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            ABOUT MORNING DOVE

          

        

      

    

    
      Running to escape a life of servitude may have taken her out of a bad situation but being a Native woman means she can never escape the way people see her. The prejudice Morning Dove faces is a daily reminder that she doesn’t really belong with these people but one man makes her forget she’s an outsider. Looking at him, she longs for things she never thought to have and all she has to do is reach out and grab them … if she could only get over her fear of speaking to him.

      

      Ben Atwater has more problems than any one man should and most of them he brought on by himself. The only bright spot in his life is a pretty Native girl who will barely look at him. Morning Dove is an enigma he wants to explore but his past has tainted his future. Will a woman like her want a man as miserable as him? And if so, can he keep her once he has her in his arms?
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      Something wet hit her face. The spray was so shocking, Morning Dove froze. It only took a second to realize what happened and her face burned with humiliation as she wiped her cheek with the sleeve of her dress. 

      With a quick glance, she met the gaze of the man who spit on her as he walked past without a word. A tug at her shawl pulled it tighter around her shoulders as she crossed the rutted dirt road. She stepped back onto the sidewalk, sticking close to the buildings and avoiding the stares of those she passed. 

      It took only a few minutes to realize she picked the wrong day to come to town. People lingered on every doorstep, the sidewalks packed with townsfolk and the mass of bodies was hard to avoid. Stepping out of the path of an older woman giving her an unfriendly stare only caused her to bump into someone. She slammed into them with the whole of her body before stumbling away. “Sorry.”

      Having them shove her out of their way was more shocking than being spit on. Stars flashed behind her eyelids when her head struck the wall. Pain traveled the length of her back, and she stood there still as a statue.

      The man's dark eyes bore into hers as he stared down at her, his anger telling. “You’ve got no business mixing with decent folk.” 

      The hissed words seemed so loud inside her head. She bit her lip to keep from saying something she would regret while struggling to hold his gaze. His mouth twisted into a snarl, and she stared at his discolored teeth as the tinny music from the saloon down the street, and the multitude of voices of those walking on the sidewalk, vanished. She could hear nothing other than the sound of her blood rushing through her ears. 

      The man stood too close, his fetid breath rancid as he said, “You need to watch where you’re going.” His voice rasped as if he smoked too much, and his pock-marked face drew into a sneer that grew when two other men walked into view and stopped behind him. 

      A short fellow with ears that looked two sizes too big for his head hissed, “Worthless injun,” under his breath while looking at her. Those hissed words told her the anger this man had for her bumping into him had very little to do with her actually touching him, and everything to do with what she was. A woman of Native descent—something she could not change.

      The hatred burning in her chest at big ears’ slur must have shone in her eyes. The man she had bumped into shoved her again, her teeth sinking into her lip hard enough she tasted blood. She stumbled away to put some distance between them and pulled that invisible cloak she used against the discrimination she faced most days around her and lifted her head before saying, “Keep your hands off of me.”

      Laughter from the two men behind the brute only made him madder. 

      Since the day she had arrived in Willow Creek, she had dealt with the prejudice some of the townsfolk had toward her. Most everyone looked down on her and made snide remarks as she walked past them. She was used to it and if it were not for the liquor she could smell on this one's breath, she would say she already knew how this would play out, but the people who accosted her were not usually drunk. This guy was, which meant hateful words might not be the only thing he hurt her with.

      She pushed past them but barely made two steps. He grabbed her in a painful grip before shoving her into the alley between the buildings. Her heart started pounding as he dragged her toward the clearing that sat behind the storefronts. She tripped over her feet trying to pull away and the only thing keeping her from hitting the ground was his beefy hand wrapped around her arm. 

      Morning Dove jerked against his hold again and slapped at his hand as he shoved her further into the alleyway. “Let go of me.” 

      All three of them laughed. 

      A sudden shadow blocked the light from the street. “Get your hands off of her!”

      Morning Dove turned to the voice and her heart started pounding. It beat against her ribs so hard it was a wonder all of them did not hear it. She fixed her gaze on Ben Atwater as he stood in the mouth of the alley. His eyes were filled with a cold fury she had never seen before.

      Like it did most days she saw him, her breath caught. She could not explain her reaction to him, but he made her knees weak with a single glance.

      The man who still held her arm tightened his grip to the point of pain. She winced, the action enough to make Ben step into the narrow passage.

      “I said, let her go.”

      The expression, “things happened in a blink of the eye,” was as old as time and she had never thought much of it. Now she did. One moment she saw Ben charge into the alleyway, the next she was on her butt, watching in horror as Ben took on her three attackers, and time seemed to slow to a crawl as they dragged him into the clearing. 

      She sat in stunned silence, each smack of fist against flesh echoing through her head as Ben took on all three of them by himself. 

      He took a fist to the face, his head snapping back with the blow. She gasped, her hand flying to her mouth as blood flew from his nose. The sight was enough to clear the fog trying to take up residence inside her head. She jumped to her feet and screamed, “Stop it!”

      No one acted as if they heard her. 

      Her heart pounded so hard watching them, she was sure it would burst from her chest at any moment. Fear that the three men beating Ben bloody would actually kill him snapped her out of her stunned stupor, and she ran to the street.

      “I need help!” Everyone turned to look at her, but no one said a word. “Please.” She looked back to the alley. “They are killing him!”

      For once, luck was on her side. She saw Marshal Avery step out of his office. Running in his direction, she hurried across the road. “Marshal! Marshal! They have Ben. They are going to kill him.”

      “What?”

      She did not wait for him to ask more questions, running back to the alleyway beside the mercantile instead while hoping he would follow her. When she stepped into the clearing, Ben was on the ground, the three who had shoved her off the sidewalk kicking him in turn.

      A single shot fired from Marshal Avery’s pistol made everyone freeze. As fights went, this one was one-sided and unfair, but the men beating Ben had not come away unscathed. One's nose was bleeding, another, a split lip. When they stepped away from Ben, she stared at his crumpled form, hesitating before dropping to her knees by his side as the Marshal and a few other men who had followed him into the clearing dealt with the three strangers.

      Bits of grass and dirt clung to Ben’s disheveled hair. He was on his side, one arm flung over his head. “Ben.” The word came out in a harsh croak of a sound. She cleared her throat and tried again. “Are you all right?”

      He groaned and rolled to his back. Morning Dove bit her tongue to keep from reacting. They beat his face bloody.

      “I’m fine.”

      He was also lying. “You do not look fine.” His eyes were bloodshot. The powerful scent of whiskey told her he had been in the saloon before coming to her rescue. “Can you sit up?” 

      She had never touched him. Not even to shake his hand, and the thought of doing so now made nervous butterflies dance in her stomach. She reached out, paused, then picked a few strands of grass from his face before sliding her arm under his shoulders and struggled to lift him.

      It took a few tries but between the two of them, he was able to sit up. They sat so close, she could feel his breath against her face and leaned back, heat crawling up her neck.

      Ben shifted when she did and winced before grabbing his ribs and taking several deep breaths. He blinked lazily at her, his tongue poking out to lick blood from his busted lips. The sight of it made her think things she should not.

      Every time she saw him, she turned into a simpering idiot without him saying a single word to her. Even sitting here, his face a mass of bruises and bleeding, he seemed bigger than life. His broad shoulders looked strong enough to take on the world, and as much as she enjoyed being so near to him, instinct told her to run as fast as she could and never look back.

      Pain shined in his eyes. He stared at her for a long moment before his attention turned to the three who had jumped him. He nodded in their direction.  “What was that all about?” 

      Marshal Avery had them up against the back of the mercantile, his voice pitched too low to make out what he was saying, but the pock-marked one was staring at her. She looked away, focusing her attention on Ben. “I bumped into one of them and he did not like that very much.” 

      A crowd had gathered at the mouth of the alley. Marshal Avery turned and ushered the three men back toward the sidewalk with the help of a few others, but stopped and looked over at them. “You all right, Ben?”

      Ben nodded, but said nothing.

      “You don’t look it.” Morgan straightened. “Head over and see Doc Reid and have him check those ribs.” He met her gaze. “Are you all right, Morning Dove?”

      “I am fine.”

      “I need to know what happened to deal with these three. Do you want to press charges?”

      Yes, but she was not stupid enough to do it. She bit her lip and shook her head. “No. I would like to go home. It was nothing more than a misunderstanding.”

      The pock-marked one spit blood, his hate-filled eyes locked on her. She focused on the Marshal. His expression said he knew why she was not making more of a fuss and there was sympathy shining in his gaze. At least he was not as oblivious as most of the townsfolk acted.

      “All right,” he said. “You take him over to Doc Reid’s. I’ll deal with these three.” 

      She watched him walk away, the men who started this complete mess grumbling the entire time. Focusing on Ben, the sight of his bleeding face brought on a wave of guilt. They had beaten him bloody because of her. “I am sorry, Ben.”

      “For what?”

      “For that,” she said, nodding to his face. “You did not have—“

      “—Yes, I did.” He shifted and winced again. “I saw them shove you into the alley from across the street. I also saw no one stepping in to help you.” 

      Ben braced his hand on the ground and tried to get up. Morning Dove grabbed his free arm and helped best she could. “You should see Doctor Reid like Marshal Avery suggested.”

      “I’ll be fine.”

      She doubted it but did not say as much. Her basket and all its contents were scattered across the ground. She retrieved them, happy the jar of apple preserves had not busted. The bag Aaron’s coffee beans were in did though, a good portion of them littering the grass. 

      “Are you in town alone?”

      Ben’s question brought her head up. “Yes.” She lifted the basket. “Betsey needed a few things, so I told her I would ride into town to get them since Samuel was having his nap.”

      “Well, come on, I’ll escort you back home.”

      Her girlish heart pounded at his words. “You do not have to do that.”

      He lifted his arm and wiped his bleeding nose on his shirtsleeve. “I know I don’t but I’m going to do it anyway.”

      The look on his face said he was not taking no for an answer. Morning Dove hooked her basket over her arm and tried to calm her racing pulse before nodding and heading back to the sidewalk.

      They made the ride across the prairie in silence. Ben was in a lot of pain, regardless of what he said. Morning Dove could see it in his eyes, in the slow way he moved, and grimaced when he had settled on his horse’s saddle.

      The day played out inside her head like moving pictures on the way home. The men she had run into were only three in a long line of people who pushed and shoved her around. Most everyone she knew in Willow Creek loved this town and were convinced the residents who lived here were, “the best bunch of folk you would ever meet.” She had never believed it. What most of her acquaintances did not know was that the people they thought were good and kind were cruel and had hearts as black as tar. There were the exceptions, though. Ben Atwater being one of them.

      As bad as it was at times, she still preferred Willow Creek to her old life back in Silver Falls. Life there had been unbearable and as terrible as it could be here sometimes, at least there was no Walter Burns. There was no make-believe marriage she could tell anyone about. No beatings or constant yelling. No unwanted touches in the middle of the night or working herself weary every single day. Here, she had a proper home, one she worked hard to keep, so she said nothing about the occasional verbal abuse she took from the townsfolk. 

      Here, life was perfect compared to the hell it had been. 

      The day Aaron Hilam rescued her would forever be the most important of her life. He had saved her in more ways than one. He gave her a new home and he and his wife Betsey treated her as if she were a part of their family. She could never repay them for their kindness. She tried. Anything she could do to help them around their small farm, she did without complaint, and she would be forever grateful to them. 

      Ben made a noise beside her. He looked pale. His nose had stopped bleeding, but with every step the horse made, his jaw clenched. “You should have stayed and seen the doctor.”

      He smiled. “You worried about me, Morning Dove?” 

      The way he said her name always caused her stomach to flutter. Betsey’s brother could turn her into a deaf-mute most days. It took nothing more than a glance from him to have her tongue-tied. After living in Willow Creek for endless months, she still found it hard to talk to him. He was too—overwhelming. 

      The first time they met, she could not do much more than stare at him. Now, it seemed every time she opened her mouth, she ended up rambling like an idiot, so she kept quiet to keep from looking foolish in front of him.

      Ben Atwater was everything Walter Burns was not. He was strong. Confident. Kind. And so handsome he was a walking dream come to life. She would happily sit and stare at him all day if she could, just to admire the way his blue eyes shined when he laughed, or to see how the sun turned his brown hair red when it hit at the right angle. He was loyal and brave and on the outside was the perfect man. 

      But his drinking problem told her he was not.

      He was plagued in ways Betsey thought might kill him one day. She glanced his way again. If she had to guess, she would say his bloodshot eyes were the product of too much whiskey and not the brutal fight, and she had enough complications in her life without falling for a man who drank more often than not, which was why she avoided him at all costs. She barely escaped Walter, and she was not in any hurry to tie herself to someone who had as many problems as Walter did. Ben Atwater was off limits, regardless of how badly she wished he was not. He was Betsey’s brother, and that alone put him in the friend category. His drinking drove the fact home.
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      Fury chased away most of Ben’s pain. Morning Dove was silent at his side, and his anger built with every agonizing step Cash took. His horse was agitated underneath him, as if he could sense his mood.

       He glanced over at Morning Dove again, taking in the long line of her neck. Her hair, which he knew was sleek and black as night, was pulled into a bun at the back of her head, much the same way Betsey wore hers. The calico dress she wore was more than likely Betsey’s as well and even though he’d never say it out loud, the look didn’t suit Morning Dove at all. It was too—plain. The woman at his side looked as wild and untamed as the west was wide and he preferred her that way. Putting on gingham dresses to blend in was almost criminal. He liked her in the buckskin dress she sometimes wore with her hair loose and shining in the noonday sun. 

      The morning replayed in his mind’s eye again. He’d caught sight of her the moment he stepped onto the sidewalk, and as he always did when seeing her, he watched her every step. Watching her bump into someone and that someone shove her out of his way as if she were nothing made something inside him snap. He was still furious about it. “Does that sort of thing happen often?”

      “Does what happen often?”

      She turned wide eyes to him and Ben was struck dumb when her black eyes locked on his own. He took in every lovely inch of her face and wondered for the millionth time what she’d do if he pulled her to him and kissed her like he’d wanted to do since the first day he saw her.

      He blinked and cleared his throat. “Strangers accosting you?” Her looking away and not answering was all he needed to know the truth. “How long?” 

      She sighed and readjusted the reins in her hand. “Does it matter?”

      “Of course it does.”

      Morning Dove was an enigma. Since the moment he met her, she’d been quiet and reserved. She spoke very little, especially to him. Today was the most he’d heard her say in the past six months.

      Her back was rigid and straight, her head held high. She looked proud as she sat on Betsey’s old horse Pansy, but all it took was one look into her eyes to know she held a lifetime of secrets she’d yet to talk about. Even Aaron, as close as he and Morning Dove were, knew very little about her and what he knew, he didn’t share, claiming it wasn’t his story to tell. 

      Aaron and Betsey’s farmhouse came into view long minutes later and Morning Dove physically relaxed. Her shoulders loosened, her posture not so rigid now, and he’d wondered more than once if he made her uncomfortable. With her rarely speaking to him—or looking at him, for that matter—he imagined he did. He didn’t have the slightest clue why, though.

      Betsey stepped out of the house with a large basket under one arm. She headed toward the clothesline, but paused when she saw them, throwing her arm into the air to wave. Her smile was followed by growing horror when they were close enough for her to see him clearly.

      “Ben!” She dropped her basket of clean laundry and hurried across the yard. “What happened?”

      “Stop fretting, Betsey. It’s nothing.”

      “That doesn’t look like nothing.”

      Morning Dove stopped and dismounted. “He was in a fight.”

      Betsey gave him a narrow-eyed look. “Please tell me you weren’t in the saloon again.”

      The words hit home more than they should have. “No, I wasn’t in the saloon.” At least not during the fight.

      Morning Dove glanced his way. “It is my fault.”

      “No, it wasn’t.” He dismounted, every bone creaking as he did. He held onto the saddle and tried to catch his breath. “Three men were messing with her and I stepped in—”

      “And got beat senseless for your trouble.” 

      Ben met Morning Dove’s gaze over his horse’s back and held it. “It was no trouble. I’d do it again.”

      Betsey sighed and came to his side, lifting his arm and draping it over her shoulder. “Come on. Let’s go get you cleaned up. Morning Dove, Aaron’s in the barn. Can you see to Ben’s horse?”

      “Yes.” 

      Ben watched her gather his horse’s reins and lead Cash and Pansy to the barn. Betsey helped him into the house and to one of the chairs at the kitchen table. 

      “Don’t move.”

      He laughed, then winced when something in his stomach pulled. “Believe me, that would be harder to do than I’d like to admit.”

      She drew water into a basin and added a few washcloths to it before bringing it back to the table. “Tell me what happened.”

      Betsey squeezed the water out of a washcloth and started cleaning the blood from his face as if he were a child. “I’m not really sure. I was across the street when I spotted Morning Dove. She bumped into someone and the asshole shoved her back into the wall.”

      Betsey sat up. “He shoved her?”

      “Yes. Pretty damn hard too, from what I saw.” She went back to cleaning his face. “I ran across the street and by the time I reached them, they were pushing her into the alley beside the mercantile. It all went tits up from there. I love a good fight but even I can’t take on three at one time and not mess up my pretty face.”

      She scoffed and rinsed the washcloth. “Are you ever serious?”

      “Only when I have to be.” He winced when she touched a cut under his eye.

      “Not that I enjoy cleaning you up after a fight, at least this time it was over something more than a drunken brawl in the saloon.”

      He looked away, knowing she was about to lecture him again about how much time he spent in the saloon. About how he knew what drinking caused. How their father had sullied the Atwater name by being the town drunk when he was alive and him following in his footsteps would only drag them down more.

      She stopped talking, and he assumed she was finished. He met her gaze and could see the disappointment on her face. It mirrored his own. He knew he was a screw-up. Why Holden Avery kept him on at the ranch was a mystery only the man himself could answer. He’d gone to work more than once so drunk he could barely stand and all the man had done was pour black coffee down his throat and work him until he’d get sick enough to purge the liquor from his stomach.

      “You’re not him, Ben.” She grabbed his hand. His knuckles were busted, dried blood caked around his fingers. “He was a drunk and a worthless excuse for a human. You’re better than that.”

      The back door opened before she could say more, which he was thankful for. Her words bit deep, like they always did. She was wrong, though. He wasn’t any better. He was drunk more often than not lately, which was probably why his ass had been handed to him today. He was getting too slow to react.

      Aaron’s face was red when he stepped into the kitchen. His friend since they were kids took one look at him and cursed under his breath. He turned to Morning Dove who entered the house behind him. “You’re not to go to town alone again.”

      She pursed her lips. “I am not a child.”

      “I know you’re not, but with all the newcomers moving in and around Willow Creek, it might be safer for someone to always accompany you.”

      “I will not live in fear, itákkaa.”

      “And I’m not asking you to.”

      They argued back and forth until Morning Dove finally rolled her eyes and headed deeper into the house. He had to agree with Aaron on this one. Morning Dove wasn’t safe in town alone.

      She hadn’t answered him as to whether the events of today had happened before, but something in her eyes told him it had. He’d seen the prejudice some folks had against her. Most people feared what they didn’t understand and tales of Indians had some people acting before thinking. The looks thrown Morning Dove’s way were filled with hate, but more often than not, it was fear he saw. With an Indian woman living amongst them, he imagined most folks were afraid more would come. 

      Aaron leaned back against the counter and crossed his arms over his chest. “Morning Dove told me what happened. I want to hear your side. I’m sure she didn’t tell me half of it.”

      Ben repeated what he’d told Betsey earlier.

      “Who were they?”

      “No clue.”

      Betsey stood and took the bowl of water to the door to toss out. Aaron took her vacated seat. “Drifters, you reckon?”

      “More than likely. I’d never seen them before so if I had to guess, I’d say they were probably passing through.”

      “What happened to them?”

      “Don’t know. Morgan escorted them away.” He shrugged. “We didn’t hang around to find out what he did with them.”

      Betsey came back inside and gave him a pointed look. “You’re staying here tonight.”

      He laughed. “I have a home, you know.”

      “Yes, but you’re hurt.”

      “I’ll live.”

      She blew out a breath. “Humor me, all right? It’s not like I can’t see you’re holding your ribs. Are they broken or just bruised?”

      “I can still move so bruised I’m guessing.”

      “Well, stay for supper, at least. I’ll wrap your ribs and get a hot meal in you. I’ll feel better sending you home with at least that much done for you.” 

      Eating was something he could do. He nodded and glanced toward the hall Morning Dove had disappeared down. Staying for supper meant he got to spend more time in her presence, and that alone was reason enough to stay.
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      She could not sleep. Morning Dove sighed and threw the blankets back while staring at the ceiling. The house was quiet, the only sound was the creaking of branches from the old tree outside her bedroom window.

      The evening before replayed in her mind’s eye as she laid there. Ben had stayed through supper. The conversation around the dinner table had ranged from the almost attack on her to horses and back again. She had been exhausted by the time she excused herself and went to bed.

      Aaron had been livid when she told him what had happened in town, even with her downplaying it. He had been a constant friend to her since the day he shot Walter for slapping her face so hard she had fallen.  

      Walter. The mere thought of him made her furious. He was the most jealous man she had ever known. Aaron had done nothing more than ask her a simple question—what town was he in—and her reply of Silver Falls had been enough to set Walter off. He had slapped her and when Aaron said something about it, the old fool had pulled his gun, but Aaron was faster. The only downside to the entire ordeal was that Walter had lived to complain about it.

      It was not all bad. The shooting had set off a chain of events that turned her miserable existence into one she looked forward to everyday. She was free here. The townsfolk may look at her as if she was something foul on the bottom of their shoes, but she would take their fear and scorn of her over Walter’s overbearing presence any day of the week. 

      Getting up, she dressed in her own clothes, the worn buckskin more comfortable than the long dresses Betsey gave her to wear. They thought by dressing her up like the other women in town, people would forget who she was, but all it did was make them think she was trying to hide in plain sight and she supposed she was. It never worked, though. 

      After brushing and braiding her hair into two long tails, she headed for the kitchen. It was still dark out, but the sky over the mountain was turning purple, signaling the arrival of the sun. The full moon lit the prairie beyond the house all the way to Willow Creek and she stared out at the world until a noise at her back made her jump. 

      Ben stood in the doorway to the kitchen, one arm around his middle. Betsey had wrapped his ribs the night before. She had insisted on trying to wash the blood from his shirt and ended up giving him one of Aaron’s instead. He was not wearing it now. 

      She tried not to stare at his naked chest, or the dark patch of hair that covered it and trailed down to his flat belly. Tried not to notice the hard play of muscles that lay beneath his flesh or how bronzed his skin was from working outdoors.

      “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

      “You did not,” she lied, tearing her gaze from his exposed chest to his face. “I did not know you were still here.”

      He grinned, the whites of his teeth shining. “Betsey’s as stubborn as the day is long. She refused to let me leave once it got dark.” He motioned into the living room with a tilt of his head. “I stretched out on the couch, not that it did much good. I’m not sure I got an hour's sleep all night.”

      Me either.

      Ben pushed away from the doorframe he was leaning against and sauntered into the room. Morning Dove grabbed the coffee pot and filled it with water as he pulled a chair out from the table, the legs scraping against the floor loud in the stillness.

      As usual when around Ben, she found it hard to look at him. She stayed at the stove, taking her time lighting it and getting the coffee ready to brew.

      “Why don’t you ever talk to me?”

      The sound of Ben’s voice made her entire body jolt. She glanced at him over her shoulder. He was leaned back in his chair, his legs stretched out in front of him and crossed at the ankles. “I do talk to you.”

      “Only when I speak to you first.”

      She turned away and shrugged a shoulder, ignoring the way her pulse
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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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