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      The door to Jillian Morgan’s shop slammed open, a blast of cold October wind rushing in. The large white bucket of flowers, which only moments before had been in her hands, hit the floor. To make matters worse, water sloshed across the floor and soaked her tennis shoes. It wasn’t even eight, and this was not the way to start the day. She brushed a wayward curl out of her eyes, and even though she wasn’t open yet, she smiled at the potential customer standing in front of her. The only saving grace was that he had stayed dry.

      “Good morning. How can I help you?”

      He pointed to the door over his shoulder. “I just saw your closed sign.” The man was close to six feet tall and slender, with short, dirty-blonde hair and hazel eyes. He offered her a sheepish smile. “I can come back.”

      “No, it’s fine.” She didn’t remember seeing him in her shop before and wondered if he was just passing through town.

      He bent over and retrieved the bucket. “Looks like your day isn’t off to a great start.” His smile was bright and friendly. “If you grab a mop, I’ll clean up the water so you can save the flowers.”

      “No, that’s all right, but thank you.” She stepped over the puddle to stand behind the counter and brushed back another stray curl. “How can I help you today?”

      He looked at the flowers still on the floor and flashed her a grin. “Tell you what. Let me help you clean this up, really, and I’ll give you my flower order.” He tipped his head to the side. “And for my trouble, you can give me ten percent off.”

      Since he insisted on being a nice guy, she relented. “I’m Jillian, the owner of this shop.” She wasn’t used to anyone offering extra help with much of anything, including raising her daughter, Melanie. After a moment of hesitation, she said, “Thank you.”

      He stuck out his hand. “I’m Brett, and I’ve only lived in town for a couple of months.”

      That explained why she hadn’t seen him before. Between running the shop and spending as much time as she could with Melanie, she didn’t socialize much. There just weren’t enough hours in the day. “Welcome to Holly Haven. And you’re just in time for the holiday season. From Labor Day until the New Year, we’re always up to something around here, but mostly it’s all about Christmas.”

      “It’s charming. Even though I grew up near Boston, my parents used to bring me to the tree lighting ceremony here every year.”

      She leaned against the counter. “I think that’s one of my favorite nights of the holiday season. It’s magical.” She heard the wistfulness in her voice and snapped back into florist mode. “Do you have any idea what you’d like for an arrangement today?” 

      Brett began picking up flowers and setting them in the now-upright five-gallon bucket. “I’m not sure. Something bright and cheery, maybe with some daisies.” He held up a lily. “And whatever this is?”

      She suppressed a grin. He looked cute, his hands full of flowers dripping water. “I can include some daisies and lilies in the arrangement. Are there any other flowers you’d like?”

      He continued filling the bucket with flowers from the floor until the last ones were scooped up.

      “Why don’t you look around and see if any of the arrangements in the cooler strike you, or I’m happy to put together something new.” She hurried through the archway into the back room, where she grabbed the mop and floor bucket. When she returned to the main shop area, she noticed Brett studying each prearranged bouquet with great interest.

      He looked at her. “Did you make all of these this morning?”

      She dropped the wet mop into the wringer, squeezed it out, and wiped up the last of the puddle. “Actually, last night.” She pushed the mop and bucket back into the storage room. When she returned, she asked, “Did you find something?” 

      He gestured toward an arrangement of white roses, lilies, and colorful Gerber daisies. “I like this one. These are much prettier than the supermarket flowers I’ve been buying.” He winced. “Sorry. I’ve been meaning to come in sooner.”

      “I’m glad you’re here now.” She pulled it from the case and pointed to the cards on the counter. “I can have it delivered by lunchtime. If you’d like to add a card, help yourself.”

      “Can I take it with me? I’ll deliver it personally.”

      She smiled. “The personal touch is always appreciated.” She slipped the vase into a protective wrapper and stapled the top. “Is there anything else I can get you?”

      “Would it be possible to have an arrangement made up for me each week for the rest of the year? Similar in size, but designed with different color schemes. For the holidays, can you create themed arrangements in seasonal colors? Oh, and do you know where I can get a few wreaths?”

      “Sure, that wouldn’t be a problem. Same day and time each week?”

      He smiled. “Yes, please.”

      She pulled out her order pad and jotted down notes on the upcoming orders. She was pleased to have the job. “Right before Thanksgiving, I’ll have wreaths for sale. If you’d like, I’m accepting preorders now.” 

      He withdrew his wallet to pay for the flowers. “Put me down for two large wreaths, and if I could pick up the arrangements every Wednesday around four thirty, that would be good.”

      How sweet. He must have a weekly dinner with his girlfriend. She wondered if Heather, her best friend and owner of The Haven Bookstore, might know who the new hunk in town was and whether he was dating. “I can definitely do that.” She handed him a business card. “I close at five, but if you’re running late, just give me a call and we can figure something out so you’ll still be able to pick them up.”

      He gave her a wide smile. “Thanks. That’s really nice of you.”

      She ran his credit card and handed him the electronic pad to sign. “Thank you for your business.” She cringed at how perky her voice sounded, but a steady customer, not just for bouquets but also for wreaths, was a nice boost for the rest of the year. “One last question. Would you like the flowers in vases each week, or will you reuse the one you have with today’s arrangement?” 

      He picked up the flowers and glanced at the clear-cut glass vase. “This is pretty and multipurpose, but for next week, let’s have another vase. That way, they can be washed in between.”

      “Perfect.”

      He gave her another warm smile, and the gold flecks in his eyes sparkled. “Jillian, I’ll see you next Wednesday.” With that, he was gone.

      She leaned against the counter, watching as he disappeared down the street. He was handsome. Not that she needed a complication of the male variety.

      Her cell pinged. It was her mom. Melanie had asked whether they were still going to the skating rink tonight. Hockey signups were starting, and she was determined to make the team.

      Without hesitation, she answered, Yes. She wanted her daughter to gain the same sense of confidence on the ice she’d had as a kid. Hockey had given her more than confidence; it had helped pay her way through college, and that’s where she had met Melanie’s father, even if he had turned out to be an absentee dad.

      The last time he had seen her was almost four years ago. He was chasing the dream of financial success, and maybe someday he’d realize she was worth more than a monthly check, fancy gifts for special occasions, an occasional phone call, and an even rarer visit.
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      Brett carried the vase of flowers to his car, a smile playing on his face. Jillian was a surprise; he hadn’t expected the owner of Petals to be a pretty young woman who jolted his heart into action. It had been a while since Racine had broken off their engagement, and he had no interest in getting involved with anyone new, but it felt good to appreciate the pretty woman with cornflower-blue eyes and blonde curls. She was the picture of the girl next door, and he was already looking forward to next Wednesday. But first, he’d make a quick stop at his mom’s house. He had signed up to start coaching the local youth hockey team, and tonight was the first practice. 

      “Mom, where are you?” He walked through the empty kitchen, carrying the vase, and entered the living room. His mom sat in his father’s recliner, a box of tissues on her lap, and used ones littering the floor. 

      He set the vase of flowers on the coffee table and said, “Hey, Mom.” His voice was gentle as he dropped to one knee and touched her hand. “What’s going on?” His heart felt heavy in his chest.

      Her hazel eyes were rimmed red and bloodshot. “Brett, when did you get here? I must have lost track of time.”

      “Just now.” He pointed to the table. “Surprise.”

      She patted a hand over her chic, silvery-blonde hair and rested a freckled hand against his cheek.  “Are those for me?”

      “They are. I finally made time to check out the flower shop, and I just had to pick some up. Dad always bought you flowers.” A fresh wave of grief washed over him as he remembered all the Wednesdays when his dad came home carrying a bright bouquet for her.

      A small smile tugged at the corner of her lips. “Your father brought me a bouquet every week, all the years we were married.”

      “I remember that he sometimes picked wildflowers. I think those were some of your favorites.”

      Her eyes took on a faraway look. “Before we moved to Holly Haven, we had a huge flower garden where I could cut them every day. Every table in our home held vases of colorful blooms in the summer.”

      “And Dad bought different flowers every week.” He handed her a tissue.

      She dried her cheeks. “I’m glad you came over today, and thank you for the flowers. They’re lovely, but you should find a special girl to buy flowers for every week, not your mother.”

      “Mom, I don’t have time to date. I’m still unpacking my apartment and getting used to my new job.” He eased back on the sofa. “But I did call the youth hockey club. At work, someone mentioned they were looking for an assistant coach.” He gave a one-shouldered shrug. “I thought it’d be good to get back on the ice.”

      “Is this a pre-Christmas miracle?” Mom flashed him a genuinely pleased smile. “You haven’t touched a hockey stick in over ten years.”

      “I don’t want to rehash the past, Mom, but I can still skate. And who knows? Maybe there’s a kid who’d be interested in learning from me.” He got up and grabbed a small trash can. “I’ll clean this up, but I need to get to work. Any chance you’d make meatloaf for dinner tomorrow night, with baby carrots and all the good stuff?”

      She shook a finger at him. “I know you have an ulterior motive for getting me off the chair, but how can I say no to my favorite son asking for his favorite meal in the middle of the week?”

      “I’m your only kid, so I’d better be your favorite.” He pressed a kiss to her cheek. “If you need anything before tomorrow, give me a call.”

      She stood and gave him a tight hug. “Be patient with me, Son.”

      He heard the catch in her voice. “I will. Everyone says the first year is the hardest, but you’ve got me, and we’ll get through all the firsts together.” He held her tight, his chin resting on her head. “I think we should go out for Thanksgiving dinner. There’s plenty of time to make a reservation.” He didn’t want to tell her he’d already made one. “We’ll talk about it tomorrow night.” 

      “I’m not sure, but I’ll think about it.” She let him go with a final squeeze. “Thanks for stopping by. I woke up feeling blue, and you added a sparkle to my day.” 

      “Why don’t you go to the library today and the market tomorrow? Or better yet, you could stop at that little bookstore in town. You might meet some people.”

      “Brett, you’re pushing me again.” She gave him a small poke. “You need to get to work, and I have a shopping list to make.”

      “I’ll call you later.”

      “You’ll do no such thing; you don’t need to hover. Besides, you have hockey practice tonight.”

      This time, the smile reached her eyes, and the knot inside his chest relaxed.

      “That’s something I haven’t said in a long time. Have fun.” She opened the kitchen door and ushered him out. “See you at six tomorrow.” She closed the door behind him, effectively shoving him along.

      His parents had moved to Holly Haven in January, and his dad had been diagnosed with cancer in March. He’d been with his father during the final weeks of his life and had helped care for him. Only after his dad passed did he find a job and officially move to Holly Haven. Now, it had been four months, and he was learning to live without his rock. Sadly, there hadn’t been time for his mom to make new friends or find a support network before Dad had gotten so sick. Hopefully, today would be the first step if she went to the bookstore or library; one thing she had always loved was reading. 

      He looked back at the one-story house where his parents had planned to spend their retirement, and his heart ached for what would never be. Life rarely turned out as planned, and Brett knew that firsthand. His dream career and his engagement were both wisps of smoke, gone with the wind.
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      “I can’t wait to go to hockey.” Melanie flopped onto the floor. “Will all this stuff fit in my bag?”

      Jillian sat cross-legged on the carpet next to the open gear bag, tired after a busy day in the shop. She had never really gotten into a good groove since dumping the bucket of flowers in front of her new customer, Brett.

      So far, Melanie’s skates were packed, along with her helmet, pads, face mask, socks, pants, and gloves. She searched the two inside pockets and found Mel’s pelvic protector. “Kiddo, where’s your mouthpiece container?”

      Melanie shrugged. “I dunno.” She looked around, then hopped up. “I see it.” She grabbed it off the bed and giggled as she made a wild toss to Jillian, who caught it by stretching to the right.

      Jillian decided not to admonish her for throwing things in the house tonight.

      Melanie clapped her hands. “You caught it!” Her sweet laugh filled the room. “Gram says I’m gonna be a Mite. She says you were one, too.”

      She nodded. “I was. All kids under eight are considered Mites and, in a couple of years, you’ll move up to Squirt.”

      She scrunched up her nose. “Those are funny names.”

      “They are, but when you grow up and become a famous hockey player…”

      “Like you were, Momma?” Her head tilted to one side, and it was easy to see the excitement in her eyes. “Gram tells me stories about each trophy she has in your old room. She says you were a big deal.”

      “I wasn’t famous, honey. My college team won a championship, and we all worked hard to make it happen.”

      “But Gram says you were the captain and that everyone liked you.”

      “That was a long time ago. Now it’s your turn to learn the basics and become a good team player. That’s critical to any team’s success.”

      Melanie crossed her arms over her chest and lowered her chin. “What if the boys don’t want me to play? Some of the kids at school said only boys are on the team and that I’ll be the only girl.” 

      Jillian’s heart twinged. “I don’t think you’ll be the only girl; that’s just kids talking.” She remembered that same fear. She scooted across the floor and wrapped her arms around her mini-me, from the blonde curls and blue eyes to the small dimple in her cheek. There was nothing of her tall, dark, and very handsome father in this little girl, and that was a good thing. The last thing she wanted was another reminder of the man who up and left his daughter without a second thought. 

      “I’m going to tell you the same thing Gram told me every time I started working with a new team,” she said. “Work hard, play hard, but most of all, have fun. That’s what playing a sport is all about. If you’re not having fun, it’s not worth it.”

      Melanie looked at Jillian, her eyes wide. “Does that mean I don’t have to keep playing if I don’t like it?”

      Jillian shook her head. “Bug, you know our house rule. If you make a commitment, you have to honor it. You’re joining the Holly Haven Drummers, so you’ll play the entire season. If you decide you don’t want to play next year, you don’t have to. Deal?”

      Melanie gave her mom’s hand a shake. “Deal.”

      “Finish getting ready, and I’ll meet you in the living room. Don’t forget to use the bathroom.”

      The little girl scrambled up from the bedroom floor and raced down the hall. The bathroom door banged shut. Jillian zipped up the gear bag. She could picture Melanie cruising across the ice. At least she didn’t need to learn to skate or how to hold a stick. Jillian hadn’t wanted to push her to play, but she had gotten excited when Melanie told her about the sign in the town square she had seen when Gram picked her up from school. She loved the ice just as much as Jillian did, and they skated every chance they got on Sullivan’s Pond each winter. This would be the first time Jillian had set foot in a rink since walking away from an opportunity to play on the Olympic team. At one time, she had thought she’d be a college coach or even work with men’s hockey. The day she took the test and saw the pink plus sign, her life changed, and there was no looking back. 

      She heard water running in the sink and slung the gear bag over her shoulder. From experience, she knew she needed another layer. Ice rinks were freaking cold, especially when you weren’t skating.

      

      Cars filled the parking lot and Jillian eased her Outback into what looked like the last free space near the road. There had to be kids from neighboring towns who had also come to sign up. At least this wasn’t a tryout; with this group, every kid was included. There was a natural cutting process. Once parents understood the time commitment—practice twice a week and one game on the weekend—kids would melt away. After that, the next group of kids who’d rather be in front of a screen and didn’t want to be in the rink would evaporate. That would leave the coaches with the best group.

      “Momma, come on. We gotta get inside. Look how many people came.” Melanie’s seat belt was unbuckled, and her car door was open.

      “I’ll get your bag and stick.”

      “I’ll carry it; it’s got all my stuff.” Melanie dragged the bag across the back seat. It hit the hard ground with a thud. “Got it.” She slammed the car door, struggled to get the shoulder strap across her body, and heaved it off the ground. 

      Jillian suppressed a grin as she watched Melanie stagger. She was one determined little girl. Jillian held up the bag to help her and took the stick as well. Locking the car, they crossed the parking lot. Once the leaves were off the trees, the ground would soon be covered with snow—if the weather forecast was correct. Thanksgiving was just four weeks away, and then Christmas. Jillian was trying to get tickets for a professional hockey game as a gift for her and Melanie, but so far the prices were too high. She might take her to a college game instead.

      Melanie adjusted the strap on her shoulder.

      “Sure you don’t want me to carry that for you?” Jillian opened the heavy steel door to the rink.

      “Nope. I got it.”

      In the small vestibule, signs indicated which age group should go where. The sign for Mites pointed to the left. They entered a large lobby where parents and kids alike were talking and milling around. Doors led to the stands, with one leading directly onto the ice. She looked to the left and saw the sign for the locker rooms. A few kids were chasing each other around the room, and she was relieved to see girls as well as boys. She nudged Melanie’s shoulder and gestured to a little girl with long braids.

      “Isn’t that Suzi from your class?”

      Melanie nodded but didn’t say a word. Instead, she stood quietly, taking it all in. “Do you think they all want to be a Mite?”

      A hint of doubt crept into her voice. Her hand slipped into Jillian’s and held on tight. She gave it an encouraging squeeze.

      “You skate like the wind, and you have the basics down pat.”

      She spotted a spot on the far side of the room where they could wait and steered Melanie in that direction. They threaded their way through groups of families, both large and small. She carried the bag and stick so Melanie wouldn’t bump into anyone.

      An older man walked into the room wearing a dark-blue knit cap and a fleece bearing the Holly Haven Drummers logo. Jillian recognized Coach Richards; he had coached her when she was young. Another man, close to six feet tall and lanky, walked in behind him. He looked familiar, and when his eyes met hers, they widened in mild surprise. It was her customer from the shop today. Brett. 
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      The minute Brett scanned the room, his eyes found the beautiful florist. A cute, curly-headed girl stood next to her. He wouldn’t have guessed he’d find her in a hockey rink. Maybe there wasn’t much else to do in the winter months, or maybe the little girl’s mom was a hockey fan. He gave her a smile, and she returned it. 

      Coach Richards gave a welcoming speech and, with a chuckle, said, “If anyone is looking for the basketball courts, they’re on the opposite side of the parking lot.”

      A ripple of laughter slid from one side of the room to the other.

      “We’re going to divide into groups by age. Seven- and eight-year-olds, line up under the purple banner. Next group, ages nine through twelve, under the red banner, and anyone who is six and under, gather near the blue Mites banner. Coach Parsons will meet you there.”

      Brett walked over to Jillian and the little girl.

      He said, “Hello. It’s nice to see you again.”

      She placed her hands on her daughter’s shoulders. “This is my daughter, Melanie.”

      He knelt to look her in the eyes. “Nice to meet you. I’m Coach Parsons. Are you signing up to play?”

      “Uh-huh. I got all my gear, too.” She tilted her head. “Can girls play on your team?”

      “Sure can.” He looked at Jillian, who smiled at him, then looked back at Melanie. “Can you skate?”

      “Yup. Momma says I’m like the wind.”

      “That will help on the ice.” He had to chuckle to himself. Jillian was already looking like a good hockey mom. She was prepared and warmly dressed for sitting on the sidelines.

      Coach Richards stood in front of the group. “Hello, parents and players. I’d like to introduce Coach Parsons. He’s new in town, so be nice to him. I’m asking him to kick things off for us today.”

      Brett addressed the group. “Hello, everyone. For those who haven’t been here before, always check the board when you come in to see which locker room you’re assigned to. Everyone needs to be in full gear, including mouth and neck guards, or I can’t let you on the ice. Today we’ll see how everyone skates, but we won’t be using our sticks. So get your gear on, and I’ll see you on the ice.”

      Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Melanie grab her bag strap and grin at her mom. He was already impressed with the girl; she was independent, but would that translate into being a good team player long term? With a shrill whistle, the group moved toward the door. Jillian held Melanie back to let some kids go ahead of her. Was she nervous about having her daughter on the ice? 

      They stopped near him, and Brett asked, “Are you ready to have some fun?”

      She flashed him a grateful smile, then bobbed her head toward Melanie. “Someone’s a little nervous.”

      “Understandable. I’m guessing it’s your first year.”

      Melanie shook her head. “No, I play with Momma at the pond.”

      “Well, hopefully I can teach you something, too.” He led them to the far side of the locker room, where he helped Melanie set her bag on the bench. He couldn’t help but notice Jillian glance at the ice as they walked in. Her face looked almost wistful. He glanced around and wondered where this bright-eyed little girl’s dad was sitting.

      He noticed Melanie’s gear bag. It looked brand new, which Brett knew was an expensive outlay. If the rest of her equipment was new, he’d have to suggest that Jillian network with other parents for used equipment. Kids grew so fast that it made sense to pass things along to the up-and-comers, and next time, she wouldn’t have such a huge cash outlay. 

      A while later, he was surprised to see Melanie gliding effortlessly over the ice while Jillian clapped, encouraging her to turn and pick up speed. There was more to this hockey mom than he knew, and he was going to enjoy discovering her secrets.
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      After Melanie got into her gear, she hit the ice. Some kids were free skating before practice; others were warming the bench. Jillian watched as Melanie made the turn at the end of the rink and skated toward her at full speed. She stopped with a swivel, her skates biting into the ice and sending a small spray in Jillian’s direction.

      She called out, “That looked good. How did it feel, Melanie?”

      “It was fun.” Melanie looked around at some of the other kids struggling to stay upright, but she never gloated. When Suzi’s legs gave out, and she landed hard on the ice, Melanie said, “I have to help Suzi,” and then took off.

      Jillian stuck her hands in her coat pockets and realized she had forgotten to put the pocket warmers in. When she looked up, she saw Brett watching her before his gaze followed Melanie across the ice. She took a modicum of satisfaction in the surprise on his face at her daughter’s ability. Melanie was a natural and came by it honestly. Brett gave her a half nod with a smile. 

      Coach Richards blew his whistle and motioned for the kids to circle up. Parents began to move into the stands, but Jillian leaned against the rink wall and watched Brett. Did this guy have a clue about coaching? That was the mystery. She ran her gaze over him, noting his zip-front jacket and black pants. From head to toe, he looked like a coach. She had noticed he was in great shape before, but on the ice, he had an unmistakable swagger. He was comfortable on skates, as if they were part of him. Within a few minutes, he had the kids grouped in what she thought was a haphazard way and asked them to skate the width of the rink and back. 

      Jillian caught his eye again as he glanced at the stands and back at her. She longed to feel her blades bite the ice as she drove the puck toward the net. She could almost hear the hollow thud of sticks banging against the boards as the team celebrated a goal. But this wasn’t about her. This was Melanie’s time to shine.
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      Brett watched Jillian settle into the stands, but her gaze never left the ice. The look on her face was almost wistful— as if she belonged out there. Maybe she had been a figure skater. He’d laced up his first pair of skates at four and remembered the exhilaration of gliding over the ice, but that was before an accident took the game from him.

      Melanie looked confident on the ice, but could she handle a puck and would she be afraid of a pack of kids all chasing her if she was the one driving it? He had to be careful; he was already looking out for a single player. He took one last glance at Jillian and gave her an awkward glove-covered
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PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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