susan and a few other women from the cooking class. But her mind kept returning to that moment when Cole’s voice had faltered, revealing vulnerability beneath the professional exterior.

      After Julie had driven home to her rented cottage, she made a cup of Chamomile tea and sat in the living room.

      Somewhere in Sapphire Bay, Cole was probably reviewing the meeting, planning his next steps, and preparing for whatever came next. She wondered if he was as alone as she felt. If he questioned whether building beautiful spaces for others was enough. If he went to bed in generic rentals, wondering if he’d made the right choices.

      Julie sighed as she studied her grandmother’s recipe box sitting on the coffee table. Inside were index cards covered in faded handwriting, instructions for pot roast, apple pie, and the bread she was learning to bake.

      Her grandmother had never questioned her value, never worried about being obsolete. She’d simply created, day
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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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