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      “My brother’s here.”

      Addi didn’t have to ask Lily which brother she was referring to. Her friend had four of them—including a set of twins—and though they would all be here today on this sad occasion of their mother’s memorial, Addi had mainly been close to one of them when they were kids: Jax.

      “Look,” Lily said, handing her a stack of napkins to put on the table, “you don’t have to engage him. I’ll inform Jax that you’re working for me today and you are off limits.”

      Addi took a quick intake of breath. “Don’t say that. Our friendship was a long time ago–”

      “Twelve years.”

      “Yes. Besides, I’m not that girl anymore—”

      Lily snorted and kept moving, placing a stack of clear plastic cups on the table.

      “I’m serious, Lily!” Addi forced her shoulders down, calming herself. “Shush now. I’ve made my life here in Saltwater Beach, for better or worse, and that’s not going to change. And Jax is a grown man with a career in the city that keeps him busy—”

      “Too busy, if you ask me.”

      “Right. Busy twenty-four-seven, from what you’ve said. And anyway, we haven’t spoken in so many years. It wouldn’t even matter if he knew that I had a little thing for him back then. That’s long over now.”

      “I sure hope so. I love my brother, but he can be a big flirt sometimes. He’s broken his share of hearts, and the last thing I need him to do is swoop in and steal my best friend right from under me.”

      Addi shook her head. “Lily—that’s not about to happen.”

      “You know what? When he gets here, I’m going to point you out to him and tell him to keep his filthy paws off—”

      “Don’t you dare.” Addi attempted to keep a silly smile on her face, but there were things Lily didn’t know about what happened that last summer Jax was here, and she wanted to keep it that way. No sense bringing up something that, even now, could get ugly.

      “Fine. I could never really picture you two together anyway.” Lily stopped, probably noticing the expression on Addi’s face. “Oops. Sorry if that sounded harsh. I really do have trouble reading people sometimes.”

      “It’s forgotten. Really.”

      Lily paused. “Listen, you and I only reconnected a short time ago, and I appreciate your friendship. I don’t want to lose that. Promise me you won’t blame me for my brother’s attitude.”

      “Of course, I would never.” Addi and Lily knew each other growing up, but weren’t particularly close. They hadn’t seen each other much over the years, but reacquainted two years ago when they were both ranting about the truly horrible coffee at The Coffee Hole in downtown Saltwater Beach. They both agreed that if it weren’t for the comfy couches and decent Wi-Fi, the place near a quiet swath of the California coast would be out of business for sure.

      Lily exhaled. “It’s been a long few months …”

      When her voice trailed off, Addi reached out and patted Lily’s arm. She’d been through so much with her mother’s illness and subsequent passing. The last thing Addi wanted to do was to make Lily more harried than usual. “I know, I know.”

      “I just want you to find the happiness you deserve, Addi. You know I love my big brother, but sometimes I want to smack him in the face.” Lily sniffled, no doubt holding back built-up tears. “You need someone in your life who, finally, will be there for you. Sadly, Jax could never be that guy.”

      Lily gave her a quick side hug and turned to finish setting up the long serving table.

      Sudden tears pricked the backs of Addi’s eyes too. Yes, she had been hung up on Jax once, and looking back, Addi knew she had felt that way for most of her life. Not that he had ever noticed. She had tried to tell him that night … well, the night that everything had changed, and for a moment beneath those stars in that big old beach sky, she thought he knew.

      By the next day, though, she found herself scrambling to erase the moment, at least, from her own heart. For the most part, she had managed to do just that.

      Addi turned back to her work, laying out napkins as methodically as an accountant populating a spreadsheet, but still reliving the past in her own mind. She needed to face the past once and for all. It was the only way she could truly move on.

      “There he is.”

      She jerked her head up from her musings to see Lily making her way over to the entrance of this large and hollow room where the memorial would be held. Her heart thudded against her chest. The last thing she wanted to do today, on this solemn occasion, was to redirect the attention to her.

      Her gaze caught Jax entering his mother’s place. He pulled Lily into an embrace, holding her to him for several seconds. Addi had never had a sibling of her own and wondered what it would be like to have someone share some of her family’s burdens.

      Jax towered over his sister, as he always had, yet his arms had filled out over the years, muscles now in places where they hadn’t been previously. He looked strong. And commanding. Addi sensed a shift in the home at his arrival, as if this family mourning the loss of their mother had just received some desperately needed support.

      Their brother Lucky approached, saying something she couldn’t quite make out. She turned her head away. Eavesdropping was so rude! She attempted to make herself look busy, when, in truth, the ability to look away didn’t last long.

      Addi peered at Jax one more time, watching as he swept the room with one long glance, and yet did not appear to notice her. She blinked. She was invisible to him—just like old times. That sense of rejection she had experienced as a young adult with stars for dreams returned as if those old feelings had never left. She turned them over in her gut, working hard to tamp them down.

      Addi backed away from the table. If only she hadn’t volunteered to help Lily. She could have begged off or found a replacement. How she wished she could curl up with a book right now. Or bake something.

      Regardless of her commitment to being here today, she had to get out of this room, to sink back into the reason she had agreed to come in the first place—to work.

      Lily had needed help with her mother, Melanie’s, memorial and had asked her for her assistance in setting up. They were friends, and that’s what friends did. Besides, it was the least she could do for Melanie, who had been kind to her all these years.

      So that’s what she would do—keep her head down, work, and honor the matriarch of the Cooper family. And that’s all she would do.
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        * * *

      

      “Chase is missing.”

      Not the words Jax expected to hear about his middle brother—one of the twins—minutes after walking into their mother’s memorial. Especially when he still had a lot to say to said-AWOL brother. Then again, Jax had learned it was better to live life without too many expectations. Otherwise, the letdown came swiftly, and often without warning.

      Chase’s twin brother, Lucas aka “Lucky,” stared at him, eyes wide, worry all over his face, and Jax felt appropriately chastened. “Sorry,” Jax said. “Any idea where Chase went?”

      Their sister, Lily, blew back into the room after dashing away to find a box of tissues. She quickly assessed them both with that no-nonsense way of hers and batted a hand at Lucky. “Don’t worry about your twin. He’s probably watching waves right now.”

      Lucky’s eyes clouded at the brush off. Their sister meant well. Poor woman. Born into a family of five children, four of them male—Jax, Lucky and Chase, and their youngest brother, Nate. Lily had been an old soul since birth, a carbon copy of their mother with her strong body and unwavering opinions.

      Sometimes it seemed to Jax that Lily fit the oldest child role much better than he did. Not that he didn’t at least try to fulfill his big brother duties as often as asked.

      Jax cast another gaze on the concerned face of their younger sibling, letting it linger there. Lucas had been known as “Lucky” ever since he had emerged from the womb as a surprise. How the doctor missed that his mother was carrying twins, he would never know. It was understandable Lucky would be worried about his minutes-older twin since they had been inseparable since, well, forever.

      “Lily’s probably right.” Jax ran a hand across a day’s growth of whiskers, rare for him, then rested a hand on Lucky’s shoulder. “It’s a tough day for all of us. Let him be, if that’s what he needs.”

      “Yeah.” Lucky swung a look toward the door, as if doing so would cause it to fly open. An eerie silence hung between them. They both knew their mother was never coming back, a thought that tugged at the heart hanging in Jax’s chest.

      Hopefully, Chase would pull it together soon, though, and return so they could give their mother the send-off she deserved. They all needed to keep it together one last time.

      Jax let his hand fall from Lucky’s shoulder. He took another look around the place, a large, garage-like room built off their mother’s spacious home. A memorial should have solemnity to it, but this one … he shook his head. Pink, blue, and white balloons. A two-tiered cake. And dogs. Everywhere.

      Holding their mother’s memorial inside a doggy day care was as upside down as he could fathom. She had opened the place after their father died, and it had brought happiness amid heavy sorrow. It also brought her a reputation for taking in some of the mangiest creatures Jax had ever seen—dogs that had no owners, and therefore, no way to pay. Eventually, she would find them a foster parent or new home, but not before she poured time and effort into them.

      On one of their regular video calls once, he’d told her, “You really should keep to just looking after other people’s pets, the kind that only visit every once in a while.”

      She laughed at him, pulled one stray onto her lap, and kissed its ratty little noggin. “Aw, he doesn’t mean it, sugar.”

      Maybe she was right. If it meant seeing his mother smile across the miles, he guessed a mangy mutt or two would be okay. Still, a memorial here? Jax shook his head and followed his sister out of the gathering space and into the kitchen, where a few helpers bustled about.

      Lily was saying something about Jax being a sight for sore eyes when he suddenly stopped after spotting … her.

      The woman who had broken his heart more than a decade earlier. The sight of her pounded on his heart, pushed tumbleweeds into his head, and made his ever-ready tongue go slack.

      Addi Barrett’s power over him had not faded, and he hated himself for that.

      Jax’s gaze lingered on her. The same raven hair pulled into a sleek ponytail. Kind smile as she assisted in the kitchen … a servant’s heart.

      He lowered his voice. “What’s she doing here, Lily?”

      “Who?”

      “Addi.”

      Lily threw a questioning gaze over her shoulder. “What do you mean? She’s helping out today. By the way, she’s my friend now. Leave her alone.”

      Jax followed behind his sister, speaking in harsh whispers as she kept moving. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “It means, don’t break her heart like you do all the others.” Jax groaned, but Lily kept on going. “I’m serious. Don’t flirt. Don’t bother her. She’s my friend now. Shoo.” She made a sweeping motion with her hand. “Go away.”

      “Wait. Isn’t she married?”

      Lily frowned. “I think I’d know if she was.”

      Addi not married? How did he not know this? Jax leaned against the wall, the news stunning him.

      “Come to think of it, I remember that she was briefly engaged.” Lily shrugged. “We weren’t all that close back then, so I guess I’d forgotten about it.”

      “You know,” Jax said, crossing his arms, “you might have asked me what I thought about Addi helping out today.”

      Lily turned and her eyes flashed. “Like when I called to ask you your opinion about Mom expanding the doggy care business? About her declining health? Or about any of myriad other questions I texted you only to receive a non-committal ‘do whatever makes you happy’ response back? Like that, big brother?”

      He winced. Admittedly, Jax had been busy the past few years. Building up his clientele in the firm took long hours. Too many nights he would post a sticky note on his computer screen to remind him to call his mother, only to look up from his desk after dark and find it still posted there, taunting him.

      Becoming absorbed in his work could be a blessing. But sometimes, when he finally closed the office for the night, a tug of melancholy caught him in the windpipe.

      No one was waiting for him at home.

      Jax resisted the urge to steal another look at the woman he hadn’t seen—or heard from—in years. His sister, whose emotions could turn on a dime, scowled and threw a wet rag into the sink with a little more effort than warranted. He reached out and touched her shoulder. “You know I’ve always been an ear when you needed one, Lily.”

      She rolled her eyes. “I had no idea you had problems with Addi. You two used to be the best of friends. I don’t know what happened—and frankly, right now I don’t care—was probably your fault anyway.”

      “It’s not that I had problems with her.” He glanced away. “I, uh, it’s been a hard couple of weeks.”

      “I know.”

      Jax reached out and pulled his sister into a hug. Lily whimpered into his shirt. She sniffled, then pulled away. “Addi’s become the sister I never had. Just leave her be, okay?”

      Jax sucked on his bottom lip a moment. “How can I help you?”

      Lily stepped away. “Go and grab one of those trays of profiteroles and follow me.”

      Jax picked up the tray and followed his sister to the main area, forcing thoughts of Addi from his head. Was she still engaged? Or divorced, possibly? He wanted to know, but every time he opened his mouth to ask, he knew—it was none of his business.

      He stepped close to his sister. “Tell me again why we’re doing this here in a doggy day care? Shouldn’t we be in the church?”

      “You don’t think God is here?”

      “Didn’t say that.”

      “Mom would have wanted it this way.”

      He slowed. “Seriously?”

      “She loved it here, Jax.” Lily began laying out more food on the expansive table. “Mom spent more time out here with the dogs in her care than she did inside her own house. Not that you’d know. You haven’t been around in, what, ten years? Twelve?”

      “I visited a handful of times, and Mom flew out to visit me many times. You know that. And despite my distaste for,”—he gestured to the animals standing guard by their own table of kibble treats—“canines, I always answered Mom’s legal questions about the place.”

      “Whatever.” She straightened, jabbed a fist into her side, and glanced about. “The pups need closure. They can say their goodbyes this way.”

      Jax tilted his head, trying to figure out if a dog could really know that he or she was attending a memorial.

      Finally, he said, “And you’re sure this has nothing to do with the finances of the place? Can we both admit that Mom’s love of animals—and her savings—is what kept this place going?”

      Lily directed a glare at him.

      He softened the tone of his voice. “Be straight with me—you couldn’t afford to close the place today, so that’s why you’re doing this. Am I correct?”

      She narrowed her eyes. “The. Business. Is. Doing. Just. Fine.”

      Jax stared back at her for a beat, then raised his hands in surrender, while biting back a laugh. “All right. You know what’s best.”

      He had not taken more than two steps before he spotted Addi again. His shoulders stiffened. She had been the number one reason he had left Saltwater Beach, though most didn’t know it. Maybe she didn’t either. They all thought he’d simply left for college, then stayed away for law school. No one was surprised when he announced he would not be returning home after passing the bar, especially with all his talk of city life.

      Only his mother really knew there was more to his decision than that. “You do what you have to do, sugar,” she had said back then.

      Now he stood rooted, staring at Reason Number One for his lack of travel back home.

      “Jax.”

      He nodded once. “Addi.”

      She rubbed a tissue between her fingers and avoided long eye contact. “I’m so sorry about your mother.”

      The lump in his throat began to ache. If he weren’t needed here, he would head outside. Get some air. Maybe borrow his sister’s truck and take it for a long, long drive.

      She continued, sniffling. “She was one of my favorite people, really.” A small smile broke out on her face. “Even the meanest dog in town melted around her. One of a kind, she was.”

      The tsunami of emotion Jax had been holding back rippled forward. He broke eye contact with her and instead swung his gaze around the large space. Distraction was far more comfortable an emotion for him to balance.

      Tables brimmed with platters of human food, instead of the usual canine fare of bacon-flavored treats and dog biscuits his mother liked to have around. What he wouldn’t do to be attending one of his mother’s boring canine meet-and-greets right now by FaceTime.

      Addi cleared her throat. “Well, it’s good to see you again, Jax, though I wish it were for a different reason.”

      He glared at her. “Why are you here?”

      “Sorry?”

      “As I recall, you were engaged to marry.” He wanted to say what’s-his-name, but resisted. “And were leaving Saltwater Beach.”

      She pressed her lips together, and a shadow crossed her features. “Yes, well, some plans don’t work out.”

      “So you never left.”

      She looked past him, over his shoulder, and he turned around. Lily was calling her. She turned a sympathetic look on him. “Sorry. I’m here today as a mourner, of course, but also as a favor to your sister. I promised I’d help, so I had better go.”

      Addi departed, leaving behind the faint scent of her perfume. But all Jax could do was stand there, dumbfounded. She never married? Was here all along, in Saltwater Beach?

      Jax pushed away thoughts of Addi. Maybe it was being here again, with familiar faces, that had him swimming in thoughts of yesterday. He glanced behind him where his mother’s friends were streaming in through the roll-up door on the north end of the house, past a dozen or so dogs standing in a row, like a receiving line. Addi was right when she said his mother was one of a kind. Those dogs behaved, despite their trainer’s absence.

      Maybe because of it.

      Jax scanned the large room again and caught sight of Lucky and Nate following the others inside. He caught up with them. “Any sign of Chase?”

      Lucky hung his head, shaking it side to side, as Nate curled his hand into a fist and punched it into his other hand. “Just like Chase to weasel out of this. When I find him—” he shook his head.

      “What?” Jax cracked a smile. “You’re gonna grind him into powder? Give him a knuckle sandwich? Make mincemeat out of him?”

      “Ha! All of the above, man.” Nate, the family’s resident cop, shook his head. If anyone had the resources around here to find their brother, it would be him. “I hate this day.”

      Jax watched as Addi handed one of his mother’s coffee mugs to an elderly woman sitting on a folding chair. Even while doing something mundane, and after all this time, she stirred something in him.

      “Yeah, I hear you.” He pulled his gaze away from the woman who represented his dreams of the past. Objective number one: get in and get out unscathed. “I can’t wait for all this to be over myself.”
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        * * *

      

      Jax’s expression told Addi all she needed to know: He still thought of her as the old Addi, the tomboy he hung around with in summers and walked to school with the rest of the year. As far as he was concerned, their brush with something more never happened. She had little to no connection to his family and had moved on with her life.

      If only.

      Truth was, Addi was far from the carefree tomboy she once had been. Not that it mattered. For someone like Jax with family in Saltwater Beach, it surprised her she had not seen him even once in the past decade. Whatever history they had was exactly that: the past.

      What she had picked up here and there, though, was that at thirty-one, Jax had built a successful life, the kind he had always talked about when they were kids. At least one of them had. She slowed her movements through the room, digesting that thought. Knowing he had come out of Saltwater unscathed softened her heart along those edges where, if she weren’t careful, bitterness would rise.

      Addi had loved Jax once. She finally admitted it to herself long ago and then promptly buried it. Perhaps someday, when they were older and fully settled in their own lives, he might learn how much. Despite the sad reason for this gathering, or maybe because of it, she would continue to keep those musings to herself.

      Lily rushed by. “Hey, Addi, would you mind refilling the coffee pot?”

      “Of course.” Addi started for the kitchen, her mind still occupied by thoughts of Jax and how she would handle being this close to him for the next few hours. Her skin still prickled from the jolt of seeing him across the room.

      Some things never changed. She and Jax had been glued to each other’s sides growing up, starting when she was a sandy tomboy in board shorts and a rash guard, and he a jeans-clad kid on his bike, always doing wheelies in the street. For years, she fantasized he was showing off for her.

      But those childhood dreams were long over.

      Addi filled the carafe with coffee, being careful not to overfill it and burn herself. Then she made her way out to the large house addition where mourners had gathered. A bark here, followed by a yap there, drowned out the soft music playing from speakers in every corner. Carefully, she poured coffee into an elderly woman’s empty cup.

      What was taking so long for the ceremony to begin? Pastor Simon had arrived. All the siblings were here except one. Where was Chase? She had seen him lurking about last night along the quiet stretch of beach where there were no houses. She’d gone there to walk and pray, two activities that had become lifelines for her. She glanced around, careful not to draw attention to herself. As far as she could tell, everyone had shown up but Chase.

      She was about to check her phone for the time when, unfortunately, she caught eyes with Jax. He turned away. Addi exhaled. Maybe she was fooling herself. Jax was a lawyer now, handling legal issues that probably took up most of the space in that smart brain of his. Maybe he didn’t remember much about her at all.

      One thing’s for sure: Jax was no longer the wiry teen she remembered, the one with tousled brown hair always in need of a trim. He had aged in the best way, his shoulders broader, his face fuller, not one dark-chocolate lock out of place. And the intensity from his hooded eyes still both frightened her and made her heart turn over in a way that no one else’s gaze could.

      If she wasn’t so preoccupied with the return of the boy next door, she might have noticed someone else approaching. “Well, hello there, beautiful.”

      She yelped at the sound of the familiar voice and turned, nearly dropping the hot carafe.

      Link Grandfield.

      Now here was someone who had not changed one bit. Still hulking, cocky, arrogant. He had come home to Saltwater many times since they were kids, but she had usually been able to avoid him after the initial sighting. Until now.

      Was he really here to pay his respects to Melanie?

      He closed the space between them, his voice a growl, his hot breath suffocating. “How about we blow this stuffy place and go for a drink? My treat.”

      She’d forgotten one other adjective to describe him: relentless. “Thanks, but no. I’m here to help today.”

      “Well, then, that’s perfect, darlin’, ’cause I need some help.” He indulged his gaze, allowing it to travel down her face and body then slowly make its way back up again.

      She swallowed back a retort. Not that she didn’t have one, but for some reason, Addi never found it easy to say exactly what she was thinking.

      Link wrapped his meaty hand around her forearm. She tugged it back, but he would not let go. She stared him down, not wanting to make a scene, but this only made him grasp her tighter. Then he laughed, which caused her to yank herself backward, but to no avail.

      “Let go of her, Link.” Jax showed up next to them, his onyx eyes pointed straight at Link’s smug, unwavering grin.

      “If it isn’t the big guy himself,” Link said. He rubbed Addi’s arm possessively with his other hand, still holding onto her. Too tightly for her to easily extricate herself. “If we weren’t at a funeral, I’d be offended by your assertion, man.”

      Jax stepped closer. “It’s never wise to touch a lady who has not invited you to do so.”

      Link grinned. “What makes you think she hasn’t invited me?”

      A web of sweat broke out across Addi’s skin. She tugged her arm away from Link’s grasp and took a step backward. Jax moved into the space she had vacated, and she noticed something else about him: He’d grown taller, more imposing than ever. She remembered his temper, the way it gave her pause sometimes when they were kids. But this Jax was a force she hadn’t seen before.

      “I’m fine,” she whispered. “Leave it be, Jax.”

      “You heard the lady.” Link nodded at her, but she glanced away. “Addi and I were having a private conversation, so you’ll want to move along. Now go. Git.” He laughed, displaying yellowed teeth in his wide mouth.

      “Leave now.” Jax stood with arms crossed, like a sentry between them, unmovable.

      Link’s smile turned dark, his voice a hiss. “You had your chance years ago, man. It’s someone else’s turn now.”

      Jax dropped his arms to his side, one of his hands curled into a fist. He stepped toward Link, and though the guy was a head taller than Jax, he faltered and began falling backward. Like a beast awakened, Link righted himself and pulled back a fisted hand, but Jax was ready with a block.

      Link grunted and swung again, but Jax blocked him a second time, then grabbed his arm and bent it behind him. Jax’s low voice snarled. “You are not welcome here now or ever again. I’ll see you out.”

      Link twisted out of Jax’s grasp and shook his arm deliberately. “This guy always was a screwup, wasn’t he, Addi? Too busy navel gazing to notice what he was missin’.” He held up two palms and took a step back. “Well, then, forget it, man. Was going to honor your mother today, say some nice things about the old gal, but you’ve upset me now. She was a nice lady. Too bad her son didn’t inherit her … disposition.”

      Jax stepped forward again, but Link shook his head, laughed, then turned and sauntered out.

      Addi watched him go, the carafe hanging from her hand like an afterthought.

      “You okay?” Jax fixed his gaze on her now, those marble eyes softer somehow.

      “Fine. Really.” She spoke quietly. “But you haven’t changed at all.”

      “Me?”

      She was lying to herself. As much as she wanted to deny it, ever since Jax had walked into this place, she was hopelessly attuned to him. Now, when she looked fully at him, it hurt. They had been friends for so long as kids, she’d hardly had a chance to explore the feelings that grew seemingly for him overnight.

      Did he remember how she’d expressed those feelings for him in one rash moment on a humid Friday night that summer?

      Addi swallowed, her courage melting away. They weren’t here to rehash the past, but to remember his mother in the most honorable of ways. The last thing she wanted to do was to distract from the solemn meaning of the day, but oh, he was melting her resolve.

      Without warning, Lily launched herself between Addi and Jax. “So, I think we need to get started.” She turned her chin and shot a look at Jax. “We’ll just have to show Chase the video later.” A couple of dogs punctuated Lily’s announcement with high-pitched barks.

      Jax acknowledged his sister briefly, then turned those smoky eyes on Addi again. She blinked, willing them away from her consciousness. Lily was right. Jax was a heartbreak, and she’d best be avoiding him at all costs.

      She carried the half-empty carafe toward the kitchen, intending to buy some time while refilling it. For good reason, Addi had let go of her feelings for Jax years ago. And she wasn’t about to allow herself to be dragged back into a world that would only bring her heartache when Jax walked away from her … again.
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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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