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      Mary Logan hesitated. And the heavy glass door of The Coffee House smacked her in the backside, pushing her forward and causing the chimes at the top of the door to clang, alerting everyone in the shop to her presence. Heads swiveled in her direction. She blamed Regina Daniels for the sting to her hip, and the inelegant entrance. Mary considered Regina a friend of sorts. But the look the woman had given Mary in response to her jaunty wave was anything but friendly. It was, in fact, an unquestionably icy glare.

      Before she could process that outrageous thought, John Sherman turned from the counter. “Hello, John,” Mary said. “How are–”

      John gave a barely perceptible nod and walked past her.

      Confused, Mary stepped to the counter and gave her order while frost settled in her chest. What in the world was going on? She couldn’t remember offending anyone – recently. Mentally she ticked through the various committees she served, trying to pinpoint an issue. She came up empty, but she was no stranger to drama. The slightest ember could erupt into flames with but a whisper of hot air.

      She surveyed the crowd, surprised to see so many tables filled. Apparently, she wasn’t the only one who needed a mid-morning pick-me-up. She’d left the house early to work the seven-a.m. shift at the food pantry and settled for a cup of the dark, murky liquid provided there – a bitter brew that fell outside Mary’s definition of coffee. She was overdue for some good stuff.

      When a young man behind the counter called her name, Mary sensed eyes settling on her. Normally, she might linger and visit with acquaintances. Instead, she took the cup, pasted a smile on her face, and walked to the door with her head held high.

      Inside her car, Mary blew out her breath and switched on the radio, almost expecting to hear the notes of the Twilight Zone tune drift from the speakers. She had clearly entered another dimension. Hmm. Whom to call…  She drummed her fingers on the steering wheel as she drove. If only her friend Claire were still in town, she could do reconnaissance for her, sniff out the issue and report back. She’d have to try someone else. Or not, she reconsidered. Most likely she’d catch wind of whatever it was within the hour. Probably should’ve marched right over to Regina and demanded to know what her snit was all about.

      Two pick-up trucks sat in her driveway when Mary turned in. “Now what?” she muttered. Grant hadn’t mentioned expecting company this morning.

      Mary entered the house through the garage door. She dropped her purse on the counter, then picked up her calendar and sank into a chair at the kitchen table, determined to enjoy her well-earned latte. She heard muffled voices coming from the living room and considered whether she should play hostess and see if anyone needed anything. The room smelled of coffee, so Grant had obviously taken care of that on his own.

      Deciding against interrupting the low din of conversation, she kicked off her shoes – the closed-toe kind. They were cute, and stylish, and appropriate for fall weather, but she’d gone into them kicking and screaming. Early October, and she still mourned the loss of her sandals and flip-flops – and the weather that went along with them. She glanced outside the kitchen window. The cool temperatures were starting to make their mark on the trees. The dogwoods on the shady side of the yard hinted at the vibrant red that would soon follow. Another week or so, and the entire landscape would change hues. If the Kansas winds cooperated, it could be a spectacular couple of weeks. Would’ve made for some beautiful wedding photos, she couldn’t help thinking. Her daughter’s choice of dates baffled her. No summer flowers, no autumn leaves, and too early for festive Christmas boughs and berries.

      Mary opened her calendar and checked off the pantry shift. A few more commitments and then she was clearing the calendar. Annie’s wedding loomed only five weeks away. It would be spectacular, Mary reminded herself, even without Mother Nature’s help. They’d ordered loads of gorgeous flowers and–

      “What are we going to do about it?” A voice thundered from the next room, breaking her train of thought. Automatically, she bounced up from her chair and hurried to the front room, her slippery socks nearly skidding on the hardwood floors as she rounded the staircase. Hanging onto the entryway casing for support, she stared at the three men seated there, taking in the flushed red face of her husband’s best friend.

      “What is going on in my living room, gentlemen?” she demanded. Her voice carried surprise, humor and a hint of scolding all at the same time. “May I remind you this is my home, not a bar room? So, if there’s going to a brawl, might I suggest…” her gaze shifted pointedly toward the door.

      “It’s okay,” Grant told her with a slight shake of his head.

      Doug Wharton nodded. “Hello, Mary.”

      The third man was much younger, and Mary recognized him as a former employee, but couldn’t come up with his name.

      “Sorry, Miz Logan,” he said, his voice low, like a chagrined schoolboy.

      “Just watch the furniture.” She gave a little laugh, but something fluttered inside when she met her husband’s eyes. His expression was serious, but something else lurked there as well…sadness? Had there been some kind of accident? “Can I get y’all anything? Something civilized, like a beverage?”

      Three heads shook a negative response.

      “All right, then.”

      Retreating, Mary heaved a sigh. Wasn’t even noon and this day was skyrocketing on the scale of strange. Instead of resuming her place at the kitchen table, she opened the refrigerator door and studied the contents. Might as well start thinking about supper. But it was hard to concentrate on anything other than the men’s voices, and she found herself straining to make out the conversation.

      When she heard the front door close a few minutes later, Mary pushed aside her grocery list and leaned against the granite-topped island that separated the kitchen from the family room, waiting.

      Grant’s steps were slow as he made his way toward her. “Hey.” He stopped just short of the kitchen.

      “Hey. What’s up?”

      He held out a hand, and Mary instantly moved forward. As soon as she put her hand in his, he pulled her against him and nuzzled into her hair. Several long moments passed before he spoke.

      “Ah, Mary-me, we’ve got some trouble.”

      She took a tiny step back and met his eyes. “Yeah, that didn’t sound like a friendly shoot-the-breeze kind of meeting. What’s the matter?”

      He led her to the kitchen island and helped her onto a chair. Hands on his hips, he faced her. “Essex is laying people off.”

      “What?” Mary nearly jumped back out of the chair, his words hitting like a jolt of electricity. “You have got to be kidding. You’ve been gone– what? a month? and already they’re having financial trouble? How is that possible?”

      Grant shook his head. “They’re not having financial trouble. I’m guessing there’s pressure to increase profits. Pure and simple.”

      “Oh, no. Oh, Grant, I can’t believe it. They…they promised to keep your employees.”

      He raked a hand through his hair. “They did what they promised as long as I was on the board. One year. Gave ’em all one lousy year.”

      “So that’s it? One year, and they’re off the hook? This must’ve been their plan all along.”

      “Maybe. With the slow months coming up, I expected there to be some consolidation issues, but I sure thought they’d work everybody in someplace.”

      She could see where his thoughts were going, feeling responsible, as usual. “You can’t take it personally.”

      “I just wish they’d been straight with me, so I could’ve warned the boys, could’ve told them to start looking a year ago.”

      “How many, Grant?”

      “About twenty.”

      “Oh, no.” Her stomach dropped. That represented a third of what used to be his work force. “Are they getting a severance package?”

      “Sure. Based on length of service. Thing is, they’re pushing out some of the older guys like Doug. They’ll have a harder time finding something else. I’d bet my last dime they’ll replace them next spring with younger, cheaper fellas.”

      “Of course. Happens all the time. That’s the way it works.” Mary blew out her breath. “Well, that explains the frosty glares I got at The Coffee House this morning.”

      Grant bristled. “Somebody say something to you?”

      “No. But I swear, if looks could kill, you’d be planning my funeral about now.”

      His jaw hardened. “Who was it? By God, they can come over here and rip me a new one if they think it helps, but they better leave you out of this.”

      “Whoa. Down, boy.” Mary grabbed his arm. Her husband had a nice, long fuse that was slow to turn into anything more than a low simmer, but on rare occasions, he reached the end. When that happened, the resulting explosion could put Mt. St. Helens to shame. She gave him a wry smile. “You can put away your sword – no one compromised my honor.”

      “They better not.” He hitched a thigh onto a chair, and turned, his eyes going distant, as though he were deep in thought.

      “So,” Mary said softly. “What do we do? Is there anything you can do?”

      “Haven’t talked to Joe, yet. Don’t see as I have any say unless I want to buy it back.” He looked at her then. “And I don’t.”

      Heavens, no. They could. They’d invested almost all the money. Guilt washed over her. It was a lot of money. Grant’s business was doing well when Joe Thomas, chairman of Essex Industries, had approached him about buying the cement operation. With Grant itching for a change, it’d been perfect timing.

      Mary let out a soft groan and slipped from the chair. “I need an aspirin.”

      “You got another headache?”

      “Love, I think I’ll have a headache until this wedding is over.”

      “Thought you were having fun.”

      She tossed back the tablet and a drink of water before answering. “Think roller coaster. Extreme bursts of fun and excitement intermixed with head-pounding bouts of stress and anxiety.”

      “Might have fewer guests.”

      Mary heard the regret in Grant’s voice. She walked back to the counter and ran a hand down his sleeve. “The ones who matter will be there.” She swallowed hard, thinking of the wedding guest list. She hated to think of anything casting a shadow on Annie’s big day.

      “What about Sally?” Mary asked. Sally Connors had been one of his first employees. She and Mary had handled all the bookkeeping, filing, and secretarial duties until the business grew and Mary stepped aside to raise kids. Sally’s role had become administrative assistant.

      “Out,” Grant said.

      “Well, shoot,” Mary said. “I’m sure she’s bummed, but maybe it’ll be good for her. It’d be nice if she could have a life before she dies, you know.” Mary meant that in a good way. Sally was older than Grant, had lost her husband early in life, and had no children. She lived with several dogs and was a workaholic. The notion of retirement never seemed to cross her mind.

      “She’ll be all right, but people are upset.”

      “I’m sure.”

      “Maybe we should get out for a while. Go somewhere until this dies down.”

      “Oh, Grant, we can’t leave now, not with the wedding a few weeks away. Besides, we live here. We can’t hide from this.” She took hold of his arm. “You didn’t do anything wrong. It’s not your fault.”

      “A month,” he said, his voice low and weary. “I’ve had one month of retirement.” Grant shoved his hands into his pockets and shook his head. “People don’t understand. They don’t get how much pressure there is. How hard it is to be responsible for other people, for their paycheck and livelihood. I don’t want to do it anymore.”

      “You don’t have to. You aren’t responsible for this. Yes, it sucks, but these people are adults. They know the economy, how business works.”

      “Bad timing. Some of them just got their houses put back together after the tornado. Money’s already tight.” A deadly tornado had ripped through Whitfield just over a year ago, and a chunk of the town was still in recovery mode.

      “So let’s think of something we can do,” Mary said. Once again, she felt a wince of guilt. She and Grant lived the good life. They had a beautiful home with a pool, drove nice cars, and had sent each of their children to college. Some people, the ones who weren’t personal friends, might be resentful. What could they do that wouldn’t look like charity? “What about setting up a fund for financial planning or job placement? Anonymous gift cards to everyone? Just to help out a little?”

      “Maybe,” Grant said, his tone non-committal. “Don’t worry. I’ll talk to Joe and some of the guys. Give me some time to make sure I’ve got all the facts.” He leaned in and planted a quick kiss on her lips. “I’ve got some calls to make.”

      “Sure.” She watched him head toward his office, her heart aching. He didn’t deserve to be yelled at or blamed for this. He’d always worked hard. Had been a good and fair boss. He’d built that business from nothing. The man had earned every cent the company made – and the right to retire. She took a deep breath, willing herself to stay calm and think rationally, but at the same time a fierce loyalty burned inside her. Her husband would not take the fall for this.
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      Mary tapped her phone against her palm, trying to remember Jane’s schedule. As a good friend, Mary felt compelled to touch base with her. Jane worked at the Whitfield High School office part time, but never knew where she would end up on any given day. Today she might be reeling from the news of Doug’s layoff. With a lump in her throat, Mary hesitated. Would Jane need more time to process? Or be too busy to talk? Sometimes she was out front dealing with visitors and students, and sometimes–

      Oh, no. Mary’s thoughts collided with concerns about the day’s unwelcome news. Would Jane be able to get health insurance for herself and Doug through the school district? Mary knew Jane loved the flexibility of working part time. Would she have to increase her hours to qualify for insurance? Work full time for a number of years to get retirement benefits? Would Doug be able to continue insurance through Essex?

      Sucking in a deep breath, Mary hit the call button. She needed answers to those questions whether it meant interrupting Jane at work or not. In her mind, this counted as an emergency.

      “Hey, Mare.” Jane picked up on the second ring.

      Mary let out a sigh of relief. Jane’s tone sounded perfectly normal. “Hi, there. Hey, are you working? Can you talk?”

      Jane sputtered a humorless laugh. “I’m at work, but I can’t say I’m actually working. My phone is ringing nonstop.”

      “About Essex?”

      “Yeah. Doug called me this morning. The announcement happened at eight o’clock, as soon as everyone got in. They dropped the bomb then told everyone who was let go they could take the rest of the day off – if they wanted to. As if anyone would stick around after that.”

      “Oh, Janie, I’m so sorry. We never expected–”

      “You didn’t know, right?”

      “Not a clue. I can’t believe they–”

      “Some people are wondering, you know.”

      “Wondering?” Mary echoed.

      “If you and Grant knew this was coming. If Grant was part–”

      “Not a word.” Mary couldn’t keep the emotion at bay as her voice hardened. “He hasn’t been in the office for a month. We’re just as surprised as anyone. And furious, I might add. Grant says the financials looked good when he left the board. Greedy bastards.”

      “It was definitely a surprise,” Jane agreed. “A big one.”

      “Listen, hon, I’m not trying to pry into your business, but are you guys going to be all right? Doug still gets retirement and insurance benefits?” She heard Jane’s deep breath.

      “He’s still studying the packet they gave him, but yeah, it looks like he’ll get coverage. It’ll be more expensive, though.”

      “Thank God it’s available, at least. I was having visions – very ugly visions – of you chained to a desk at that school for the rest of your life.”

      “Oh, I don’t think it will come to that. You know Doug, Mr. Frugal. We’ve got savings and investments. We’ll be fine.”

      “I knew that, but the insurance thing can bite.”

      “You don’t need to worry about us.”

      That statement should have been reassuring, but something in Jane’s voice triggered an alarm. Was there someone they did need to worry about?

      “What do you–”

      “Listen, Mare, I better get going. Really, I’ve been dealing with this all morning, and have accomplished absolutely zilch. If I’m not careful, I’ll be getting the boot, too.”

      “Okay, but let’s go to lunch. When’s your next day off? Or dinner out, the four of us. Maybe tonight? I don’t want to hide from this.”

      “I get it. I’ll talk to Doug, and we’ll be in touch.”

      An hour and three phone calls later, and Mary commiserated with Jane. She hadn’t gotten anything accomplished, either. The trip to the grocery store still hadn’t happened. Maybe they’d have to eat out tonight. She was reconsidering the options when her cell phone rang again. Mary checked the caller ID, surprised to see her youngest daughter’s photo pop up. She usually tried the land line first.

      “Mother Knows Best at your service. Go ahead, please.”

      “Hi, Mom,” Sara answered in a dry, indulgent tone.

      “Hey, sweetie, how you doing?”

      “Pretty good.”

      “Working a lot of hours? Haven’t heard from you much lately.”

      “Yeah, been busy. What’s going on there?”

      “Oh, my. It’s a crazy day around here.”

      “Really? What’s up?”

      Tired of that conversation already, Mary gave her the Reader’s Digest condensed version. “I’m sure it’ll all blow over in a couple of months when people find new jobs and realize it’s not the end of the world. Dad feels bad, though.”

      “I bet. He always takes things so hard.”

      “I’m glad we have the wedding coming up. It’ll take his mind off Essex and their troubles. At least, it better.” She gave a short laugh. She expected to have her husband’s full attention for the wedding of their eldest daughter.

      “So, I was just thinking about the wedding. That’s why I called. Do you have my dress?”

      Mary glanced toward the hall closet where all the bridesmaid dresses hung, including Sara’s shimmery apple green maid-of-honor gown. “Yes. They’re all here, ready to go. Why?”

      “I thought I might pick mine up. I haven’t decided on jewelry and shoes for sure.”

      “What about the shoes you wore to the fitting?”

      “I have some others I think might be more comfortable.”

      “Sarie, I’d really rather keep them all together. They’ve been steamed, and they’re hanging up in plastic where they won’t get creased or dirty. And you know we talked about Annie giving all the bridesmaids those pearl and sea-glass necklaces as gifts. I’m sure you don’t need to think any more about it.”

      “Well, maybe I’ll come down this weekend and bring the shoes with me.”

      “As in tomorrow?”

      “Yeah, is that okay?”

      “Of course. We’d love it. But you’re not making a special trip for the dress, are you?” Mary shook her head. How odd. It wasn’t Sara’s nature to be so concerned with clothes. Annie had always been the fashion queen in their house while Sara was content with jeans and sweatpants.

      “No, but at least I could try it on again while I’m there.”

      “I’m sure it’s fine. It fit beautifully when you tried it on at Vickie’s shop.”

      “But, Mom, that was two months ago.”

      “Well, you haven’t changed dress sizes in the last two months, have you?” Mary laughed. Her daughter had always been enviously thin. Had even managed to avoid the freshman fifteen when she went to college. She certainly couldn’t afford to lose weight. At that thought, mama-bear radar went up. “Sweetie, you’re not losing weight, are you? Are you eating enough?”

      Sara worked a lot of hours, and Mary had no idea whether she ever had a decent meal or had been reduced to eating junk on the run. “Are they running you ragged at work?”

      “No, Mom. Don’t worry. I eat and sleep.”

      “Well, then–”

      “Never mind,” Sara broke in. “I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

      In which case the original concern made no sense. “Well, unless the shoes are much higher or shorter, the dress is perfect.” She tried to remember the specific style of Sara’s dress. Fairly snug, she thought. Oh. Could Sara be eating too much? Dealing with stress by eating, and putting on weight? If she’d gained a few pounds, she might not want to mention that. Mary groped for a tactful approach.

      “Are you worried that your dress was a little snug?”

      “It did fit awfully close,” Sara said.

      Bingo! “Let me take a look at the design. Maybe I could let it out a bit. Sweetie, are you gaining weight?” Again, Mary wondered if something were wrong. Given a choice, Sara had always gone for healthy foods, wasn’t one to overindulge in sweets or– Mary sucked in her breath as an idea popped into her head out of nowhere. There was one other reason Sara could have put on enough weight to make a difference in her dress size. Where in the world had that come from? That was crazy, wasn’t it? The gears clicked inside Mary’s brain, and she stood still, clutching the phone while her heart pounded.

      “Sara,” she said slowly, “are you sure everything is okay?”

      Heavy silence filled the air.

      Hardly daring to breath, Mary asked, “Anything you want to talk about?” She heard the reluctant sigh from across the line. “Cuz I just had the craziest thought. That you–” Mary let out a nervous laugh, wishing Sara would give her a hand, some clue as to what was going on. “Oh, my gosh. There for a minute, I wondered if you were pregnant.”

      The sound Mary heard could only be described as a squeak.

      “Sara? Talk to me.”

      “Well, shoot, I messed that up, didn’t I? I wasn’t going to tell you until after the wedding, but I’m afraid the dress could be too tight by then.”

      “Oh, Sara.” Mary scrambled to keep up. “Are you serious? You’re pregnant?”

      “I am.”

      “How far along are you? You think it’ll be obvious?”

      “Only a couple of months. If we let the side seams out a little bit, it should be good.”

      “Oh, my gosh. I can’t believe this. You’re pregnant?! I’m going to be a grandmother?”

      “Mom, keep it down. Can anyone hear you?”

      “No. I’m home alone.”

      “Okay, so don’t tell anyone.”

      “Sweetheart, I can’t keep it from your dad.”

      “Fine, but nobody else for now. I don’t want to steal Annie’s thunder.”

      “Right. We don’t need a big announcement before the wedding. But, um, let’s talk about weddings, toots. Is there one in your future?”

      “I think so.” Excitement crept into Sara’s voice.

      “You think so?”

      “We’re going out for a nice dinner tonight. I– I think he’s going to propose.”

      “Does he know about the baby?”

      “Not yet. I’ll tell him tonight.”

      An uneasy feeling settled in Mary’s chest. This didn’t seem exactly right. “Well, I sure wish we’d had a chance to meet him before all of this.”

      “I know. Me, too. But he’s coming with me to Annie’s wedding, and we already talked about being there for Thanksgiving. You’ll love him. I promise.”

      “And I’m assuming you do, too. You want this baby?”

      “Yeah,” Sara replied softly. “I do.”

      “All right, then, sweetie. I have to say it’s awfully sudden, but I’m happy for you, and can’t wait to see you. Are you feeling good?”

      “I feel fine. Just hungry. It’s so weird.”

      “Oh, just wait. You don’t know weird yet.”

      “I’m sure.”

      “What time will you be here tomorrow?” She did some quick math. It was only a couple of hours from Kansas City. “Maybe we should plan on lunch? A big one?”

      “Very funny. But, yes, I can be there around noon. And you can feed me.”

      “Deal. See you then. Be careful, and I love you.”

      “Love you, too. Bye.”

      Mary ended the call and collapsed into an armchair. Was this for real? She was finally going to be a grandmother? The thought almost made her whoop out loud. Her first inclination was to get right back on her phone and call Claire. But she’d been sworn to secrecy. A cruel twist of fate. How was she supposed to keep this a secret for five weeks? No cards? No sweet little gifts? Ack. She’d better buy a big ol’ roll of duct tape. This wasn’t going to be easy.

      Somehow, she’d have to keep her focus on Annie’s wedding. With that in mind, she marched to the hallway closet and pulled out Sara’s dress. Fingering the fabric, she wondered how well the soft folds could hide a small baby bump. If there was one.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      With supreme effort, Mary pushed away thoughts of a new baby while she and Grant drove the short distance to Bailey’s for dinner. Telling him would have to wait until afterward. He wouldn’t love the news that Sara was pregnant and not married, but if she showed up tomorrow with an engagement ring on her finger, it wouldn’t matter. And it just might be welcome news after dealing with the Essex debacle.

      She glanced his direction. Since he’d been gone all afternoon, they hadn’t had time to catch up. Mary rested a hand on his thigh. “So, fill me in, quick,” she said. “Anything I need to know before dinner? Doug was angry this morning.”

      “He’s okay. Just hot about how they handled the announcements. He never clicked with Joe.”

      “What about the others?”

      “Little bit of everything. Twenty’s the right number, though.” He shot her a look, his eyebrows raised. “Surprised you wanted to go out tonight.”

      “Of course, I do. Like I said, we can’t hide from this. If we see anyone, I want to let them know we care, that we’re upset, too. Plus, Doug and Jane are good friends. People need to see there are no hard feelings. Jane said her phone was ringing all morning.”

      “People calling her about Essex?”

      “Uh-huh. She’s caught in the middle.”

      “She upset?” Grant pulled the car into the crowded parking lot.

      “No. She’s fine.”

      “I’ve set up time with Joe on Monday, but from what I can tell, the terms are pretty standard.”

      Outside the car Mary took Grant’s arm. “Hmm. Standard doesn’t sound the same as good.”

      His only reply was a grunt.

      Mary spotted Doug and Jane immediately. They already had a table – and visitors who’d stopped to chat. As Mary and Grant approached, the others scattered like cockroaches in the light. Though disappointment pooled in her stomach, Mary smiled and tightened her grip on Grant’s arm. “Act natural,” she whispered under her breath. Grace under pressure was her mantra.

      But as she sank into the chair Grant pulled out, it occurred to her that she hadn’t faced a lot of external pressures in her life. In fact, the only thing that came to mind was the time in high school when a rumor had been started that she was a two-timing slut stringing Grant along while he was away at college. The ensuing drama could’ve been a Mean Girls mini-series. She’d survived that by staying cool and true to herself. Exactly what she planned to do now.

      As usual, the Friday night crowd at Bailey’s was loud, and nearly every seat in the bar and restaurant was taken. Maybe it was her imagination, but Mary felt tension wrap around her. Like this morning, she sensed hostile eyes staring at her – confirming that the layoff of twenty people in a small town impacted a lot of others. Every person laid off had friends and family. The chain reaction could cause a significant ripple effect. And then there were the other forty who hadn’t been let go. The situation had to be awkward for them, too.

      She tried to shut out the noise in her brain as well as the booming music and hollering around her. She nodded toward Jane’s glass of wine. “How’s that going down, girlfriend?”

      Jane lifted her glass. “Just what the doctor ordered.”

      “I bet. I think I’ll join you.”

      When Mary’s glass arrived, she quietly took a sip. Normally, she would’ve raised it in the air and toasted their friends, or the weekend, or something. As much as she wanted to behave naturally, normal wasn’t appropriate right now.

      “Did the afternoon get any better?” Mary asked Jane.

      She shrugged. “Stopped answering my phone.”

      “So, what’s the deal? People just venting or are they expecting you to do something?”

      “Oh, venting, mostly.”

      Mary arched her brows. “And the not-mostly?”

      “A few are trying to figure out whose side I’m on, you know. Since Doug got sacked, too, am I one of them? Some want to know if I have any inside intel since we’re friends with you guys.”

      “Bobby Daniels is an ass.”

      Doug’s words whipped Mary’s head around. She dropped the french fry she was about to eat and gave the men her full attention.

      “Sure, it hit him hard,” Doug continued, his voice low. “Hurts worse because he had some damn notion in his head that he was going to be promoted.”

      “Regina called twice today,” Jane added. “I haven’t called her back yet.” Jane took a long drink from her glass. “Not sure I’m up for that conversation.”

      “She gave me the cold shoulder at The Coffee House this morning. I guess–” Mary broke off when a hand slid across her back. She looked up to see Dana Gerard and her fiancé, Kent Donovan. One of Mary’s closest friends, Dana had recently been promoted from head nurse to administrator at the Whitfield hospital.

      “Hey, y’all! Pull up a chair.” Mary surveyed the nearby tables for open chairs as Grant stood to put her invitation into action.

      “Oh, we don’t want to interrupt,” Dana told her.

      “Come on, we’d love it. There’s a wait, right?”

      “About twenty minutes.”

      “So do you want to stand around for twenty minutes or take a load off and have a drink?”

      Mary scooted to the end of the table so that Dana could squeeze in by the girls, and still sit beside Kent.

      “What’s everybody doing this weekend?” Dana asked.

      “Putting out fires as near as I can tell,” Mary said.

      “Oh. Essex?”

      “Doug and nineteen others were laid off this morning.”

      Dana nodded, a sympathetic look flashing across her face. “I know. Sorry to hear that, Jane. You know Jeanie Thresher, one of my nurses, right? Her husband got a pink slip, too.”

      “Ohhh,” Mary wailed. “Scott, too? He’s the nicest guy. I cannot believe they’re willing to let these people go. It makes me sick.”

      They fell into conversation divided by gender, as usually happened. Though Kent Donovan, part of an insurance disaster team, had arrived in Whitfield only as a result of the devastating tornado, he fit in without a hitch. Mary had liked him even before his fiancée did, and she was thrilled that her friend had found love at this stage in her life.

      “Man, it stinks in here,” someone hollered from the bar, turning every head in the restaurant.

      “Yeah, but they think their shit don’t stink.”

      Mary caught her breath and glanced at Grant. Was that comment directed at them?

      “You boys about finished up here?” The bartender addressed a motley crowd of men at the bar.

      “No,” one of them answered. He stood and glared toward Grant, an arrogant challenge in his eyes. “We’re about to get started.”

      Mary didn’t recognize the young man in jeans and hooded sweatshirt who swaggered a few steps in their direction. A second later, the owner and another bartender flanked the man.

      “Look, we’re not having any trouble in here tonight. It’s time for you to pay your tab and hit the road.”

      “Pay my tab?” the man shouted, wrestling to free his arms. “Hey, man, guess what? I can’t pay my tab. You want to know why? ’Cause I don’t have a job anymore, man. Thanks to that jerk-off right there.”

      With another shove, the two managed to turn the man around and head the opposite direction.

      A chill spread through Mary.

      “Hey, I got an idea,” another one of the guys shouted. “Let’s give the tab to team hot-shot there. A whole table full of big shots.”

      “You guys cool it or get out of here,” Tim, one of the owners, shouted back toward the bar. “Take your troubles somewhere else.”

      “Yeah, thanks for nothing. I’ll take my business somewhere else.” He followed after his buddy, but a few of the others remained.

      Mary figured they didn’t want to be on Tim’s bad side. There weren’t that many places to go for a beer on a Friday night without leaving town.

      Tim approached the table. “Sorry about that, folks. We’ll take care of it.”

      Grant waved a hand and spoke quietly. “I’ll take that tab, Tim.”

      “Nah. Forget it.” He strode back to the bar and shook a finger at the smaller group. “No. More.”

      Mary couldn’t eat another bite. Her fingers shook when she picked up her glass and attempted to finish her wine. All conversation at their table had come to an abrupt halt.

      Dana put a hand on Mary’s sleeve. “Oh, Mare. You’ve been dealing with this all day?”

      “Yeah. I thought getting out and facing people would be better than holing up at the house. Now, I’m not so sure. I wish someone would give me an idea of how to help.”

      “If you ask me, it was pretty stupid of Essex to let people go this morning instead of the end of the day. I bet those idiots have been drinking all afternoon.”

      An hour later, after they’d paid their own bill, Grant pushed back his chair. “Be right back.” Mary watched him walk calmly to the bar while he fished his wallet out of his back pocket.

      He handed some bills to the bartender, then gave a curt nod to the wide-eyed, but silent group still nursing their beers.

      She glanced around the restaurant, hoping everyone could see what a class act her husband was.

      “You about ready to go?” he asked, back at their table.

      “Absolutely.” Mary pushed back her chair, then grabbed for the table as her ankle gave way.

      Grant caught her arm. “You okay?”

      She wiggled her foot in front of her. “Oh, fiddle, my foot’s gone to sleep again.” Great timing. All she needed was to land in a heap in the middle of Bailey’s. Everyone would assume she’d been drinking all afternoon.

      “After I get through this wedding and the holidays, I have to sign up for one of those Zumba or Pilates classes at the community center. Something to get the circulation going, I guess.”

      “Hey, make sure it’s on one of my days off, and I’ll join you,” Jane told her.

      “Yeah? That’d be great. I’ll keep you posted.” She glanced at Dana – the career girl who often got left out. Mary gave Dana a nudge. “We can go with an evening or Saturday if you’re in.”

      Dana shook her head. “Thanks, Mare, but I’ll pass.” She jerked a thumb toward Kent. “This task master is keeping us both on a rigorous walking schedule.”

      Mary smiled in Kent’s direction, and hugged Dana’s arm as they walked to the exit. “Mostly likely he just wants to keep you all to himself.”

      In the parking lot, only a few steps from their car, Grant stopped short. “Well, hell,” he said under his breath.

      “What?”

      He nodded toward the car. “Guess I shouldn’t be surprised.” He moved forward and ran his hand across the car door.

      Mary crouched down for a closer look. “Oh, no!” Even in the dim light of the parking lot, she could see a thin line scarring the length of the metallic gold Acura, ruining the smooth paint job. Last year, Grant had finally relented and agreed to buy something other than a Ford since so many parts and assembly plants operated in the United States these days. Mary had quickly adjusted to the bells and whistles and luxuries the newer car provided.

      “I cannot believe this.” Mary exploded, her eyes searching the parking lot for the culprits. “Vandalizing my car! What is the point–”

      Interrupting her tirade, Grant pulled her close before taking her arm, and steering her to the passenger side of the car. She inspected the finish. As far as she could tell, there was no damage. As soon as they climbed inside the car, Grant blew out his breath. “It’s just a car.”

      Unused to being a target of hostility, tears stung Mary’s eyes. Sure. But it was her car. She waited a moment before answering. “I suppose it could’ve been worse. At least no one threw any punches inside.”

      “You all right?” Grant reached for her hand and gave it a squeeze.

      “I’m fine. Bummed about the car, though. And it’s exhausting to be on pins and needles around people.”

      “Yeah, I’m about ready to crash.”

      Mary pushed aside her irritation over the damaged car during the short drive home. The night wasn’t over. “Well, don’t crash in front of the TV. I have something to tell you.”

      His head turned. “What?”

      “I’ll tell you inside. Don’t worry. It’s good.” At least it would be after he got used to the idea. And after Sara had that ring on her finger.

      Ten minutes later, she handed him a cold beer and dropped onto the sofa facing him.

      “What’s the good news, darlin’?”

      “Now this is a secret–”

      “You’re telling secrets?”

      “This one is for us.” Mary gave a nervous smile, keeping her own feelings in check. “You’re going to be a grandpa.”

      Good thing she’d let him swallow the gulp of beer he’d just taken because his jaw dropped as his eyes widened. Mary held her breath, her stomach fluttering. She knew Grant loved their kids as much as she did. But she also knew that her husband was on the old-fashioned side. He believed in the proper order of things. You don’t “shack up” with your boyfriend or girlfriend before getting married. And you don’t get pregnant before you get married.

      After a long moment of silence, he stretched an arm along the sofa and lifted his brows. “A grandpa? Huh. We have three kids, and as far as I know, none of them are married.”

      Mary rested her arm along his. “True that. But Sara has never been one to follow all the rules,” Mary reminded him.

      “Sara?”

      “Mm-hmm.”

      “Well, hell. I would’ve thought Annie.”

      Mary shook her head. “No. Think about their personalities. Sara’s always been the one to push the boundaries and do her own thing.”

      Grant sat up straighter. “Right. So, what’s the plan?”

      Mary reached down to massage her foot while she talked. Immediately, Grant took over. “She’s coming home tomorrow. Should be here about lunchtime. And she might be wearing an engagement ring. When she called this afternoon, she said they were going out for a nice dinner tonight, and she thought he might pop the question.”

      “She bringing him with her?”

      “No. Just her.”

      “So, I’m going to be a grandpa. Am I ever going to meet this kid’s father?”

      “Relax. She’s bringing him to the wedding. And if they get engaged first, maybe she’ll bring him for a visit. Or we could do a quick weekend in Kansas City.”

      “Heck, yes. I’m all for that.”

      In Kansas City, they could shop. She could buy Sara a few maternity items and get away with picking up a cute blanket or pair of booties to stash at her apartment. With that hurdle cleared, Mary leaned in for a kiss. A short hiatus from the tension around Whitfield might be best for everyone.
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      The image reflected in the mirror hid its secret well. Sara surveyed her figure with a critical eye. The little black dress with a band of sequins at the waist was perfect. Dressing up wasn’t her thing. It always made her feel self-conscious, but over the years she’d begun to subscribe to her mother’s philosophy of letting the occasion dictate the dress. This might be a special occasion worthy of a little extra effort.

      Her heart fluttered as she smoothed her hands over the front of the dress. She held up her bare left hand, envisioning a diamond ring sparkling there. Would Todd pick something out for her, or would they go to a jeweler together? She’d always thought a simple solitaire would be lovely.

      With anticipation building inside her, she slipped into the high-heeled black pumps, hoping she wouldn’t teeter and twist an ankle. She’d only worn them a few times. With a last fluff of her hair, she carefully made her way to the front room, and was waiting near the door when Todd arrived. Before he could ring the bell, she stepped outside, and lifted her face for his kiss.

      “Hey.” His lips briefly met hers, and he took her arm. “You ready?”

      “Oh. Um, sure.” She quickly pulled the door closed. As he steered her toward the parking lot, the October breeze floated over Sara’s bare shoulders, and she stopped to shrug into her sweater. Todd moved ahead and opened the car door for her before climbing in the driver’s side. Sara looked at her watch, wondering if they were running late. Seemed like they had plenty of time, but maybe Todd was in need of a Friday evening cocktail. It’d been a hectic week.

      She settled into the leather seat of Todd’s sleek gray Jetta and leaned her head back. “Ahhhh,” she said. “Happy Friday.”

      “Yeah.”

      “How did the budget meeting go? You guys get everything straightened out?”

      He nodded. “Yeah, it’s good. We cut out a couple of print ads, though.”

      “Oh, okay. That doesn’t sound too bad.” Sara’s marketing team handled a chunk of advertising and public relations for Todd’s company, which had recently asked its departments to tighten the belts a little.

      Driving along Brush Creek Boulevard, Sara surveyed the night life. They’d miss the lighting ceremony this year. Last year, on one of their early outings, she and Todd had joined thousands of other people on a cool but clear Thanksgiving night to watch the spectacular flipping of the switch – the moment when bright, colorful lights suddenly outlined the Plaza buildings and illuminated the entire area. How different things would be this year. For the first time ever she’d be taking a boyfriend – or fiancé – home for a holiday.

      Todd pulled up to the valet station in front of the restaurant, handed the valet his key, then ushered Sara inside. They checked in with the hostess, but instead of heading for the bar, Todd hovered near the front. “I made reservations, so we should get right in,” he told her.

      Sara stifled a giggle. Poor guy was so tense. Maybe she should pop the question herself and put him out of his misery so they could enjoy dinner. They were seated after a few minutes in one of the quieter sections of the restaurant.

      “This is good,” Todd commented, glancing around.

      “Sure,” she murmured.

      “Evening folks, can I get you something other than water to drink?” their waiter asked. “Cocktail? Glass of wine?”

      A flash of panic swept through Sara. Would Todd think it was strange if she didn’t order a glass of wine? That’s what she usually had. She licked her lips. “Um, you know, I think alcohol might put me to sleep. Could I get an iced tea, please?”

      Todd didn’t seem to notice. He ordered a gin and tonic then excused himself, leaving Sara to wonder if he was arranging something with the kitchen or waiter. She opened her menu and considered the options.

      When Todd returned a few minutes later, he silently did the same.

      Peeking over the menu, she watched him. He was fidgeting and gulping down water as if he’d just finished running a marathon. Nervous, she supposed. After they placed their order and the waiter left the table, Sara leaned in expectantly.

      Todd shifted in his seat, and glanced away, tapping his fingers against his glass.

      Okay, maybe he wasn’t ready. She sat back and took a sip of her iced tea, belatedly wondering if the caffeine was any better than wine. They chatted about work and the restaurant, and pretty much nothing for several minutes. So odd, she thought. She’d never felt awkward with Todd before. Attempting to push past the tension, Sara lifted her water glass to his. “We should toast to the weekend. And, hey, since you’ve got stuff going on tomorrow, I think I’ll run down and visit my parents.”

      “Sounds good.”

      “They can’t wait to meet you.”

      Surprised when he didn’t echo the sentiment, Sara turned her attention to the waiter and the plate he delivered, her thoughts drifting. This didn’t seem to be going well. No way would she tell him about the baby in his current mood. Something was obviously bothering him. Not the right time to spring that kind of announcement on him.

      The evening wore on, and Sara picked at her lemon chicken with glazed vegetables, hardly tasting them. By the time they’d finished dinner, the conversation had gone from stilted to non-existent. Finally, she couldn’t stand it anymore. “Todd, what’s the matter? You seem–”

      “Look, there’s no easy way to do this, so I’m just going to say it.”

      Taken aback, Sara stared across the table. Ice filled her veins. This was all wrong. His tone, his fidgeting, the look in his eyes. This was not going to be a marriage proposal. Something was wrong. She pasted on a rigid smile and fought to stay calm. “What do you mean?”

      He reached for her hand and grazed his thumb across it. “Look, Sara. I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “What is it, Todd? Just tell me.” Damn. It sounded more serious than another delay in the divorce proceedings. She was so tired of the stupid games and legal maneuvers.

      “Alyssa and I are getting back together.”

      Sara blinked, her mouth gaping, unable to make sense of that statement. He and Alyssa? Ex-wife Alyssa? No. Not ex. Not yet. Oh, God. This could not be happening.

      “What?” Her voice pitched to a high squeak. “You have got to be kidding.”

      But the truth was in his eyes. His fake, pleading, lying eyes.

      Sara squeezed her eyes closed, and he squeezed her hand, which she promptly yanked from his grasp. “I cannot believe this,” she hissed. “After all this time? You’ve been stringing me along? You lied to me. You said–”

      He leaned across the table. “I know. I know what I said, and I’m sorry.”

      “I’m sorry, too,” Sara told him, her voice clipped. “I’m sorry I believed you. I’m sorry I didn’t run away the second you told me your divorce was pending. I trusted you. Tell me, was it bullshit all along?”

      “No. I swear, I thought we were through. But things are different now.”

      “Different? Yeah, they are different. You have me. She’s your past. That’s what you keep saying.”

      “She’s pregnant.”

      “So what? That is no longer your concern. You don’t owe–” Oh, no. What? The guilt on his face churned Sara’s stomach. Horrified, she stared at him while alarm bells clanged in her head. “It’s not– You did not–” She couldn’t form the words.

      He looked at the table for a moment before glancing back at her. “It’s mine.”

      A sharp gasp escaped before she covered her mouth with her hand, her head shaking back and forth. In denial. “Oh, my God. That means you’ve been together. You’ve been with her. While we…at the same time–” Her voice quivered as her throat tightened and tears threatened.

      “We– We’ve been talking.”

      “Excuse me?” The silverware bounced when her hand hit the table. “Talking? You don’t get pregnant talking, Todd.”

      “I’m sorry. It just happened. I guess– I guess I still have feelings for her.”

      Hot, burning pain and anger replaced the chill inside Sara, and she stood. “Yeah? Well, that’s great. Feel this.” In a flash, before she could consider her actions, she leaned forward, and her hand connected square on his cheek, exactly where she’d aimed. “You. Are. So. Lame.” She ground out every syllable then picked up her purse and sweater and fled from the table.

      Pregnant. Pregnant. The word beat against her skull like a hammer. Two pregnancies. And neither one should have happened. With tears blurring her vision, Sara stumbled to the Plaza Hotel half a block away. Inside the lobby, she sank into a chair, rocking back and forth.

      “Miss?”

      Sara vaguely heard the distant voice, but deep in her misery, ignored it.

      “Miss?”

      She looked up to find the concierge only inches from her face.

      “Please go away.”

      “Can I help you? Can I get you something?”

      Get her something? She shook her head, tears falling harder. Like what? A husband? A daddy for her baby? A new life?
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        * * *

      

      At five in the morning, Sara pressed a warm washcloth to her swollen, bloodshot eyes, debating whether to make the trip to Whitfield after all. And wishing she’d kept her big mouth shut. A groan escaped from deep inside. Not only had she spilled the beans about the baby, her mother was expecting her to show up with a ring on her finger. Or at least a plan for a wedding.

      How quickly plans had changed.

      She wouldn’t marry him now if he broke down, crawled on his hands and knees through fire and begged her. It was over. She could never stay with someone she couldn’t trust. So now what? That question had haunted her for the past eight hours. And she still didn’t have an answer.

      Five hours was all she had to come up with something. Pushing off from the counter, she slid her glasses onto her nose. It’d be impossible to get her contacts in. Besides, the glasses would help hide the physical evidence of her all-night crying fest. Not that her mother would miss any clues.

      Padding into the kitchen, Sara started coffee, careful to be quiet and not wake her roommate, Natalie. The apartment was the perfect set-up, with a private bedroom and bath on either side of the shared living areas. She’d be sorry to leave it. She sucked in her breath, clutching the cupboard door handle. Where had that come from? Leaving? Would she have to leave? Well, of course, dummy. Even though she wasn’t getting married, no one wanted to room with someone who had a new baby. She’d have to find a new place. A place of her own.

      Sara accidentally slammed the mug onto the counter as a thought occurred to her. Hell, yes. Leaving was the best scenario. There was nothing keeping her in Kansas City now. She liked the city well enough, but she didn’t love the weather. This would be the perfect opportunity to fly south. Dallas. There’d be plenty of job possibilities there. A couple of friends had moved there after graduation and loved it. Her heart thumped. It was an excellent idea. She’d give her two weeks’ notice on Monday and hit the road as soon as possible. Todd Riley would never know about this pregnancy. She’d never see him again.

      She managed to kill time until nine o’clock. Then she snatched up her overnight case and purse and headed for her car. She spent the next two hours alone with her thoughts, contemplating her new life. By the time she reached the Whitfield city limits, she was sure moving and having the baby on her own was not only the right thing to do, but the only real option – the best solution for everyone involved.

      
      Mary heard a car door and glanced at the clock on the microwave. Sara already? It wasn’t like her to arrive early. Maybe she was super excited – or really hungry. Mary quickly rinsed her hands and hurried to the front door.

      A blustery, cool wind met her when she opened the door and stepped onto the cushioned welcome mat outside. Trying to keep from jumping up and down, she watched Sara lift a small suitcase from the hatch of her bright blue Ford Focus. When Sara came around the car, Mary’s heart clenched. She immediately noticed two things – no rock sparkled on her daughter’s left hand, and she was not glowing with happiness. Drawing a deep breath, Mary leaned against the door. She’d have to ignore those two things for the time being.

      “Hey, Leadfoot,” she called out. “You made good time!”

      Sara shrugged. “Got out early.”

      As soon as she reached the porch, Mary pulled Sara into her arms, and squeezed. “Hi, sweetie. It’s so good to see you.” She nudged the door open and slid an arm around Sara’s shoulders. “I just finished making some chicken salad for lunch. How’s that sound?”

      “Good.” Sara dropped the suitcase near the stairway.

      “And I’ve got fresh fruit. The Honeycrisp apples are amazing this year.”

      “Sounds great.”

      “Why don’t you freshen up, and I’ll pour some drinks. You want Coke or iced tea?”

      Sara started up the stairs. “Water’s fine.”

      That last short response was laced with a definite “whatever” tone. Mary turned back toward the kitchen, sensing that all was not well. Proceed with caution.

      Mary poured water for Sara and an iced tea for herself, then sliced a lemon while she waited with mounting concern. What the heck had happened last night? She glanced outside, wondering where Grant was, and hoping for a little time alone with Sara to get the scoop.

      What seemed like ages later, Sara ventured into the kitchen.

      “Here you go.” Mary handed her the glass. “Now let me look at you.” Her eyes went straight to Sara’s middle. “You aren’t showing one teensy bit.” A pale face looked back at her, and Mary lifted a lock of Sara’s cinnamon-brown hair. “Are you feeling okay, honey?”

      “Mom.” Sara’s voice caught as her face crumpled.

      In a flash, Mary took the glass and set it down then pulled her daughter into a fierce hug. “Shhh, sweetie. It’s all right,” she murmured, smoothing Sara’s hair while her thin shoulders shook, the tears coming hard. “It’s all going to be fine.”  She could only assume that the baby’s father had not been happy about Sara’s announcement, and a protective outrage began to simmer inside.

      “Hey, I think I’m feeling some sunshine in here,” Grant’s voice boomed from the hallway. “Where’s–”

      Eyes bulging, Mary gave a slight shake of her head when Grant appeared in the family room.

      He stopped in his tracks. Concern immediately clouded his features, but he stepped back and sank into an armchair, his folded hands bouncing against his lips.

      Mary continued patting her daughter’s back and making soothing sounds for a few more long moments. Finally, when she felt Sara’s body slacken, she pulled back and gently cupped Sara’s face with her hands. “What’s the matter, sweetheart?”

      Watery eyes met hers. Sara’s bottom lip trembled. “I’m– I’m not getting married.”

      The tears spilled down her cheeks again, and Mary drew her forward once more, rocking her, and meeting Grant’s eyes over their daughter’s head. “It’s all right,” Mary said again. “You don’t have to get married. The worst thing you could do is marry the wrong person.”

      Sara broke free, her arms flailing. “He is the wrong person. Completely wrong.” She put her head in her heads. “God, I can’t believe I was so stupid.”

      Grant quietly stood and approached the kitchen.

      Mary faced Sara. “What do you mean, honey? Tell us what happened.”

      Sara swiveled Grant’s direction.

      “Hi, Daddy.”

      “Hey, Sunshine.” Grant moved forward and folded her into his arms. After a few moments, he took her hand and helped her onto a bar stool, then slid the glass of water toward her. “Why don’t you take a minute to calm down, then we can talk.”

      “Are you hungry?” Mary asked. “Do you want to talk while we eat?”

      “Sure,” Sara said, letting out an audible sigh. Still sniffling, she hopped off the chair and followed Mary into the kitchen.

      Mary handed her a bowl of fruit, trying to ignore the pang of hurt to her own heart at seeing the gloom on her daughter’s face. “Let’s sit at the table.”

      Grant wordlessly filled a mug with the morning’s leftover coffee and heated it in the microwave.

      When they were all seated, Mary passed around the chicken salad, but she was not one to ignore problems with small talk or work around an elephant in the living room. She let Sara take a few bites, then turned to her. “So, what’s going on?”

      Sara’s glance shifted to Grant then back to Mary. “Does Daddy–”

      “He knows about the baby.” Mary told her. “And we both know you thought your dinner last night might lead to an engagement announcement. I gather that did not happen.”

      Eyes on her plate, Sara shook her head. “Not even close.”

      “Why?” Mary
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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.



