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      Homecoming was bittersweet. After fourteen months serving her country, Margot Quade set foot back in the small town of Port Marie, Vermont in the dead of winter. At present, she sat in the front seat of her car—a beat-up Honda—staring at the imposing structure that was the Nesbit home. With a large circular driveway and a columned front porch, it screamed wealth. Margot was never much for such obvious signs of money; but she’d accepted the dinner invitation from Derek Nesbit as a chance to catch up with a former brother-in-arms.

      The heater blasted stale air into Margot’s face, making the strands of her blond bob flutter under her nose and into her mouth. Time to brave the elements and the gaudy exterior, meet her friend’s relatives. It was just dinner. Snow fell outside her window in thick flakes as she donned a hat. After climbing out of the car, she raced up the driveway, careful of her footing. It wouldn’t make a very good first impression if she fell before even making it to the door. Ducking under the relative safety of the porch roof, she knocked on the front door.

      No response.

      Shivering in the bitter cold, she tugged off her glove and dug around in her coat pocket for her phone. Maybe I got the date or time wrong? The excessive heat of the Middle East threw off her New Englander sensibilities. Her exposed fingers turned red in a matter of seconds. She flipped to her calendar and found that she had not gotten the date or time wrong. Something seemed off.

      She knocked again. She was about to peer through one of the fogged over front windows when the door squeaked on its hinges and opened inward. An older Latina woman with graying temples studied Margot in silence.

      Margot tucked her ungloved hand under her arm to keep it warm as the woman continued to eye her. “Hi, I’m Margot. Derek invited me for dinner.”

      The woman smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. They remained pinched at the corners with worry. “Please come in,” she responded in lightly accented English.

      Margot darted into the large front hall, grateful for the heat. She shed her coat, hat and remaining glove. The woman dutifully took them, hanging them on a coat rack next to an old-school radiator.

      “Everyone is in the dining room,” the woman said and gestured for Margot to follow her.

      Margot stopped in front of the large staircase that dominated the rest of entryway. At the end of each balustrades sat a lifelike full-sized lion and lioness. She stepped closer and shivered—not from the cold, but from the dead look in the animals’ eyes. She suspected they had once been alive. As she left the animals to guard their posts, she doubted she would get along with Derek’s aunt and uncle.

      “Warren, that’s unnecessary,” a female voice said from a distance.

      “Just drop it!” Derek’s voice echoed from deeper in the house.

      The volume of his voice drew Margot with faster steps through an industrial kitchen to the large dining room. The table could easily seat twenty, perhaps thirty people. Only five places were set at the far end. Four of the chairs were presently occupied. Derek was on his feet leaning over a man with snowy white hair. The woman beside him bore a striking resemblance to the older woman who’d invited Margot into the house with cinnamon-colored skin and jet-black hair pulled into a loose braid draped over one shoulder.

      “I hope I’m not interrupting,” Margot said, making her presence known.

      Movement in the room stopped and Derek turned at the sound of her voice. Their eyes met and she noticed the fat lip and the bruise under his right eye. Despite his injuries, he stood at attention, hands behind his back. Even though his family was wealthy, Derek had exhibited none of the airs she’d expected. He was polite and kind, ready to help a fellow soldier no matter the task. He was often the first awake in the morning for cleaning duties, even when it wasn’t his assignment. Perhaps that was why they had hit it off so well. “Ma’am,” he said out of training and habit.

      Margot tried to give a kind smile. She understood that the formalities drilled into them in the army were hard to break and even as a Chaplain, she’d outranked him. “It’s just Margot these days.”

      Derek took longer to relax from his position than Margot thought was really necessary. The young woman at his side got to her feet and offered Margot her hand. “I’m Catalina, Derek’s wife, and that’s my mother, Rosalinda.”

      Derek hadn’t stopped talking about his fiancée, Cat, while he and Margot had been completing their deployment. He’d been so excited to marry her. She hadn’t made the connection, though, that Catalina was the daughter of his family’s housekeeper.

      “It’s nice to meet you. Derek talked about you all the time.”

      Catalina smiled and let out a soft giggle. “Only good things I hope.”

      “Always. I’m sorry I missed the big day,” Margot replied.

      Neither Derek nor Catalina responded to her statement. Mrs. Nesbit stood and rounded the end of the dining table to greet Margot.

      “Leave it to my nephew to not introduce us to his guest. I’m Mary Ellen Nesbit and this is my husband Warren. You can call me Mary.”

      Warren Nesbit, upon closer inspection, was far heavier set than Margot would have imagined. From the stories she’d heard as a child, he’d always been an imposing man in great health. He looked more like an ordinary man in his sixties, having fallen victim to the ravages of time and aging.

      “Margot Quade.”

      Mary arched a brow in her nephew’s direction. “So, this is the Reverend you’ve been talking about for months at church?”

      Margot blushed. “He really shouldn’t have.” Serving as a Chaplain had given her a purpose—one fostered from growing up in the church. That same church now sat leaderless after her mentor, Reverend Patrick Hawley, retired over a year earlier. Coming home, she wasn’t sure where she fit.

      “There’s no one better for the position and you know it,” Derek argued.

      Derek believed Margot was perfect to take over leading the Christian portion of the new interfaith church, a sentiment Reverend Hawley shared. Margot didn’t object to leading a congregation, if it turned out to be God’s path for her.

      “Derek mentioned you helped to keep up morale overseas,” Mary said.

      Margot couldn’t deny she and Derek had bonded during their time abroad. She regretted that the difference in their upbringing—Mary and Warren raised Derek on the wealthier side of town—meant they’d only connected as adults.

      “Enough of this religious talk. It’s time to eat,” Warren barked, not moving from his chair.

      Rosalinda, eyes cast downward, disappeared into the kitchen and carried out plates of roasted winter squash and carrots. Next came perfectly formed dinner rolls and a platter of white fish. Last, she brought out a bottle of red wine, setting it by Warren’s place.

      “Aren’t you joining us?” Margot asked as Rosalinda beat a hasty exit out of the room.

      “The help doesn’t eat with us,” Warren answered abruptly as he struggled to free the cork from the wine bottle.

      Margot bristled at his words. She couldn’t fathom how Derek had grown up under this man’s guidance and turned out so differently. She sat beside Catalina and leaned close. She whispered, “Is he always like this?”

      “Since Derek came back.”

      Decorum dictated that Margot accept the food offered by her hosts, but she barely ate anything, the tension in the room too uncomfortable for her liking. Something was wrong in this house.

      “So, did you see combat like Derek?” Mary asked as Rosalinda carried out a carafe of coffee.

      “Aunt Mary, you can’t ask things like that,” Derek said quickly.

      “Well, you haven’t told us much about what she actually did. Or what you did, for that matter.”

      “Careful, Mary. You’ll trigger his post-traumatic stress.” Warren snickered.

      Derek’s fists tightened around the coffee cup in front of him. Margot had seen the tell-tale signs before, and not just in her fellow soldiers. She’d woken up in cold sweats in the middle of the night since her return home, swearing she’d heard a noise that could have been a bomb. She understood why Derek had been slim on the details of his service. There were some things one didn’t share with civilians and others that civilians couldn’t understand without being there in the moment.

      “I didn’t see much combat, no. But I saw the aftermath,” Margot said in a measured tone. Just enough to give a response, but not enough to divulge their shared history.

      “Well, Derek mentioned you saved his life. Thank you. Thank you for getting my husband back to me safely,” Catalina said with a sincere look.

      “It wasn’t just me, but you’re welcome.”

      Without warning or ceremony, Warren stood, unsteady on his feet, and teetered out of the room. The moment he was out of earshot and sight, the remaining Nesbits relaxed. Mary disappeared into the kitchen, returning with Rosalinda behind her carrying a dinner plate. She sat beside her daughter and ate in silence.

      “I’m very sorry you had to see my husband like that,” she said to Margot.

      “He’s turned into such a prick,” Derek said.

      “He didn’t used to be like this,” Mary said, as if her nephew hadn’t spoken. “I think Derek going away overseas took a toll on him.”

      He wouldn’t be the first family member to exhibit strain from a soldier’s absence. I know that feeling. “War can be difficult on families. Did he ever serve?”

      “Uncle Warren?” Derek scoffed and rolled his eyes. “Yeah right. He never worked a day in his life. I know I didn’t act like it, but our family money goes back a long way. Everything you see here, he inherited.”

      Derek stood up, breathing heavily, before storming out of the room. Margot watched him go in shock.

      Catalina gave Margot a brief apologetic look and then followed her husband. They left Margot alone with Rosalinda and Mary. Mary studied the contents of her coffee cup in silence, refusing to acknowledge Derek’s tirade. Their attitudes and behavior made Margot wonder whether they had actually been to church of late. Perhaps they needed to be around people who shared their beliefs.

      “He wasn’t happy about their wedding,” Rosalinda muttered so softly Margot almost missed it all together.

      “Why not?” Margot asked.

      Mary spoke up. “Warren thought they should have a traditional church wedding. It’s what we had, and since we had no children of our own, he never had the opportunity to host it. He felt cheated.”

      “They went to the Town Hall, just the two of them. No minister, witnesses or anything,” Rosalinda explained, her voice growing stronger.

      “Warren was furious,” Mary added.

      The tension within the ranks made sense. From the little interaction she’d had with Warren, Margot could pin him as the type of man who wouldn’t easily give up control of situations and people in his orbit. Having his nephew—someone he viewed like a son—marry in a manner he didn’t approve of would make him upset.

      “That’s not the only reason he is angry,” Rosalinda added, her voice softening again.

      “Why else would he be upset?” Margot probed.

      “He isn’t happy that Derek married the daughter of the help.”

      Margot believed Rosalinda’s statement, given Warren’s reference to “the help.” Perhaps this was a test to see if she could counsel this family through this troubling time. Maybe this was God’s way of showing her she had a purpose in Port Marie. If Derek believed in her abilities enough to convince the congregation to call her their new minister, the least she could do was prove them right by helping him and his family in a time of stress. First, she wanted to talk to Warren and see if there was any truth to what everyone else had shared with her.

      “Would you excuse me for a moment?” Margot stood before anyone gave her permission and made her way out of the dining room in the direction Warren had disappeared. She found him sitting in a large wing-backed leather chair in front of a roaring fire.

      “Mr. Nesbit? Or would you rather, Warren? It’s Margot. I was hoping we could speak for a few minutes?”

      Silence.

      She stepped around the side of his chair and something sticky caught at the bottom of her boot. She looked down to see an empty scotch glass lying on the hardwood floor. How had none of them heard it fall? And why wasn’t Warren moving to pick it up? Instead, he sat unmoving and unseeing in the chair. With a sinking feeling, Margot pressed her fingers to the man’s throat. No pulse.

      Warren Nesbit was dead.
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      Margot had some experience administering last rites to those who wouldn’t make it home from the battlefield, but she had never happened upon a dead body before. Footsteps drew Margot’s attention away from the man and she looked up to see Derek standing in the room’s doorway.

      “He’s dead,” she announced, the words sounding strange to her ears.

      “That’s not funny.”

      She shook her head. “I’m not kidding.”

      Derek stalked over to the chair and bent down to study his uncle. “He was fine twenty minutes ago.”

      “He’s not now. We should call the police.”

      Derek’s eyes narrowed. “Why the police?”

      “They’d be the ones who can call a medical examiner. And, if he was fine only half an hour ago, it’s unlikely he died of natural causes. They’ll want to investigate.”

      Derek didn’t look pleased by Margot’s statement, but he pulled his cell phone from his pocket and dialed 9-1-1. He stepped back away from his uncle’s body, still close enough for Margot to hear the dispatcher on the other end of the line.

      “9-1-1, what is your emergency?”

      “This is Derek Nesbit. My uncle Warren is dead. You need to send someone please.”

      Margot didn’t pay attention as Derek verified the street address. She bent over to study Warren’s body in closer detail, careful not to touch anything else with her bare hands. There were odd flecks around his mouth, but they didn’t mean anything to her. He wasn’t this sweaty earlier, was he? Even with a fire burning in the hearth, his body shouldn’t have taken on such a sheen. She also noted tiny pinpricks on his left index finger and there was also a tiny hole in the thigh of his left pantleg. Up close, she spotted the raw skin on his knuckles from where he’d punched something. Or someone. Derek’s injuries made sense now.

      “I … I need to tell Aunt Mary,” Derek said, pulling Margot from her investigation.

      “Yes, that’s a good idea. Derek, I’m so sorry for your loss.” Margot reached out a hand to give her friend support, but he shied away.

      He left the room without a word. His heavy footfalls thudded on the wooden floor leading into the dining room. Margot retreated there as well and found it empty. She heard the clatter of dishes and the sound of running water in the kitchen, so she followed the cacophony to find Catalina and Rosalinda standing side by side at the sink doing dishes. Before she could speak, a loud knock on the front door drew her attention.

      Most likely the police. There were benefits to living in a small town: rapid law enforcement response among them.

      “Who is that?” Catalina wondered aloud.

      Margot knew they needed to hear the news, but not from her. No matter how many stories Derek told them about her, she was still a stranger. So, she darted back into the front hall, ignoring the imposing silhouettes of the lion and lioness on the balustrades and pulled the heavy door open.

      Snow swirled outside, the storm having picked up since her arrival. There was little chance she could get her car out of this mess until the storm stopped raging.

      “Sam?” she said, surprised by the person standing on the other side of the threshold.

      Samantha Raymond had been only a year behind Margot in school. She also happened to be Margot’s first cousin.

      “What are you doing here?” Sam questioned, her gaze narrowing. They hadn’t spoken since Margot’s return from active duty.

      “The family invited me for dinner,” she answered.

      Realizing it was rude to keep her cousin standing in the cold, Margot stepped back and allowed Sam to enter the warmth of the house. Sam stomped the snow from her boots and looked around.

      “I didn’t know you even knew the Nesbits,” Sam commented.

      “Derek and I served together.”

      “Oh.”

      Just as Margot gestured for Sam to follow her into the kitchen, a high-pitched wail echoed from deep within the house. Four sets of footsteps thundered toward the sound, converging in the sitting room to find Mary draped over Warren’s body, Derek standing off to one side. It seemed the gravity of the situation was finally settling over Derek. But was responding in true military fashion, he’d been trained to hide his feelings at the loss of one of his own. He squared his shoulders and a hardness had taken over his facial features. Anyone who didn’t know what he was doing would assume he had something to hide.

      “Oh my God,” Catalina rasped at the sight of Warren’s prone form in the chair. She raced to her husband’s side and buried her face in his shoulder. He barely moved.

      “Mrs. Nesbit, you need to let go now,” Sam said, her voice soft.

      Mary blinked through thick tears, confusion on her face. “I don’t understand. Why are you here?”

      “I called the police, Aunt Mary,” Derek answered, his tone robotic.

      “But, why?” Mary repeated.

      Sam let out a sigh. “By your reaction, I take it this was a shock.”

      Mary wiped tears away from her cheeks with the back of her hand. “Of course, it’s a shock. My husband wouldn’t just drop dead.”

      Sam nodded. “Which is why I’m here. I need to investigate what happened.” She turned to look at Margot. “Let’s start with your statement and give the family some time to collect themselves.”
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      Margot followed Sam back to the kitchen, where the sink’s faucet was still running. Feeling uneasy, Margot busied herself with shutting it off and stacking plates into the dishwasher.

      “How do you know the Nesbits?” Sam asked.

      “As I said before, Derek and I served together. We became friends and when I came home, we reconnected. He invited me to have dinner with his family.” Margot faced her cousin. They had been good friends growing up and had remained so even after Margot followed God’s calling and attended seminary. Sam had never been a spiritual person, but she’d believed in doing good and helping those who couldn’t help themselves. Margot had thought Sam understood why she’d joined the military—to follow the path the Lord had set for her. While  Margot was overseas Sam had refused to email her back and wouldn’t accept her calls.

      “I’m sorry,” Margot said, filling the awkward silence between them.

      “For what?”

      “For whatever I did to make you so upset with me.”

      Sam heaved a sigh. “I’m not mad at you. I’m mad at myself.”

      Margot moved to lean against the counter beside her cousin. “What do you have to be mad about?”

      “You made something of yourself. You ran into danger and all I did was sit home in Port Marie.”

      “Sam, come on. You put on a badge every day. At any time, you could walk right into danger’s path.”

      Sam snorted. “Let’s be real, nothing that dangerous ever happens in Port Marie.”

      Margot gestured toward the dining room. “Well, at least you’ve got a mystery to solve. I might as well give you my statement.”

      Sam nodded as she pulled out a notepad and pen. “Okay, tell me what you saw.”

      Margot fingered the cross and dog tags at her throat. She’d worn them this way since she arrived in the Middle East. It comforted her. It also helped to center her thoughts. “I came for dinner, like I said. When I arrived, there was some argument going on.”

      “Could you tell about what?”

      “No. But Derek and Warren were going at it. Derek had a bloody lip and a bruise under his eye. They looked fresh. I noticed some abrasions on Warren’s knuckles when I found him.”

      “So, you were the first person to notice he’d died?”

      “Yes. He said some rather insensitive things during dinner. I don’t think he’s pleased with the fact that Derek and Catalina got married. Or the way they went about it. He stormed out of dinner. I wanted to talk to him, to see if I could try and help smooth things over. That’s when I went looking for him. I found him in the other room. It must of happened quickly.”

      “What sort of things did he say during dinner?” Sam probed.

      Margot hesitated. It wasn’t her place to share Warren’s diatribe. And she felt bad enough already with what she’d said. She’d been taught not to speak ill of the dead. “He referred to Rosalinda, Catalina’s mother, as ‘the help.’ Catalina’s mother mentioned he also seemed unhappy that Catalina and Derek went to Town Hall to get married.”

      Sam scribbled notes on her pad and wet her lips. “I’d tell you not to leave town in case I have more questions, but you won’t be able to get out of here anyway. The storm is only supposed to get progressively worse through the night.”

      “I’m guessing I can’t hitch a ride with you?”

      “Sorry, I wouldn’t want to be accused of giving you preferential treatment just because we’re family.”

      She would be stuck in the Nesbit home for the foreseeable future with a potential killer.

      “If you’ll excuse me, I need to see about getting a forensic team here. It could be difficult with the storm. Also, please let Derek know I need to talk to him next.”

      Margot headed to the dining room when she stopped. “I know you think his reaction means he did something to his uncle, but he’s doing what the military trained him to do ... To compartmentalize his emotions. Just remember that, okay?”

      “Just tell him.”

      Margot made the trek back to the library in what was becoming a familiar route. The women had left and Derek stood in front of the fireplace. The flames had died down to embers.

      “What are they going to do with his body?” Derek asked.

      “Officer Raymond is calling in a forensic team to look at and move the body. But with the storm, it may take some time. She wants to talk to you next,” Margot relayed.

      “You should stay.”

      “I’m here for whatever you need, Derek. You know that.”

      He shook his head. “I meant for the night. It’s not safe to drive in this mess.”

      “I appreciate the hospitality. Now, please go give her your statement.”

      He took a few steps past his uncle’s body and stopped. “It looks bad, doesn’t it? That we fought.”

      He wasn’t wrong. Margot had sensed something amiss when she arrived. Still Derek’s not the type of person to commit murder. She’d seen him run into danger to save his fellow man. She couldn’t believe he was capable of such an unthinkable act. He didn’t need her suspicion right now. She placed a hand on his shoulder. He didn’t shy away this time. “I know the truth will come out. Just be honest with her.”

      Other questions swirled in the back of her mind. How long had Warren felt that way about Rosalinda and her daughter? How long had she been working for the Nesbits? Most people in town, even those with money, didn’t have live-in housekeepers anymore.

      The unanswered questions nagged at Margot. She wasn’t one to stick her nose where it didn’t belong, but this whole situation unsettled her. She had every confidence in Sam’s investigative abilities, but surely her cousin wouldn’t mind some extra help.

      First, Margot needed to make sure her staying the night was okay with Mary. She wandered the first floor, glimpsing Sam and Derek in the kitchen before she made her way up the winding staircase to the second floor. She turned right and walked down the hall. The doors proved to be concealing extra guest bedrooms and a bathroom. The last door on the left was a linen closet. She turned back to check the other end of the floor when Mary appeared. She’d stopped crying, but her skin was pale and her eyes were red-rimmed. Her eyes widened in surprise upon seeing Margot.

      “I’m sorry, Mrs. Nesbit. I didn’t mean to startle you,” Margot apologized, reverting to the formality a guest should show a host.

      Mary blinked a time or two before putting on a small smile. “I was just … is the police officer still here?”

      “Yes. She’s called for help with Warren’s remains. She needs to speak with you. Rosalinda and Catalina, too. Just to take your statements.”

      “But we don’t know anything.”

      “She’s trying to piece together his last few hours. Having as many perspectives as possible is useful. And I want you to know, I’m here to help. Grief can be confusing and unpredictable. If you need help with his service, I’ll do what I can. I know I’m not actually the minister, but I’m sure the board of Deacons wouldn’t mind me coordinating on your behalf.”

      “That’s kind of you. I’ll think about it.” She glanced out one of the nearby windows. “It’s picking up out there. You shouldn’t drive in this.”

      “Derek already offered to let me stay the night. I hope that’s not too intrusive.”

      “Of course not. Come on, I’ll make up a guest room for you.”

      Margot caught sight of flashing lights through the thick, swirling storm. Perhaps they would get some answers sooner rather than later.

      “Mary, can I ask you something?” She met the older woman at the linen closet.

      “About what?”

      “I had a question about Warren’s health of late?”

      “His health?”

      “Had he been feeling all right?”

      “He was fine. I mean, he was diagnosed with diabetes last year, but he was managing it.”

      “With insulin injections,” Margot muttered.

      “How’d you know?”

      “It’s a common treatment.” It also explained the pin prick on his finger and the hole in his pants. He’d been checking his blood sugar and administering insulin shots.

      “Right. Forgive me. I’m … distracted.”

      “I understand.”

      “Aunt Mary.” Derek’s voice boomed up from the bottom of the staircase, echoing oddly in the upstairs acoustics.

      “I suppose it’s my turn, then,” Mary murmured.

      Margot took the sheets and fresh towels from Mary’s outstretched hands. “I can handle this. Thank you.”

      “The room just there will be fine. It’s next to Derek’s.” Mary waved a hand at one of the partially closed doors as she made her way down the stairs and out of view.

      Mary’s comment struck Margot as strange. If Derek and Catalina had been married for a few months now, wouldn’t they share a bedroom? When she stuck her head into the room Mary had denoted as her nephew’s, no items of women’s clothing or other feminine touches marked the space. Margot filed that away as another oddity in what was shaping up to be a perplexing mystery.
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      Margot took her time making up the guest bed. She wanted to consider the information she had so far and stay out of Sam’s way. It wouldn’t do to have her cousin angry with her after they’d finally reconnected. Who would have thought they would begin to repair their relationship over a dead body? Margot settled on the end of the bed, closed her eyes, and bowed her head.

      For her, prayer had never been about the words she said. She needed to be in a quiet place, at peace. Margot focused on her breathing, how each inhale and exhale felt in her chest. It had given her solace during the late nights and early mornings overseas.

      She had faith that whatever had befallen Warren Nesbit would be solved. She believed in her cousin’s abilities and in the notion that good always triumphs evil. If someone in this house knew something—which was likely given that they had been living together for so long—they would bring it to Sam’s attention. Still, questions swirled in Margot’s mind. Where had Derek gone after he’d stormed out? Mary’s behavior was strange, too. People grieved differently, but her reluctance to answer questions about Warren was suspicious. And Margot hadn’t spoken with Rosalinda or Catalina in depth, but she suspected neither of them held high opinions of Warren given his comments at dinner. Their reactions, or lack thereof, told Margot they were not new sentiments
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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
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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
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