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            THE PERFORMANCE OF MY LIFE

          

          PAISLEY GROVE

        

      

    

    
      Suddenly, I know exactly how a deer caught in headlights feels. I can sense my demise rapidly approaching, but I can’t move or save myself. My derriere is glued to my seat as Hercules approaches, his intense, probing gaze locked on me. My breathing quickens. The longer he looks at me that way, the closer I fear he’ll come to remembering who I am.

      “Oh my…” Lake whispers.

      I tear my gaze away from Hercules to see if she’s as flustered as I am. She is. But unlike me, her attention bounces between Hercules and Mason. They’re so close. My feet feel glued to the linoleum. Just when I think my chest will explode from holding my breath, I realize there’s no escape.

      Mason gestures toward me, presenting me like a new masterpiece. “Hercules, this is Lark Davenport.” Then he nods at my lunch partner. “And you already know Lake.”

      Lake’s eyes light up as she beams. “Good afternoon, Mr. Valentine. Hi, Mason.”

      Her gaze stays fixed on her crush. If it’s not obvious to Mason that she’s into him, then he’s an idiot. But I know Mason isn’t an idiot—so he must be aware of how she feels.

      Feeling jittery, I spring to my feet. “Nice to meet you in person, Mr. Valentine.” Damn it, I said that too loudly. We shake hands, and the familiar sensation of his touch floods back, which I’m trying hard to repress.

      His sharp, assessing gaze narrows slightly. “Nice to meet you too…” He tilts his head. “Have we met before?”

      My mouth falls open. We slept together once, and it was the best sex of my life. Plus, we were in the same sixth-period class in high school, and I crushed on him every single weekday, excluding holidays and those rare days he didn’t show up. All of that is on the tip of my tongue.

      Everyone is waiting for me to say something, including me. But instead, I’m stuck in an uncomfortably long pause, mentally retracing the shape of Hercules’s mouth, every pore on his skin, and his eyes, which could melt the thickest pair of cotton panties. What would he say if he knew I was Paisley Grove? I wish I’d applied for the job under my real name. Hercules would have hired me if he knew who I really was—I'm sure of it.

      Finally, he snaps his fingers. “The hotel… seven or eight days ago?”

      I blink, my eyelids almost getting stuck. I can’t believe he remembers me. I close my mouth and swallow. “Uh, yeah… I was in town, looking for an apartment. I didn’t know who you were then.” Liar. “I’ve never seen you in person until now, which is why I didn’t recognize you. But oh my God. It was you.”

      Big liar. Bad liar. No—horrible liar. I’m kicking myself for overdoing it.

      His eyebrows knit together further. “Yes,” he says, still studying me intently. “That was you.”

      “Interesting,” Mason says, rubbing his chin suspiciously.

      I raise my hands in surrender. “Seriously, I’m not a stalker.”

      “Of course not,” Hercules says. “Well, welcome aboard.”

      At least he’s smiling now.

      “Yes, welcome,” the woman he’s with adds. Lake told me her name, but I’ve already forgotten it. “I’m Lilith Cope, CFO. Let me know if there’s anything I can help you with.”

      “I was just about to introduce you, Lilith,” Mason says. “Lilith’s the one who holds the purse strings.”

      We shake hands. “Nice to meet you, Ms. Cope,” I say. Her palm is just as clammy as mine. We’re both nervous. I wonder if Hercules has the same effect on her as he does on me.

      “Call me Lilith,” she quickly says, her eyes friendly and trustworthy. She definitely doesn’t see me as competition. I’m not competition. If she and Hercules are together, great—I can finally move on.

      “Sure,” I say, forcing my smile to stay in place.

      Hercules checks his expensive watch, and I stop myself from gasping. It’s the same watch he wore the night of Darby’s party.

      “Again, nice to meet you, Lark.” He gives me a sharp nod. “We’ll sit down together soon.”

      “Sure. I would love you.” Damn it. “I mean, I’d like that.”

      I can imagine how I look—blood rushing to my skin, my eyes wide with panic. I probably sound like a stalker, pretending I didn’t recognize him at the Golden Grande Luxe Hotel. I mean, he’s Hercules Valentine. How could I not recognize him? He must think I’m an idiot. I certainly feel like one, especially when his eyebrows shoot up. Now all I want is to leave him with a better impression of me.

      “I have some good ideas for future products that I think you’ll like.” I watch him closely, trying to gauge if I should say more to redeem myself.

      But then he places his hand on Lilith’s back, and my heart sinks. “Can’t wait to hear them, Miss Davenport.”

      He’s touching her. What does that mean?

      “Something tells me she’s going to knock your socks off,” Mason says.

      “We should get to our meeting,” Hercules says, as if I no longer exist to him.

      His hand on Lilith’s back is all I can focus on as they walk away. She says something about product reports, and he leans in to listen.

      “See you later, Lake,” Mason says smoothly.

      “Yeah, see you,” she chirps.

      Lake and I watch the three of them leave the dining hall. Once they’re out of sight, we exchange wide-eyed glances. Lake presses her hands to her cheeks. “Did that just happen?”

      “He remembers me from the hotel,” I mutter, still in shock and a little delighted. At least he remembers that, even if he doesn’t remember me as Paisley Grove.

      “Yeah, but Mason said he’d see me later—and only me. No offense to you, but he said it to me.” She covers her mouth, doubt filling her eyes. “Unless he was just being nice. He does that—makes everyone feel included. That’s why he’s so hard to read.” She collapses back into her seat. “I’m at the end of my rope with him, Lark. He’s the only reason…”

      Relieved that no one is onto me, I sit back down and poke at my salad. “He’s not hard to read. It’s obvious he likes you.” I’m so glad to focus on her rather than my disastrous interaction with Hercules.

      “I thought so too, but then I see him treat other women the same way, and I’m back to square one.”

      “What way is that?” I ask, though I’m still distracted by the image of Hercules’s hand on Lilith’s back.

      “He’s nice to everyone, makes them feel special. You’d think he was sleeping with all of them, but he’s not. He’s just… the best.”

      I’m grateful to Lake for helping me focus on something else. I try to imagine Mason being overly attentive, but I can’t. That’s just not him.

      “Lake, you know he likes you. He’s just a guy. Men have been dodging commitment since the dawn of time. My brother does it too.”

      Her bright-blue eyes widen. “You have a brother?”

      Don’t panic. Just smile. “Yeah.”

      “Older or younger?”

      I hesitate, regretting bringing him up. I definitely don’t want to talk about Max. “Are we really talking about me? My brother is boring. The real question is, what are you going to do about Mason?”

      She narrows her eyes. “You think he has commitment issues?” Then she groans. “You think he has mommy issues? Of course he does. All guys do!”

      I laugh and stab my fork into my salad. Lake is exactly what I need to take my mind off blowing it with Hercules. “You’re overthinking it. Just ask him out and see what he says.”

      I wink at her as she gnaws on her bottom lip. I eat my salad in peace. She doesn’t seem suspicious after hearing Hercules mention seeing me eight days ago, and Mason didn’t seem too suspicious either. Maybe I’m the only one who knows I’m a mole—and I’m not about to out myself. The best thing I can do is relax, enjoy my job, and keep my head down. And now that Hercules has a girlfriend, I don’t have to think about him anymore. I’m free. Unburdened. Happy.

      Lake frowns, tapping the table with her finger. Then she abruptly straightens. “Do you like art?”
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      Throughout the rest of lunch, Lake and I discussed her plan to invite Mason to her art show at the Skylord building on Thursday night. She also extended an invitation to me, and of course, I accepted. I kept the conversation focused on her to avoid more questions about myself—I’d already hit my quota of lies for the day. But I did learn a lot about her. For instance, she graduated with a degree in computer science from Carnegie Mellon University before moving to New York to start a job at another company. That job turned out to be awful, so on a whim, she applied to NYU’s Institute of Fine Arts and, to her surprise, got accepted. She took out massive loans to cover tuition and rent. Her father, who insisted on a practical, commonsense approach to choosing a career, still doesn’t know she quit her job to attend school full-time.

      “He paid for my first degree, but I knew he wouldn’t pay for the second. He still doesn’t know I’m an artist,” she confessed.

      What struck me most during our conversation was how similar her parents were to mine—controlling and demanding. However, Lake has a different perspective on the situation. “I don’t hold it against them. They just don’t get it.”

      “Get what?” I asked.

      “Contrary to what they believe, I wasn’t born to make them happy. I’ve never made them happy, and I never will. I don’t hold their controlling ways against them. They’re only human, and I love them to death.”

      I’m still pondering Lake’s words when Mason walks into the office, looking like he’s just gotten into a fight with Hercules and lost. He avoids eye contact with Lake, and when I glance at her, she’s giving me the saddest puppy-dog eyes.

      “Don’t bother me,” Mason announces before disappearing into his office.

      Everyone in the room returns to business as usual, except Lake and me. The corners of her mouth droop as she shrugs. I shoot a glance over my shoulder at Mason’s office, wondering how his meeting with Hercules and… what’s-her-name went. I hate that I can’t even remember her name. My memory is usually better than this, but maybe my brain is blocking her out on purpose. Deep down, I wish she wasn’t so connected to Hercules. I wish I could be the one he touches so easily. The thought that it can never be me—at least not without serious consequences—leaves a bitter taste in my mouth.

      Deciding to do what’s best for both of us, I push thoughts of Hercules aside. I don’t want to think about him, especially not now that he’s obviously involved with… Ugh, her name still eludes me.

      The less Lake dwells on Mason, the better she’ll feel. And the less I think about Hercules, the better for me too. Killing two birds with one stone, I call our team together, hoping work will take our minds off things and help us prepare for the big staff meeting on Thursday—one day before I have to pitch my ideas to Hercules in private. Yikes.

      I shoot to my feet and clap my hands, trying to focus. “Okay, let’s powwow,” I say loudly, momentarily banishing the image of Hercules with his hand on Lilith Cope’s back from my mind.
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      The End of the Day

      The elevator is easily the worst part of working at VTI. It’s always packed, and even though there’s no space for another person, it still stops on nearly every floor. Trying to keep my cool, I focus on how well our team meeting went. Just when I’d managed to push thoughts of Hercules to the back of my mind, Mason stepped out of his office, pale and exhausted, and handed me Hercules’s cellphone number. My eyes widened when I saw it. It was the same number he had in high school. Mason, distracted by whatever was on his mind, didn’t notice my surprise. I’ve been doing a lousy job of pretending that I don’t have a past with the man I once imagined as my Prince Charming. Now, I can’t stop my brain from repeating his number over and over.

      Yesterday evening, I left the building with Lake, but she mentioned staying behind to work on an interface for a video game I wasn’t familiar with. I knew it was just an excuse to hang around and wait for Mason. She wanted to formally invite him to her art show on Thursday night.

      The elevator finally stops, and the doors open. Even at this hour, employees are lined up, ready to cram inside once we, the sardines, vacate. I step out and breathe easier, but then I freeze when I find myself staring into Hercules’s eyes. His smile is gentle. As people rush past us, I wonder if I should say something first.

      “Have a good evening, Lark,” he says.

      Everyone is watching me, probably because he’s watching me. Of course people notice Hercules Valentine. With his face and physique, he stands out wherever he goes.

      “You too,” I say, three seconds too late. My voice sounds strained.

      “Oh, good night, Lark,” Lilith chimes in cheerily, waving.

      I blink hard, not having noticed her at first, and now I feel this strange sensation like I’m shrinking into the floor. They’re together. My ego takes a bruising hit, and I want to groan.

      But I force a smile, determined to seem unfazed by seeing them side by side. “Good night, Lilith.”

      My head feels light, and my feet feel heavy as I cross the gleaming floor. Before I step into the revolving door, I glance back at Hercules one last time. Damn it. He’s watching me and only turns away when he catches me looking at him.

      What does that mean?

      Once I’m outside, I lift my face to the gray sky. Snowflakes land on my cheeks, and the chill in the air matches my mood. I hate the snow almost as much as I hate the unsettling feelings of jealousy, longing, and dread swirling inside me. The snow is falling harder now, and the ice stings my face. I focus on getting to my cozy apartment as quickly as possible, even though I’m considering putting an end to this ruse that Max convinced me to take part in.

      “Yes,” I whisper to myself. Tomorrow will be my last day at VTI. This time, I won’t change my mind.
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      I changed my mind.

      Yesterday evening could’ve been tough. I could’ve sat at home, obsessing over every interaction I had with Hercules that day. Instead, I found myself constantly wondering how new his relationship with Lilith was. I thought about calling him several times just to ask random questions, maybe even as Paisley instead of Lark, just to gauge his reaction. I wanted to know if he’d hang up on me or act like he barely remembered me. But instead of doing something completely reckless, I got to work, even though I’d planned to quit the next day. I liked Mason and my team too much to let VTI continue bleeding money and eventually shut down.

      Oddly, Max didn’t call, but my mom left a message, inviting me to dinner on Saturday night with her best friend Caroline, who’s visiting from California. Since I thought I’d be free to live as Paisley Grove by then, I replied, Sure, I’ll be there.

      Her response came quickly: 7:30 p.m. Miss you. Can’t wait to dine with you, my love.

      I texted back: Me too! Love you.

      I was grateful that I didn’t have to figure out the logistics of getting to Greenwich, Connecticut, as Lark Davenport rather than as Paisley Grove. I wouldn’t even get past the gate guards without giving them my real name. I wondered if my mom knew what I was doing for GIT and for my grandfather. The fact that she was asking me to risk being recognized as the rarely seen Grove daughter for something as trivial as dinner made me think she didn’t know.

      Max would’ve told her, wouldn’t he? They talk all the time. Or maybe he didn’t because she’d object to me committing a crime.

      Being at my mom’s house would definitely be risky. Every now and then, paparazzi lurk outside the neighborhood gates, sometimes even sneaking inside. One photo of me as the Grove daughter would be enough to end the ruse. Plus, the Valentines own an estate in the same community. I’m sure they watch my parents’ property as closely as whoever Max employs watches the Valentines’ place.

      To get my mind off all these troubling thoughts, I slipped off my bra, changed into comfy pajamas, and got to work, even though I’d planned to quit. I started reading through the code for all of VTI’s products. After midnight, while eating a panini from the fridge, I stumbled upon something incredible—VTI’s byte compression technology. I was sure they didn’t fully realize what they had. After some digging, I found out they hadn’t even copyrighted it yet. All I had to do was send the string to my secure GIT, accessible only to Max and Leo, and tell them to copyright it. I could have easily stolen the very thing that could pull Hercules’s company out of the red and into the black.

      The thought of how easy it would be made me sick. So instead of double-crossing the Valentines, I used their compression code to improve TRANSPORT. By the early hours of the morning, I was doing a victory dance. I had taken our real-light-human-image (RLHI) to a whole new level. Normally, there’s a 0.933-second pause between the RLHI’s movements, but after compressing the code that controls the NZNN light functions, the movements were smooth and crisp.

      This morning, after only five hours of sleep, I head to work early. When I walk into our pod, Mason is already seated behind his desk. I wave excitedly, eager to tell him our first order of business should be to get the compression technology copyrighted.

      But my enthusiasm fizzles when he stands, grimacing, and waves me into his office. “Have a seat,” he says somberly.

      My chest tightens with panic. I’m sure I’ve been caught. He’s going to tell me he’s disappointed and that I’m scum for lying. But I’m not ready to quit. I’m ready to plead for my job and offer up what I discovered last night in exchange for a second chance.

      “What is it?” I ask, my voice strained.

      Mason slumps into his chair. “Lilith suggested I fire Lake to lighten our load and ease the budget.”

      I shake my head adamantly, making a snap decision that I don’t like Lilith at all, and also deciding to stay. I cross my arms as I sit down. “No way. I need my entire team. Take whatever extra you need from my salary instead.”

      Mason’s eyebrows lift, intrigued. After a few moments, he shakes his head. “I can’t do that.”

      “Yes, you can,” I say, thinking about the thirty million sitting in my bank account. I could pay Lake’s salary myself if I had to.

      “Are you flush with cash or something, Lark?” He smirks, clearly thinking I’m joking.

      “I have a trust fund,” I admit. It’s true—my grandfather’s trust pays me well each month. “I don’t do this job for the money. So please, use my salary to keep my team intact. I insist.”

      Mason leans back, tapping his chin with his steepled fingers. Then he abruptly drops his elbows onto the desk. “I can’t do that. I’m tempted, but HR wouldn’t let us get away with it.” He leans back again, narrowing his eyes as he studies me.

      “What is it?” I ask.

      “I didn’t realize you and Lake were that close.”

      I shrug. “I’m getting to know her. I like what she brings to the team.”

      “And what’s that?”

      “Creativity and enthusiasm.”

      His frown deepens, and I wonder if he thinks I’m just making things up.

      “No, really,” I continue. “In meetings, she knows how to ask the right questions to get us closer to solutions.”

      He grunts. “She’s good with logistics and people. She’s the one who pointed us in your direction. But she’s a terrible coder.”

      “That’s true, but I’m an expert coder, and so are Jonah and Nat. Lim understands structure, Harv gets functionality, and Lake knows design. She’s an artist, did you know that?”

      Mason shifts uncomfortably. “Not until yesterday,” he mutters. He doesn’t seem thrilled to hear it. “But I get your point. Everyone has their strengths. I’m impressed you’ve figured out your team’s dynamics so quickly.”

      “Thanks.”

      “But don’t worry about Lake. I’ve got some tricks up my sleeve. And when you meet with Hercules, let him know how essential she is to your team. He likes you. He’ll listen. If you say she has to stay, he’ll stop Lilith from cutting into our pod.”

      The mention of Hercules makes my neck stiffen, and I roll it from side to side.

      “You don’t need to be intimidated by Hercules,” Mason says.

      I realize he’s been watching me fall apart. I sigh. “Yeah… he’s very intimidating.”

      “He’s doing everything he can to keep us afloat. The company’s in real trouble. But as I said, you’ve impressed him. He likes you.”

      I imagine asking, When you say ‘like,’ do you mean he likes me likes me? Or does he just like my work? I hope it’s the former.

      “Hey, are you okay?” Mason asks.

      Damn it, I zoned out again. “Sorry, I was up late last night.”

      “Yeah, no offense, but you look it.”

      Finally, it’s time. “Listen, I have to show you something.”

      “Show me what?” he asks.

      “The reason I only got five hours of sleep.” I open my Compu-Book and show him what I did with GIT’s RLHI.
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      An Hour Later

      Arms crossed, I’m grinning from ear to ear, proud of myself after showing Mason how the RLHI moves with VTI’s compression technology applied to it. He studies me with a dubious expression.

      “What is it?” I ask, expecting him to be jumping up and down in celebration.

      “How the hell were you able to manipulate GIT’s code?”

      I shrug. “Because I’m good at what I do.”

      I know I’m pushing it, but I don’t care. Besides, breaking into my family’s software feels like a smart move, solidifying Lark’s loyalty to VTI in the process.

      “And you’re saying we’ve had this technology all along?”

      “Yes, Mason, that’s exactly what I’m saying. And we need to copyright it today—like, five minutes ago.”

      “That’s... great.” He sinks back into his chair as if he’s just run a marathon while carrying two sacks of potatoes. I’ve definitely just added another weighty task to his already long list.

      When Lake walks into the pod, her face drops, but I give her a wave. She offers a hesitant smile and waves back. It’s still too early for her to fully believe I would never make a move on her crush. But one glance at the look on Mason’s face should reassure her—I wouldn’t stand a chance with him even if I wanted one.

      Mason’s phone rings, jolting him out of whatever haze he’s been in while staring at Lake. “This is Mason,” he says, blinking at me as if trying to remember where he is. Then his expression changes. “What?” He closes his eyes and shakes his head. “You know where to meet me.”

      After hanging up, he stands abruptly, snatching his keys and phone off the desk. “Package the compression and send it to Julie for copyright. We’ll talk more later,” he says before rushing out the door.

      Lake watches him leave, then turns to me, eyebrows raised. I shrug, signaling that I have no idea what made him rush off. She’s probably more than a little disappointed. I know I’d feel that way if I were in her shoes—and if Mason were Hercules.

      I groan, recalling how Hercules left with Lilith last night. The memory makes my whole body ache. But as soon as I sit down at my desk, an idea sparks—one that could exponentially boost product sales immediately.

      “What was that about?” Lake asks, snapping me out of my thoughts.

      I’m still distracted, the plan building rapidly in my mind. I raise a finger, silently asking her to give me a moment to finish visualizing the symbols, codes, and commands that are flying through my head. Then, suddenly, I jump to my feet. “I’ve got it.”

      “Got what?” Lake asks, confused.

      I flex my eyebrows twice. “The answer.”
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      Twelve Hours Later

      My team is swamped, barely keeping their eyes open. I should be as exhausted as the rest of them, but I’m not. I’m riding a coding high, and I know the crash will come later—probably at bedtime. Mason hasn’t returned since he left earlier, but I did as he asked. I packaged the compression technology and sent it to Julie. I’ve just skimmed through an email from her: the legal department is starting the copyright process.

      Good job, I reply.

      It’s nighttime, and the snow is piling up on the city streets and sidewalks. It’s cold as hell outside, and we’ve been running hot all day, pushing ourselves to create the video game that will slay all others in our pod. We worked straight through lunch, surviving on coffee, a box of Angel Anne’s Homemade Cookies, and a large container of red and black licorice. But now, the moment of truth has arrived.

      The team gathers in front of the eighty-two-inch monitors. The room is dim, and the light from the screen draws us in like a hypnotist’s pendulum. Rina and Lake are up first. Harv outfits them with earpieces that digitally track their movements—six feet below the reception chip at the bottom of the earpiece, three feet above it, and within a four-foot radius of where they stand.

      Once fully set up, their avatars appear on the screen, triggering applause from the team. The real-life Rina and Lake mirror their movements, stretching and dancing around.

      “Get ready,” I say, laughing with everyone else. Then, silence falls over the room as I select the game’s world: a high-end department store. “In the future, real retail outlets will be able to create their own stores in the game.”

      The game’s home page pops up with three options: Shop Big, Shop Smarter, and Race to Shop.

      “Let’s race,” Jonah says, arms crossed, studying the screen intently.

      I select Race to Shop. A screen saying Insert Video and Audio Here pops up, along with our notes about adding an instructions option and sample play.

      “Are you ladies ready?” I ask.

      “Ready,” Lake and Rina reply in unison.

      I hit Start. Music plays, and Jonah’s voice, imitating a game-show host, booms: “Follow the clues, and I’ll meet the winner at the finish line.”

      Rob pats Jonah on the back. “You missed your calling, bro.”

      We all laugh.

      “Note that players should be able to choose their host,” Lake says, bouncing on her feet, ready for the challenge.

      “Noted,” I say, writing it in the log.

      “Choose your category,” the host says.

      I select Pop Culture.

      “That’s a good one,” Rina comments, her focus locked on the screen.

      “Get on your mark,” the host says.

      Lake and Rina position a foot on the pulsing X.

      “We should let players choose their marks,” Lake suggests.

      “Good idea,” Harv agrees.

      I log it.

      “Get set... go!” the host exclaims.

      The game begins, and so do Lake and Rina. We’re all amazed by how real the virtual world looks on the screen. They swing their arms to run toward each clue, then choose from multiple-choice options. We cheer them on, guessing the answers along with them. Natalia, who uploaded the questions, is the only one who knows the answers for sure. The rest of us shout our guesses, groaning when we’re wrong, celebrating when we’re right.

      “Why are you all still here?”

      Beaming, I turn toward the voice, ready to explain. But my excitement fades into confusion when I see Hercules standing beside Mason, his eyes locked on the screen with a serious scowl.
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      I stay quiet as Jonah talks Mason through the details of our new virtual-reality video game. One by one, the team explains their contributions.

      “It’s all possible because our genius team leader applied the compression technology, giving us the bandwidth to pull it off,” Harv says.

      I don’t dare look at Hercules. I can feel his eyes on me, and I blush. “Aw, thanks, Harv, but this was a team effort.”

      “The hell it was,” Harv scoffs. “Mason, she pulled code from the heavens to get this up
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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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