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      “Devastated in Denver, you’re on the air with Dr. Hartwell. What’s on your mind tonight?”

      The silky voice floated across the airwaves as gentle as a caress between lovers. It was a voice that inspired sympathy, hope, and in some, lust-induced dreams.

      Faith Hartwell adjusted her headphones and propped her feet up on the console that held an assortment of jelly donuts and granola bars. No one had made a dent in the granola bars yet, and she knew they’d been there since the 4 a.m. morning shift. In fact, they could have been the same granola bars that had been there since she started working at the station three years ago.

      She shivered, glad she hadn’t been desperate enough to fall off the wagon and gorge herself with a plateful of fried lard or furry granola, and waited for the caller to ask her question. There wasn’t time in her hectic schedule to lose another twenty pounds.

      “Thanks for taking my call, Dr. Hartwell.” The tear-clogged caller had obviously been crying, the sniffles and occasional hiccup giving her away. “I think my husband has lost interest in me.” The woman burst into a fresh round of sobs, and Faith had to spend a few minutes quieting her down enough to listen.

      “Have you talked to him about your concerns?” Faith asked.

      “Oh, no. I could never do that. What if he leaves me?”

      Faith pushed aside her impatience. She had no tolerance for women that stood around and refused to fight for love. It was too precious and much too rare in her mind to throw away just because being a coward was easier. She pushed her own failure out of her mind and focused on Devastated in Denver.

      “Why do you think your husband has lost interest in you?” Faith asked gently, trying to smooth the woman’s ruffled feathers.

      “Because he never wants to make love anymore. He just comes home from work, eats the food I put in front of him and then falls asleep in his chair watching sports. It’s the same thing every night, even on the weekends.”

      “Do you try talking to him about his day?”

      “I shouldn’t have to do all the work in the relationship, right?” the woman asked.

      Faith rolled her eyes. “Have you tried getting his attention? Maybe greeting him in sexy lingerie? Or nothing at all?”

      “Goodness, no,” the woman said, scandalized.

      Which was, in Faith’s opinion, the crux of the problem. People weren’t willing to take enough chances when their relationship was on the line.

      “What does your husband do, and how long have you been married?”

      “He’s a taxidermist, and we’re going on eight years.”

      “Have you ever thought that maybe your husband needs something more animated in his life with you at home? He spends all day with, well…things that don’t move or talk back. The last thing he probably wants is more stillness and silence when he gets home. So when he sees that you’re not going to engage, he moves to the TV.”

      “I’ve never thought about it that way before,” the woman said, as if a lightbulb went on above her head. “What should I do?”

      “Your husband needs to see you as vibrant and engaging. He works with the permanently preserved all day. Make sure he knows you’re very much alive. Try something completely unexpected—dance around the kitchen while cooking dinner, plan a spontaneous weekend trip, or just engage him in a passionate debate about something you both care about. And when you’ve reconnected, tell him your fears about him losing interest. He’s part of your relationship too, and you should share each other’s burdens.”

      “Thanks, Dr. Hartwell. I’m going to do it tonight. I don’t know what I would have done without you.” The woman’s tears had dried up and a sliver of hope was now in her voice. That hope was what Faith lived for—to know that she’d helped in some way, no matter how small.

      “Thank you, Devastated in Denver. Please let us know how things work out. You’ve been listening to Dr. Faith Hartwell on WKTP’s national radio syndicate. This is Dr. Hartwell signing out until tomorrow night.”

      Faith removed her headset and tried to straighten her haphazard ponytail. Her hair had a mind of its own, thick and rich, the true blue black of the Irish and all the unruliness of Little Orphan Annie. She went to great lengths at the beginning of the day to straighten and smooth, but in the end she always ended up with a ponytail that looked like it had been set with TNT.

      “Great show tonight, Faith.”

      “Thanks, Lucy.”

      Lucy Potter was the producer for Faith’s show and her good friend. Everyone around the station called her Lucy the Destroyer. She was barely an inch over five feet tall, and she could cut a person off at the knees with her sharp tongue if something went wrong during one of her shows. Her dark corkscrew hair and bright blue eyes didn’t soften the blow any because it was like being scolded by Shirley Temple with fangs. Faith adored her. And she secretly admired the way Lucy wore leopard-print spandex on a size-fourteen frame with no doubts or self-consciousness at all.

      “How’s Mark?” Faith asked, stretching her sore muscles after sitting in a chair for four hours. She bent over and touched her fingers flat to the floor, inciting a wolf whistle from someone walking by the glass-enclosed booth that she called her office for a few hours every night. Whoever the whistler was, their love life was sadly lacking if they found a woman in gray loungewear and white sneakers sexy. Faith was glad to be out of private practice just because she never had to wear pantyhose again if she didn’t want to. She had the perfect job.

      “Mark’s fine. We’re still looking for a house that both of us can agree on. We both know exactly what we want and we both have a vision. The problem is that our vision is completely different.”

      Faith smiled sympathetically. “You’ll find something. You’ll compromise and both get exactly what you want. Don’t worry, house hunting takes time. Look how long it took me to find my house.”

      “That’s true,” Lucy said with a sparkle in her eye. “And it looks like you should have taken your own advice, because your house is a disaster. Have you gotten the back porch fixed yet?”

      Faith gave Lucy an irritated look for mentioning her poor judgment and started gathering her things. Her back porch had collapsed from the rotted wood that was apparently prominent throughout her entire house. Unfortunately, she’d been standing on it at the time and fallen through to the basement. She tried to look at it as fate lending a helping hand, because she hadn’t even realized she’d had a basement. It had been sealed up years before. Her knee was still stiff from the fall.

      “No, I’ve had to put off my plans for the porch. My toilet fell through the floor from the second story last night, so I’ve moved my list of priorities around a little.”

      Lucy gasped in horror. “Faith Hartwell, it is not safe for you to live in that house until everything is up to code. You could be seriously hurt. What if that toilet had fallen on your head? You can’t give advice on people’s love lives from six feet under. I’m going to report you to the city inspector myself if you don’t get something done about it fast.”

      And she would too, Faith knew. Lucy didn’t make idle threats. “I’ll get it taken care of,” Faith said, dutifully scolded. “But I may end up a pauper before I’m done. I didn’t realize how much money is going to have to go into this project.”

      “You couldn’t be a pauper in your wildest dreams. You have more money than Midas.”

      “Yeah, but this house is going to change my life drastically. I can feel it in my bones. Not to mention the fact that I’m still researching restoration companies and contractors. That’s not a decision you can make on the spur of the moment.”

      “You bought that monstrosity on the spur of the moment, so I think hiring a contractor is small potatoes compared to that. You’re going to have to buy life insurance for every person that steps foot on your front porch. That hasn’t collapsed yet, has it?”

      “No, not yet.”

      “Well, it’s only a matter of time,” Lucy said, with confidence.

      “You’re not helping. I obviously can’t take advice from myself. I don’t know how thousands of other people do it. I have rotten judgment. Why don’t you give me advice tonight? I’ll do whatever you say.”

      Lucy opened her mouth, but Faith interrupted her before the words could be spoken. “I’ll do anything except sell or live somewhere else.”

      Lucy shot her a dirty look and left the control booth to head back to her desk, her black stilettos clicking against the hard floor. Friends…what a pain. Faith slung her bag over her shoulder and left the booth, already dreading the night ahead. She was currently sleeping in the middle of the living room because that seemed like the safest place. But she was thinking about setting up a tent in the backyard after the latest bathroom incident.

      “Hah, I found it,” Lucy said victoriously, waving a business card in the air.

      Faith realized that Lucy had taken her seriously when she told her to give the advice for a change. A sinking feeling in her gut made her future seem more than grim. She wasn’t good at taking other people’s advice. That’s why she was always giving it out.

      “This is the number of the contractor that did all of the work on our condo last month. He was brilliant. George increased the value of the house a lot, and we’ve already had several offers from interested buyers. I want you to call and leave a message on his machine tonight,” Lucy said, obviously looking for an argument and waiting to combat it.

      Faith looked at the card in her hand and back at Lucy. “Hand me the phone.” She knew good advice when she heard it.

      The company was called Murphy-Madsen Construction and Restoration, and the names of George Madsen and Jake Murphy each occupied a bottom corner of the card in bold print. She decided to go with George because that was a name that said dependable construction in her mind.

      The phone rang several times before the answering machine picked up and a gruff voice welcomed her to leave a message and contact information. She smiled at the voice. That had to be George.

      “Mr. Madsen, my name is Faith Hartwell, and I’m having a little bit of a construction crisis. You came recommended from a friend, and I’m pretty desperate since the toilet from the second-floor bathroom fell into my downstairs bedroom.” She left her address and phone number and prayed they would have time in their schedule to help her.

      “See, that wasn’t so bad,” Lucy said, beaming as if she were a proud parent. “You did good, Hartwell.”

      “Thanks, boss. I’ll see you tomorrow night.”

      “I’m looking forward to it. All the crazies call on Friday night, plus it’s a full moon.”

      Faith groaned at the thought. Friday nights were always interesting.

      “Look on the bright side. Somewhere in Denver tonight, a lonely housewife is dancing around her kitchen, trying to seduce her husband. Sage advice, Dr. Hartwell,” Lucy said, giggling. “That is definitely one for the record books.”

      “Well, at least someone is getting lucky. Lord knows it’s not me.”

      “That’s because every man you might consider for a relationship is going to be terrified of your house.”

      Faith waved bye to Lucy’s delighted laughter and headed down the elevator to the parking garage. Lucy was wrong. Men weren’t afraid of her house, they were afraid of her. No one wanted to be with someone who was supposed to be an expert on relationships. Her own failed marriage had taught her that. Good men didn’t stay interested in a woman like her after the initial curiosity began to fade. She would have been just another statistic if her divorce from Steve had been finalized before he’d died.

      Faith wished she had the luxury of calling in to her own show, because Lonely in Dallas needed some serious advice.
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      Jake Murphy couldn’t stop hitting replay on the voicemail. A dozen listens in, and that sultry voice still sent a delicious shiver down his spine. Some women wielded their voices like secret weapons, and Faith Hartwell was clearly armed and dangerous.

      He saved the message with a guilty tap, tucking his phone away while wondering what kind of man gets obsessed with a voice in less than twenty-four hours. A desperately single one, apparently. Thank goodness George had chosen these two weeks to visit his in-laws—despite the backlog of projects threatening to bury them both.

      It had been ages since Jake had personally swung a hammer. The early days of Murphy-Madsen were just him and a handful of subcontractors, working until their hands blistered. Success had transformed him from a guy in dusty jeans to a suit-wearing businessman meeting with clients and bankers. People trusted their renovations to men who looked successful themselves. But with George away, Jake was back in his element, remembering why he loved this business in the first place—the magic of transformation, of rebuilding something beautiful from bones and dust.

      And now Faith Hartwell had rocketed to the top of his priority list for entirely unprofessional reasons. He was still human, after all. George would understand this little detour—he’d have done the same before Sally had claimed him for the last two decades. Twenty-three years of marriage later, those two were still disgustingly happy together.

      Jake just wanted to see if the face matched that bewitching voice. His dating app fatigue had reached critical levels, but the concept of marriage still triggered his fight-or-flight response. His parents’ divorce had been a tactical nuclear event, mapped with the precision of military strategists and twice as devastating.

      Shoving away those memories, he grabbed his leather jacket and headed for the door. Morning sunlight streamed through the windows as he ran a hand over the stubble he’d forgotten to shave off. He’d barely taken time to shower before racing to the office, drawn by that voice like a compass needle finding north.

      “Get a grip,” he muttered to himself. “It’s just a voice.” For all he knew, she could be anyone—married with a minivan full of kids or an octogenarian with excellent phone etiquette. But in his fantasy, she’d remain the seductive mystery woman of his dreams.

      He’d been at the office when she’d called last night but hadn’t picked up, buried under contracts requiring his signature. When her voice floated through the speaker, he’d been too stunned to reach for the phone. That voice had haunted his dreams all night, and his curiosity couldn’t wait another minute. He only hoped she was an early riser.

      His phone buzzed just as he reached the door, and his heart leapt embarrassingly. As he checked the screen, his anticipation deflated.

      “It’s about time you answered, boy. I could have died waiting. It’s not nice to keep old people hanging—our time is precious, you know.”

      “You’re immortal, Gran, and we both know it.” Jake couldn’t help smiling at his favorite person’s theatrical complaints.

      Ruth Buchanan Murphy Stiles Littlefield Tyson O’Neil LaVelle was a hurricane in human form. After her last husband’s death, she’d dropped the alphabet soup of surnames and reclaimed Murphy, declaring him “the one she’d loved best.” At ninety, she still lived with the energy of someone a third her age. Death wouldn’t dare take her—she’d argue with the Grim Reaper until he retreated in exhaustion.

      “You’re darned right I am,” Ruth said matter-of-factly. “I’m thinking about getting one of those electric scooters. The kind that all the delivery people use downtown. Seems more practical than waiting for Edward to drive me everywhere.”

      A vision of Ruth terrorizing pedestrians sent a chill down his spine. The woman hadn’t held a valid driver’s license since the Reagan administration, and for good reason.

      “Those things can be dangerous, Gran. Maybe something a bit safer?”

      “Safe is for people who aren’t Murphys,” she said with a dismissive wave. “That DMV examiner didn’t understand that when he failed my driving test. Again. As if a Murphy could fail at anything.”

      “Except marriage,” Jake quipped.

      “Don’t lump yourself in with your train wreck parents. I love my son, but he’s a horse’s patoot. I wouldn’t want to be married to him either. And your mother should’ve started taking hormones like I told her twenty-five years ago. Woman is nuttier than squirrel poop.”

      Jake couldn’t disagree with her.

      “Anyway,” Ruth continued. “I loved almost every one of my husbands, God rest their souls. They don’t make men like they used to.” She sighed dramatically. “That’s why you need to settle down soon—your expiration date is approaching.”

      “I’m thirty-five, not a carton of milk,” Jake laughed, shaking his head at her audacity.

      “Means nothing! My third husband, Matthew, was exactly your age when I snagged him—ten years my junior, mind you—and the poor dear keeled over before our fifth anniversary.”

      “Gran, I’ve got an important job this morning—” Images of Faith Hartwell and that voice floated through his mind. It had been forever since he’d felt this buzz of anticipation, this eagerness to meet someone new.

      “Well, what are you waiting for? I’ve been sitting in your driveway for twenty minutes while you jabber on the phone!”

      Jake froze. “You’re at my house? Now?”

      “You’re sharp as ever. Edward drove me over. I was wondering how long you’d keep an old woman waiting in a parked car.”

      Edward had been his grandmother’s driver since before Jake was born. He’d always suspected there was more between them than employee-employer affection, especially since Ruth hadn’t remarried after husband number six died forty years ago. Jake had never met his own grandfather or any of Ruth’s other husbands, but Edward had been a constant in his life.

      “I’ve decided to move in for a while,” Ruth continued cheerfully. “Edward can take my luggage to the usual guest suite. He can take the room next to mine.” She raised her brows at him in a challenge. “Unless you’ve got other company or a lady friend staying over.”

      Jake’s lips twitched at her not-so-subtle pry. “The rooms are all yours.”

      He shouldn’t have been surprised. Every few years, Ruth blew into town like a benevolent tornado, settled in his guest room for a couple of months, and then vanished to her next adventure. The woman had incurable wanderlust. The timing was inconvenient with Faith Hartwell’s voice playing on loop in his head, but he squashed his disappointment. Who knew how many more spontaneous visits Ruth had left in her?

      “Get a move on boy. I’m an old lady.”

      He pocketed his phone, grabbed his jacket, and felt his spirits lift. Ruth’s visits were always memorable, if occasionally bail worthy. Last time, he’d had to spring her from jail after she chained herself to a parking meter outside a liquor store, protesting their refusal to sell her whiskey on a Sunday.

      Locking up the office, he wondered how he’d missed the gleaming black luxury SUV parked conspicuously in front of his home.

      “There’s my handsome boy.” Ruth enveloped him in a surprisingly powerful hug for someone who barely reached his chest.

      “The Murphy genes strike again,” he grinned, running a hand through hair the color of aged bourbon. With eyes as blue as deep ocean water and the confident smile of a man who knew exactly how attractive women found him, Jake had never lacked for company—just substance.

      “It’s a burden we bear beautifully,” Ruth agreed. “Why else would I have collected husbands like some women collect shoes?”

      Laughing, he lifted her into his pickup—fire-engine red, still smelling of new leather, with a gleaming toolbox secured in the bed. He gave Edward a wave and said, “Good to see you, Edward. The front door is unlocked. Make yourself at home.”

      Edward was a small, white-haired garden gnome of a man who had the vitality of the Energizer Bunny and the strength of Samson. Anyone with lesser qualities would’ve been run ragged by his grandmother.

      “When did you upgrade this monster?” Ruth asked. “Not that I’m complaining—anything beats that tetanus trap you used to drive.”

      “The old girl’s in truck heaven. Even my mechanical wizardry couldn’t resurrect her this time.”

      “Thank the Lord for small mercies.”

      “Hey, we had good times in that truck.”

      “You’re sitting on a fortune and no one would ever know it,” she said.

      “Now you sound like Dad.”

      “There’s no reason to get nasty,” she said, crinkling her nose. “I didn’t work my fingers to the bone to leave everything to you and your cousin just so you could drive rusty trucks and wear jeans with holes in them.”

      “It’s my subtle rebellion against capitalism,” he deadpanned.

      “Just like your grandfather. Stubborn as the day is long.”

      Jake studied his grandmother’s profile as she settled into the passenger seat, noting the determined set of her jaw that usually meant trouble. Ruth had always been a force of nature, but her unexpected visit felt less like a social call and more like an intervention.

      “You’re thinking too hard again,” Ruth observed without looking at him. “I can practically hear the gears grinding.”

      “Just wondering what’s really brought you here, Gran.” Jake navigated the familiar streets toward Faith’s address, that sultry voice from the answering machine still echoing in his head. “You show up unannounced, tell me you’re moving in for a while, and now you’re coming to a client meeting. That’s not exactly your usual style.”

      Ruth’s laugh held a hint of mischief. “Maybe I’m tired of watching you drift through life like you’re waiting for something to happen.”

      “I’m not drifting. I have a successful business, a nice house⁠—”

      “An ugly house,” Ruth interrupted. “And a successful business that you run like a hermit. When was the last time you took a real risk, Jake? When did you last do something that scared you?”

      The question hit closer to home than he cared to admit. Jake had built his entire adult life around calculated moves, safe choices. Even his rebellion against his parents’ expectations had been methodical—he’d gotten his MBA before rejecting the corporate world, had established his company’s reputation before taking on challenging projects.

      “I take risks every day,” he said. “Construction is inherently risky.”

      “I’m not talking about structural engineering, dear boy.” Ruth’s voice carried the slight edge it always held when she was getting to the heart of something important. “I’m talking about your heart. Your soul. When did you last meet someone who made you forget to be careful?”

      Jake’s hands tightened on the steering wheel. The familiar weight settled in his chest—the same heaviness he’d felt growing up watching his parents’ polite, passionless marriage. Two brilliant people who’d chosen compatibility on paper over any real connection until the resentment became too much to bear.

      “Maybe I learned to be careful for good reasons,” he said quietly.

      “Your parents’ marriage isn’t a cautionary tale, Jake. It’s just one example of what happens when people choose safety over everything else.” Ruth turned to study his profile. “Your mother still calls me, you know. Worried that you’re becoming like your father—successful, wealthy, and utterly alone.”

      The comparison stung because it wasn’t entirely wrong. Jake had spent the last few years building walls almost as impressive as the ones he demolished for a living. Professional success, financial security, a carefully curated social life that never demanded too much emotional investment.

      “Dad’s not alone. He has Janice. Or Susan. Or whoever he has now.”

      “I love my son,” she said, sighing. “But I spoiled him rotten. And I’m ashamed to say he’s not the man I wanted him to be. And your mother isn’t much better. Your father calls me dutifully once a month and continues to go about spending money recklessly and flitting from business to business.” Ruth’s bluntness was surgical in its precision. “Your mother is neurotic and has no purpose now that she’s not Clark Murphy’s wife. They’re both the loneliest people I know. Is that really the life you want?”

      He thought about it and knew in his heart of hearts that he’d spent his life wanting to be as different from his parents as any person could be. He hoped he was. But he could see some truth in what Ruth was saying as well.

      “Maybe I’m ready for something different,” he admitted, surprised by his own honesty.

      “Well, then,” Ruth said, satisfied. “That’s something then.”

      Hollow Elm was one of the older established suburbs of Dallas, and it was like its own little world. The trees were tall and stately and the houses were unique and expensive. The restrictions and code enforcement would have been a headache if it weren’t for his family name. The Murphy family had a long history in Hollow Elm.

      He turned onto Apple Tree Lane, scanning for the address Faith had provided, though he hardly needed the number. Her house practically screamed at him from the end of the cul-de-sac—a Victorian nightmare straight out of a horror movie.

      “Sweet merciful heavens,” Ruth breathed, eyes wide. “Would you look at that?”

      Jake’s reaction was less awe, more alarm. Disaster with a capital D. He prayed no one was inside what was clearly a structural catastrophe waiting to happen. His contractor’s eye automatically catalogued the damage—sagging porch, rotted support beams, foundation that had clearly shifted. His stomach dropped as he spotted the very expensive Audi in the driveway. Someone was living in this death trap.

      “Gran, I need you to stay put until I know it’s safe.” Which might be never.

      “It doesn’t even look like the same place anymore,” she murmured, almost to herself.

      Jake filed away that comment, knowing Ruth had grown up nearby and probably recognized the house from its glory days. He navigated the cracked sidewalk toward the sagging porch, tablet in hand. He could already tell there wasn’t enough cloud storage on earth to document everything wrong with this disaster zone.

      “Extensive structural damage throughout,” he dictated into his tablet’s recorder app. “Foundation’s shifted significantly on the north side. Wood rot everywhere—termites have been throwing dinner parties for decades. Circa 1880s construction, post-Civil War, with that mishmash Victorian style that screams nouveau riche railroad baron.”

      This was where Jake’s curse—and gift—kicked in. Beneath the decay, he could see what this house had once been—three stories of Victorian splendor, angled bay windows catching morning light, elegant towers flanking both sides like castle turrets, sweeping porches designed for Sunday socials. He imagined garden parties with string quartets, couples stealing kisses beneath climbing roses, champagne flowing as freely as laughter on warm summer evenings.

      He could fix it. He could fix anything. And once he did, he’d make Faith Hartwell an offer she couldn’t refuse. This house was coming home with him, termites and all.

      Gingerly testing each step, he ascended the porch stairs, avoiding spots that screamed structural failure imminent. The cheerful red welcome mat nearly made him laugh out loud. Only someone with a death wish—or spectacular insurance—would accept that invitation.

      An antique doorbell hung beside the frame, the kind that needed a good yank and probably sounded like a cat in labor. Not wanting to trigger a full-scale collapse, he avoided it.

      Taking a deep breath, Jake did what any normal person would do—he knocked. And instantly regretted it.

      The door didn’t just open—it detached completely, frame and all, falling backward in what felt like slow motion. Jake watched in horrified fascination as the entire assembly plummeted through what appeared to be the living room floor, disappearing into darkness below. Standing frozen in a cloud of ancient dust
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-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
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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