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            A Warm Welcome to the Village

          

        

      

    

    
      Beyond the old stone bridge, there is a little village where cottage doors are painted in cheerful colors, gardens lean over their gates, and the kettle is rarely allowed to grow cold.

      At the village café, there is always room for one more chair. Neighbors stop to exchange news beneath the pear tree. The postman knows which dogs expect a biscuit, and someone is nearly always carrying a cake, a bunch of flowers, or a vegetable that has grown much larger than expected.

      Life here is peaceful, but it is never dull. A lost key can bring half the village together. A windy afternoon can cause trouble with the washing. A tiny scarecrow can become a local celebrity. Even an ordinary cup of tea may lead to a new friendship.

      The thirty stories in this book are filled with cottages, gardens, neighbors, cafés, animals, celebrations, and small acts of kindness. Each one can be enjoyed on its own, so you may begin wherever you like.

      There is no need to remember what happened in an earlier story and no hurry to reach the end. You can read one story at a time, return to an old favorite, or simply enjoy a few peaceful pages.

      Some stories may make you smile. Others may bring to mind a familiar garden, a friendly neighbor, a favorite recipe, or an afternoon shared over tea.

      Above all, these stories are about the gentle ways people care for one another. So come in, find a comfortable chair, and stay for a while. The kettle is on, the café is open, and the village is waiting to welcome you.

      

      How to Enjoy and Share These Stories

      There is no right or wrong way to enjoy this book.

      You may read the stories quietly by yourself, listen while someone reads aloud, or share them with family, friends, or a group. Each story is short enough to enjoy during a peaceful afternoon, a care-home activity, a family visit, or a quiet moment before bed.

      Take your time. Pause whenever you wish. Read a favorite sentence again. Stop to look out of the window, enjoy a cup of tea, or talk about something the story has brought to mind. At the end of each story, you will find a few gentle conversation invitations. These are not questions with correct answers. They are simply there to help begin a conversation.

      You might talk about:

      •	A garden you remember

      •	A neighbor who made you smile

      •	A favorite cake or family recipe

      •	A village, town, or street you once knew

      •	A celebration you enjoyed

      •	What you might do if you visited the village

      You can answer one invitation, discuss all of them, or leave them for another day. It is perfectly fine to move straight to the next story.

      When reading aloud, use a comfortable pace and allow plenty of time between paragraphs. It can be helpful to sit where everyone can hear clearly and see the reader’s face. If a listener wishes to interrupt with a memory or observation, welcome it. The conversation may become more important than finishing the story.

      For group reading, one person may read the whole story, or several people may take turns. A story can also be read more than once. Familiar stories often become especially enjoyable because everyone knows which amusing moment is coming next.

      Family members and caregivers may use the stories to make visits feel easier and more relaxed. If conversation is difficult to begin, simply start reading. A character, place, or small event may naturally open the door to a memory, an opinion, or a shared laugh.

      Most importantly, let these stories bring comfort rather than pressure. You do not need to remember every character. You do not need to explain every detail. You only need to enjoy the moment you are sharing.

      Choose a story, settle in, and let us return to the village together.
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            Cottage Doors
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            The Blue Door That Would Not Stay Shut

          

        

      

    

    
      The blue door of Primrose Cottage had behaved itself for forty-three years. It had opened for birthday guests, closed against winter rain, and stood wide on summer mornings while Edith Harrow swept the step. It had been painted four different shades of blue. Edith remembered every one of them.

      The newest shade was called Harbour Morning. Edith thought this was a rather grand name for ordinary blue paint, but she liked it all the same. Then, one Tuesday in April, the door refused to stay shut. Edith pulled it closed on her way to the kitchen. A moment later, it gave a small click and drifted open again. She returned and tried once more.

      Click. Creak. Open. “You have chosen a poor day for mischief,” she told it. A cool wind was crossing the village. It came through the doorway, lifted two envelopes from the hall table, and sent them sailing beneath the coat stand.

      Edith collected them, pushed the door firmly into its frame, and turned the key. This worked until she remembered that the milkman was due. If the door was locked, he would leave the bottles outside the gate, where Buster the terrier sometimes inspected them.

      She unlocked it. Click. Creak. Open. At half past nine, Edith wedged an old gardening shoe beneath the door. At ten, she replaced the shoe with a heavy flowerpot. Eleven, and the flowerpot left a crescent of damp soil across the hall rug.

      By noon, three people had knocked on the open door before realizing that knocking was unnecessary. The first was Mrs. Bell, who had come to return a magazine. “You are letting the spring in,” she said.

      “The spring is letting itself in,” Edith replied. The second visitor was Mr. Rook, the postman. He leaned through the doorway and called, “Anyone at home?”

      “Anyone with an open door generally is,” said Edith. The third visitor was a man Edith did not know. He stood on the step with a cardboard box in his arms and a pencil behind one ear. He was tall and silver-haired. He wore a green jumper with a small patch of sawdust on one sleeve.

      “Good afternoon,” he said. “I hope I have the right cottage. I was told the lady with the blue door might lend me a screwdriver.” Edith looked at the blue door, which was slowly swinging toward him. “At present, it appears to be everybody’s door,” she said. “Who told you about the screwdriver?”

      “The woman at the café. I have just moved into Orchard End.” Orchard End had been empty since Christmas. It was a neat brick cottage at the far side of the green, with an apple tree that leaned over the garden wall. “Then you must be Daniel Price,” said Edith. “There was a discussion about you on Monday.” Daniel raised his eyebrows. “Should I be worried?”

      “Not unless you have painted your sitting room purple. Mrs. Bell says she saw purple curtains.” “They are dust sheets.” “That will be a relief to everyone.”

      Edith invited him into the hall and opened the drawer where she kept useful things. It contained string, batteries, drawing pins, a torch, two tape measures, and seven screwdrivers.

      Daniel selected one. As he turned to leave, the door drifted open again and tapped him lightly on the shoulder. “Persistent, isn’t it?” he said. “It has developed opinions.”

      Daniel put down his box. He crouched beside the latch and studied it.

      “The screws have worked loose,” he said. “The wood may have shifted a little in the damp weather.” “I had already decided it was either the weather or old age.” “The door’s or ours?”

      Edith smiled despite herself. Daniel tightened the screws, tested the handle, and adjusted the metal plate on the frame. He worked carefully. He did not behave as if Edith ought to have known how to repair it herself. Nor did he fill the hall with complicated explanations.

      “There,” he said at last. “Try it now.” Edith pulled the door closed. It clicked and stayed closed. They waited. Nothing happened. “You have silenced it,” said Edith. “I would call it listening.” She offered him tea.

      Daniel said he should finish unpacking. Edith replied that boxes were patient and tea was not.

      They carried his cardboard box into the kitchen and placed it beside the table. Edith filled the kettle. Daniel looked around at the copper pans, the checked curtains, and the row of labeled jars on the shelf. “You have lived here a long time,” he said.

      “Since I married. My husband, George, chose the first blue for the door. He said red was too bossy and green would disappear into the hedge.” Daniel nodded as though this were sound architectural advice.

      “My wife liked yellow doors,” he said. “She said a yellow door looked as if it already knew good news.” There was a gentle pause. “What was her name?” Edith asked. “Rose. She died three years ago.”

      “George has been gone nearly six.” The kettle began to sing. Edith made tea in the brown pot and set out two slices of fruit cake. She did not say she was sorry. People had said that to her so often that the words had become smooth and thin.

      Instead, she asked Daniel whether Rose had chosen the curtains at Orchard End. “The dust sheets?” he said. “The ones under those.” “Yellow, naturally.”

      They talked about cottages and paint, gardens and shelves. Daniel had been a cabinetmaker. The cardboard box contained brass hinges for a cupboard he was repairing.

      Edith told him which shop delivered groceries, which lane flooded after heavy rain, and when the café served its best lemon cake.

      When Daniel finally rose to leave, the milkman arrived. “Your door is shut,” he observed. “Mr. Price has reasoned with it,” Edith said. The milkman looked at Daniel. “Useful sort, are you?”

      “Occasionally.” “We could do with someone looking at the noticeboard. It leans.” Daniel glanced at Edith. “Was I discussed on Monday because the village needed repairs?” “Not entirely,” she said. During the next week, Edith’s door stayed properly shut. Daniel returned her screwdriver and straightened the noticeboard. He also repaired a loose shelf at the café, though he claimed this had nothing to do with the promise of lemon cake.

      On Friday morning, Edith found him standing beside the gate at Orchard End. The gate had once been white, but most of the paint had peeled away. Daniel was holding a square of yellow paper against it.

      “What do you think?” he asked. “I think that is a very small amount of paint.” “It is a color sample.” “Ah. In that case, it is still rather small.” Daniel laughed.

      “Rose would have chosen yellow.” “Then yellow it should be.” Edith went home and returned with a tin of paint.

      George had once painted a kitchen chair a bright buttercup yellow. Edith had kept the remaining paint because George never threw away anything that might one day be useful.

      Together, she and Daniel painted the gate. They worked slowly. Villagers stopped to comment, offer advice, or borrow the brush. Mrs. Bell brought biscuits. Mr. Rook said the yellow could be seen from the next county.

      Daniel said that was the idea. When the gate was finished, Edith stood back and admired it. “It looks as if it already knows good news,” she said. Daniel wiped a spot of yellow paint from his thumb.

      “Perhaps it does.” On her way home, Edith reached Primrose Cottage and placed her hand on the blue door. It closed with a firm, dependable click behind her.

      For the first time all week, she felt almost disappointed. The troublesome door had let in the wind, scattered her post, and marked her rug with soil. It had also brought a new friend to her step. Edith decided she could forgive it.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      If you could choose any color for a cottage door, which would you choose?
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            A Parcel for Ivy Cottage

          

        

      

    

    
      The parcel arrived on a wet Wednesday morning with raindrops shining on its brown paper. It was about the size of a loaf of bread, tied with green string, and surprisingly light. The address had been written in careful blue ink: Ivy Cottage, Bellweather Lane. There was no surname, house number, or return address. This presented a problem because the village had three cottages covered in ivy, and nobody could agree which of them was properly called Ivy Cottage.

      Mr. Rook, the postman, carried the parcel into the village café and placed it carefully on the counter. Lena, the café owner, stopped arranging currant buns and examined the label. “Ivy Cottage belongs to Mrs. Bell,” she said. Mr. Rook shook his head and reminded her that Mrs. Bell lived at Ivy Bank. Lena replied that everyone had called it Ivy Cottage before the new sign went up, which only proved that a cottage could have two names when one would have been quite enough.

      Edith Harrow was sitting at the corner table with Daniel Price, the helpful new resident of Orchard End. She lowered her teacup and announced that Ivy House beside the church might be the intended address. Lena objected that Ivy House was clearly a house and not a cottage. Edith pointed out that it had a thatched roof, four rooms, and a front door that stuck in damp weather, which seemed more than sufficient. Daniel suggested that the parcel itself might contain instructions, but when Mr. Rook gently shook it, the only sound was a faint, soft whisper.

      “Seeds,” Edith said confidently. Lena thought it might be a silk scarf, while Daniel proposed a very quiet clock. Mr. Rook refused to guess because he believed a postman should remain neutral about the contents of other people’s parcels. He tucked the package beneath his arm and announced that he would begin with Mrs. Bell. Everyone agreed this was sensible, although Lena asked him to return and report what had been inside.

      Mrs. Bell lived in a white cottage almost hidden beneath a thick covering of ivy. The plant curled around the windows, climbed the chimney, and reached hopefully toward the weather vane. Mrs. Bell opened the door wearing gardening gloves and accepted the parcel with delight. She carried it into the kitchen, fetched her scissors, and prepared to cut the string. Before doing so, she noticed the handwriting and realized that she did not recognize it.

      The capital letter at the beginning of Ivy had a large loop, while the final letter in Cottage curled backward like a tiny wave. Mrs. Bell studied both several times. “This might not be mine,” she said. Mr. Rook suggested that it could have been sent by someone who had changed their handwriting, but Mrs. Bell was not convinced. She was a woman who returned extra change, corrected people who gave her too many raffle tickets, and never borrowed a cup of sugar without returning two cups the following week.

      After lunch, Mrs. Bell carried the unopened parcel to Ivy House beside the church. Mr. and Mrs. Patel were at home with their daughter, Mina, and their young grandson, Ravi. Ravi answered the door and stared hopefully at the brown paper. “Is it my birthday?” he asked. Mrs. Bell told him that it was not his birthday unless he had moved it without informing the rest of the family, which Ravi admitted would have required more planning than he had done.

      Mrs. Patel studied the label and said that her cousin often sent parcels, though she always used far too much sticky tape. Mr. Patel lifted the package to his ear and listened carefully. He heard no rattling, so he decided it could not contain his cousin’s homemade biscuits. Ravi guessed that there was a feather inside, while Mrs. Bell repeated Edith’s suggestion about seeds. They were all curious, but none of them felt certain enough to open it.

      Mr. Patel remembered that ivy grew around the porch of Molly Carter’s cottage at the far end of Bellweather Lane. The house was officially called The Nook, but visitors sometimes described it as the little ivy cottage. Mrs. Bell decided they should try there next. The Patels came with her, and Ravi skipped beside them because he had become deeply interested in the parcel’s journey. By the time they reached The Nook, they looked less like neighbors delivering a package and more like a small village procession.

      Molly Carter answered the door in a flowered apron. She accepted the parcel eagerly because her niece was traveling abroad and had promised to send something unusual. Mrs. Bell and the Patels waited while Molly fetched her spectacles and read the label. She soon shook her head. Her niece always wrote in large capital letters, and she would never call the house Ivy Cottage because she knew how Molly felt about the plant. The ivy beside the window rustled in the breeze as if it had heard the criticism and taken offense.

      The group carried the parcel back toward the village square. Molly joined them, still wearing her apron, and Ravi continued offering suggestions about what might be inside. By then, he had guessed a feather, a tiny hat, a folded kite, and a sleeping mouse. When they returned to the café, Mr. Rook was drinking his afternoon tea. He looked at the parcel on Mrs. Bell’s arm and asked whether it had been delivered, to which she replied that it had been delivered three times and accepted by nobody.

      The parcel was placed on the café counter, where everyone examined it again. Daniel noticed a pale square of paper trapped beneath the green string. He loosened the knot carefully and pulled out a folded part of the label. Four faint words had been written underneath: Opposite the old pump. Everyone turned toward the café window and looked across the square at the tall iron pump that had stood there for longer than anyone could remember.

      Opposite the pump was a small cottage with green shutters. It had once been called Fern Cottage, but a new wooden sign had recently been placed beside the gate. Nobody had noticed it because a climbing rose hung over the lettering. When Daniel lifted the rose aside, the sign became visible: Ivy Cottage. A young ivy plant had also been trained beside the front step, although it had not yet grown high enough to make the new name obvious.

      Mr. Rook carried the parcel across the square because professional pride required him to complete the delivery himself. Mrs. Bell, the Patels, Molly, Daniel, Edith, Lena, and Ravi followed to make certain the fourth attempt was successful. The cottage belonged to Alice Green, a quiet woman in her seventies who had moved into the village six weeks earlier. She had visited the café twice and attended the church jumble sale, but she still looked surprised whenever anyone greeted her by name.

      Alice opened the door and immediately recognized the handwriting. “It is from my sister,” she said, smiling as she accepted the parcel. The whole group sighed with satisfaction, although Ravi reminded her that they had been guessing its contents for most of the afternoon. Alice laughed and invited everyone inside to discover the answer. Her sitting room was neat but not yet settled, with pictures leaning against the wall and an empty vase on the mantel.

      There were only four chairs, so Daniel and Mr. Patel brought two more from the kitchen while everyone else found a place to stand. Alice untied the green string and unfolded the brown paper. Inside was a square of embroidered fabric. Lena declared that she had been right about the scarf, but Alice opened it fully and revealed a cushion cover decorated with curling green ivy. Across the center, someone had sewn the words: May every guest become a friend.

      For a moment, the room grew quiet. Then Ravi noticed a small pocket on the back of the cushion cover. Inside it was a packet of sweet-pea seeds and a note from Alice’s sister wishing her happiness in her new home. Mrs. Bell said Edith had been right about the seeds, while Lena insisted that a cushion cover was close enough to a scarf to count as half a victory. Mr. Rook said nothing, but he looked pleased that the parcel had finally completed its journey.

      Alice made tea for everyone, though she had to borrow two cups from the café. Molly arranged biscuits on a plate, Mrs. Patel filled the empty vase with flowers from Alice’s garden, and Daniel hung one of the pictures that had been waiting against the wall. Before leaving, Mr. Rook straightened the sign outside so that future parcels would have an easier time finding their way. Alice stood at the gate and thanked them, saying that she had never expected one small package to bring so many people to her door.

      The following Saturday, Alice planted the sweet peas beside the gate. Mrs. Bell brought bamboo canes for them to climb, Ravi dug three unnecessary holes, and Lena arrived with slices of lemon cake wrapped in paper. By midsummer, pink and white flowers had grown high enough to mingle with the young ivy. The embroidered cushion sat in Alice’s front window, and her once-quiet cottage became a familiar stopping place for neighbors passing through the square.

      The words on the cushion could not be read from the lane, but they did not need to be. The door of Ivy Cottage opened often now, and the kettle was rarely cold. The parcel had traveled through half the village before reaching the correct house, gathering people and laughter wherever it went. By the time it arrived, every guest who crossed Alice’s threshold was already well on the way to becoming a friend.
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      What flowers or climbing plants would you choose for a cottage garden?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            THREE

          

          
            The Spare Key

          

        

      

    

    
      Miss Clara Finch believed that every home should have a spare key and that every spare key should be hidden somewhere sensible. The difficulty was that Clara often changed her mind about what sensible meant. For several years, the spare key to Lavender Cottage had lived beneath the blue flowerpot beside the back door. Then Clara read an article explaining that a burglar’s first thought was to look beneath the nearest flowerpot. She moved the key into the gardening shed, but a week later she remembered that the shed itself was locked. After considering the matter carefully, she decided that finding a safe place was much more complicated than it appeared.

      Clara’s next hiding place was beneath a flat stone near the water barrel. The stone looked ordinary, which made it an excellent choice until several days of heavy rain caused it to sink into the mud. Clara needed a trowel, an old spoon, and twenty determined minutes to recover the key. She washed it in the kitchen sink, dried it on a tea towel, and tied it to a bright red ribbon so it would be easier to see. She then placed it inside an old blue teapot on the pantry shelf. This location was secure, dry, and convenient, but it was also inside the cottage, where it would be completely useless if Clara ever found herself locked outside.

      In the end, Clara gave the spare key to her friend Edith Harrow, who lived three doors away at Primrose Cottage. Edith was dependable, practical, and unlikely to hide anything beneath a flowerpot after hearing Clara’s lengthy explanation. “Please keep it somewhere sensible,” Clara told her. Edith promised to place it in the hall drawer with the string, batteries, drawing pins, and other useful things. Clara observed that every home in the village seemed to have a drawer filled with string. Edith replied that this was exactly why nobody would think to search it.

      The arrangement worked perfectly until Edith went to visit her sister for four days. On the second morning of Edith’s absence, Clara stepped outside to shake a small rug. A gust of wind swept along Bellweather Lane, lifted the edge of the rug, and pulled the front door shut behind her. Clara stood on the step wearing slippers, a grey cardigan, and the expression of a woman who had just been betrayed by her own house. She checked both cardigan pockets and found a peppermint in one and a wooden clothes peg in the other. Neither object was likely to open a locked door, although the peppermint made the situation slightly more pleasant.

      Clara walked to Primrose Cottage, still carrying the rug, even though she knew Edith was away. She hoped her friend might have left the spare key with another neighbor before departing. A note had been tucked behind the empty milk bottle on Edith’s step. It said that Edith had gone to her sister Margaret’s house and would return on Friday. Beneath this, she had added that Daniel Price had the key to Primrose Cottage. Clara felt encouraged because Daniel lived at Orchard End and had repaired several doors since moving to the village. A man trusted with other people’s doors could surely be trusted with their keys.

      When Clara reached Orchard End, Daniel was not at home. His cheerful yellow gate stood open, and a note pinned to it explained that he was working at the village hall until lunchtime. Clara crossed the green and found him halfway up a ladder, attaching a wooden letter to the hall noticeboard. The board had lost the letter V from VILLAGE EVENTS during a winter storm, leaving everyone invited to ILLAGE EVENTS. Daniel was pleased to see her until he noticed her slippers and the rug beneath her arm. “Are you bringing that to the jumble sale?” he asked. Clara explained that her door had locked her out and that the rug was an innocent bystander.

      Daniel climbed down from the ladder while Clara described the chain of keys. Edith possessed the spare key to Lavender Cottage, while Daniel possessed the key to Edith’s home. If Daniel opened Primrose Cottage, Clara could collect her spare key and return home. “A chain of responsibility,” Daniel said approvingly. Clara called it a chain of foolishness, but she agreed that it ought to work. As they crossed the green, Lena saw them through the café window and came outside to ask why Clara was carrying a rug. Clara said it was a long story, so Lena collected a paper bag of biscuits and joined them.

      At Primrose Cottage, Daniel searched his pockets. He found a pencil, two screws, a folded shopping list, and a small wooden button, but he did not find Edith’s key. After checking everything again, he remembered placing it in the pocket of his brown jacket. Unfortunately, the brown jacket was hanging over a chair at the village hall. The three of them walked back across the green, where Daniel searched the jacket while Clara folded the rug neatly over a chair. The key was not there, and Lena opened the biscuits because she believed all unsuccessful searches were improved by refreshments.

      Mrs. Bell arrived for the jumble-sale meeting and listened to the problem. She suggested calling Edith, but Clara knew that Edith usually kept her telephone in her handbag and her handbag in the bedroom, where she could not hear it. Instead, they sat in the front row of the hall and asked Daniel to remember everything he had done after receiving the key. He had repaired Edith’s garden bench, stopped at the café, visited the grocer, and helped Mr. Patel move a sack of compost. Mrs. Bell said they would have to retrace his steps. Daniel looked embarrassed, but Clara was beginning to enjoy the adventure and assured him that she had not had such a busy morning in months.

      Their search moved steadily through the village. At the café, they looked beneath Daniel’s usual chair and behind the counter. At the grocer’s shop, they searched a basket of onions because the grocer remembered Daniel leaning over it. At Ivy House, Mr. Patel examined the wheelbarrow, the compost sack, and the garden path. Nothing was found, but the search party continued growing. Ravi Patel joined because he enjoyed a mystery, Mr. Rook joined because he had finished delivering the post, and Buster the terrier joined because he assumed any group of people with biscuits must be doing something important.

      By half past twelve, everyone had returned to Lavender Cottage. Daniel examined the windows and announced that he might be able to open the small kitchen window without causing damage. Before he could fetch his tools, Mrs. Bell asked Clara whether anyone else might possess a spare key. Clara began to say no, but then she noticed the blue flowerpot beside the back door. A very old thought returned to her, and she slowly lifted the pot. Beneath it lay a clean brass key tied with a faded red ribbon.

      The entire search party stared at the key. Clara remembered that she had once asked Edith to have a copy made, but she had apparently forgotten to remove the original from its first hiding place. For several years, Lavender Cottage had possessed two spare keys, each believed to be the only one. Daniel opened the back door with the red-ribbon key, and everyone
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names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
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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