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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Trevor McGavin parked his truck in front of what used to be the Campbell house but now belonged to Olivia Shaw. The outside looked about the way he remembered it from years ago. The screened-in front porch had been freshly painted but it was the same shade of brown.

      Grabbing a carton of eggs from the passenger seat, he climbed out and walked through a patch of wild grass that crunched under his boots. Out of habit he pushed back his hat and glanced up. Not a cloud in sight. Damn.

      Southwestern Montana desperately needed rain, but the October sky was an unrelenting blue. As a backdrop for red, yellow and orange leaves, it was a stunner. A hard downpour would end that display, but Trevor had spent the past two months training as a volunteer with the Eagles Nest Fire Department. He and his buddies at the station would gladly trade fall color for a gully washer.

      He took the cement walk to the porch. The hinges on the screen door squeaked. As a kid, he hadn’t noticed things like that. Now he had the urge to grab a can of WD-40 and fix it.

      He almost expected to see toy trucks strewn around. He and Bryce had gone to school with Jeremy Campbell and they’d spent a good bit of time out on the porch playing with their trucks. The redwood furniture was the same but the cushions were different.

      Olivia must have heard him coming because she opened the front door before he could knock. “You brought eggs from Kendra!”

      He tugged on the brim of his hat. “Yes, ma’am.”

      “On top of you fixing my drywall, too. That’s above and beyond. Thank you, Trevor.”

      “Mom’s enamored of those chickens. She feels obliged to spread the wealth.”

      “I appreciate it.” She took the eggs and ushered him inside. “Fresh eggs are a luxury.”

      “That’s what Mom says.” Olivia looked different, although she had on her glasses and wore her long, dark hair pulled back with a clip like he normally saw it.

      But whenever she came to Wild Creek Ranch she dressed in a blouse and skirt that made her appear businesslike. Then again, accountants were supposed to project that image, right? Otherwise people wouldn’t trust them to sort out their finances.

      Evidently when Olivia was off-duty she preferred jeans and a sweater. The moss-colored knit fabric draped her breasts in a way he shouldn’t be noticing. Besides being the McGavin family accountant, she was the least flirtatious woman he’d ever met.

      His mom believed it was because she’d lost her soulmate. Although it had been three years since Edward’s death, she likely wasn’t over it and might never be. Trevor had met the guy a few times and had liked him. Ogling his widow when she showed zero interest was just wrong.

      Better to focus on the house. The outside might look the same, but the inside sure didn’t. Before the dominant color had been beige. That had been replaced with bright colors and lots of plants. The place even smelled different, like citrus.

      He glanced around. “Are you burning a scented candle?” After his firefighting training, he was less tolerant of lit candles.

      “It’s a diffuser.” She pointed to where it sat on a side table.

      He grinned. “Let me guess. You bought one after getting a massage from April.”

      “I did.”

      “I swear half the town is diffusing essential oils these days thanks to her. Not that I object. They’re safer than candles.”

      “That’s what I decided.”

      “I just think it’s funny that everywhere I go, there’s a diffuser.”

      “I love mine. Let me put the eggs in the fridge and then I’ll show you the wall.”

      “Sure. No rush. I don’t have anything else going on this afternoon.”

      “And lucky you,” she called over her shoulder as she went into the kitchen, “you get to do a maintenance chore for me instead of relaxing with a beer.”

      “Happy to do it.” Until recently he and his brothers had used any spare time to work on the second barn at Wild Creek Ranch, but that was finished. Between firehouse duty, his job with Paladin Construction and the barn project, his days had been packed.

      He’d joked with his mom that he didn’t know what to do with a free Saturday afternoon. She’d promptly sent him over to repair Olivia’s wall. That would teach him.

      But it was okay. Olivia was always looking for ways to keep the ranch from paying too much in taxes. His mom adored her.

      “I hope this won’t take too much of your time.” She reappeared and started down the hall. “The hole’s not very big. It’s in my bedroom.”

      As he followed her, he glanced into the room that used to be Jeremy’s. It was an office now. The house seemed a lot smaller than it had when he was a kid. “Didn’t there used to be three bedrooms?”

      “There were. We took out the wall between the third one and the master so we could have a master suite. Did you know the Campbells?”

      “Bryce and I are the same age as their son. We used to hang out with him.”

      “They seem like nice people.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “You have beautiful cowboy manners, Trevor, but the way you call me ma’am makes me feel ancient.”

      “Sorry, I just—”

      “I know. Kendra taught all her boys to be polite. I love that.” She walked into the room and turned to face him. “But how about calling me Olivia?”

      Simple request. But it knocked him off kilter and gave him ideas he likely shouldn’t be entertaining. “I can do that.”

      “Thank you.” She pointed to an inside wall. “The damage is over there.”

      “Huh.” He crossed to a hole that could have been made by a short guy putting his fist through it. He’d bet the keys to his work truck that wasn’t the explanation. “If you don’t mind my asking, how did this happen?”

      “I kicked it.”

      Dumbfounded, he turned to her. “While you were doing what, exactly?”

      “Practicing my kickboxing.”

      “Kickboxing.”

      “It’s great exercise.”

      That would explain how toned she looked under the jeans and sweater. “I’ve never seen it done so I’ll take your word for it. They teach kickboxing classes somewhere in Eagles Nest?”

      “No. I drive to Bozeman once a week and practice at home in between lessons. I was really into it one night and I misjudged how close I was to the wall.”

      “Did you hurt your foot?”

      “Fortunately not. I was wearing running shoes with a thick sole.”

      “That’s good.” He would love her to recreate the scene for him but figured asking was inappropriate. “Is it anything like karate?”

      “Somewhat.”

      “Then it’s probably good for self-defense.”

      “It could be, I guess.”

      “Then I can see why you’d want to learn something like that since you live alone.”

      She smiled. “This is Eagles Nest. One of the reasons Edward and I moved here was the incredibly low crime rate. For two people born and raised in Chicago, it was a big selling point.”

      “So you only do it for exercise?” He wasn’t buying it.

      “Well, that and for…anger management.”

      “Seriously?” He nudged back his hat. “I can’t imagine you needing such a thing.”

      “Me, either, which is why I didn’t recognize an emotion like rage. It was so unlike me. Then one night in the kitchen I started screaming and smashing dishes.”

      “I’m having so much trouble picturing this. You’re—”

      “Quiet? Reserved?”

      “Exactly.”

      “I used to be very quiet, but after Edward died my outward calm was an act. Inwardly I was furious. It wasn’t fair. I was mad at him, mad at the world, mad at the doctors who’d failed to save him.”

      He nodded. “Yeah, that makes sense. It wasn’t fair. He was too young.”

      “Exactly. Kendra’s the only person I ever told about my meltdown and she suggested I start doing something physical, preferably where I’d get to pound on things. Kickboxing lets me do that.”

      He glanced at the hole in the wall. “Are you still angry?”

      “No, thank goodness. The kickboxing worked great and once I faced what was wrong with me, I got some counseling. This truly was an accident. I didn’t go into a rage and kick the wall in.”

      “Good to know.”

      “How long will it take to fix it?”

      “Not long. Less than an hour. I’ll get my stuff from the truck.”

      “I told Kendra I’d pay you.”

      He shook his head. “No, ma—” He cleared his throat. “No, Olivia.” He liked saying her name. It wasn’t one he came across every day. “I’m grateful for the outstanding job you do for Mom and the ranch.”

      “She pays me for that so I should pay you for this.”

      “Still not taking it. Be right back.” He touched the brim of his hat and left the room.

      Whew. Olivia was nothing like the cool, collected accountant he’d pegged her as. Smashing dishes. Kickboxing. His mom could have warned him.

      But no, she wouldn’t have. His mom had received that information in confidence. He wouldn’t go blabbing it, either, and he was kind of flattered that Olivia had entrusted him with it.

      Then again, she had a hole in her wall and she might have decided telling the truth about it was her best option. She wouldn’t have had to add the part about anger management, though. Or smashing dishes because she was furious that her young husband had up and died on her.

      But she’d been open with him and he was more motivated than ever to give her a nice repair job. After strapping on his tool belt and hauling his toolbox out of the truck, he loaded his other supplies into a plastic tote and carried both back to the house.

      She was at the door and held it for him. “I really appreciate this. I’ve looked at that stupid hole for two weeks and it bothers me. The rest of the room is beautiful, but the hole just ruins it.”

      “It’ll be gone as of today.” He followed her down the hall. This time he was more aware that they were headed into her bedroom. Before he’d been too distracted by their conversation to take much note of the space other than the damaged wall. Did she have a picture of her late husband on a nightstand? He’d look.

      “I got out the paint just now, but I’ll handle that after you’ve finished the patch. It probably has to dry for a while.”

      “Not as much as you might think. I brought a fast-working compound and if you have a hair dryer, we can get the whole thing done, paint and all.”

      “With all this hair, you know I have a hair dryer.”

      Now that she’d mentioned it, he paid more attention to the luxurious hair captured by a silver clip. It hung in glossy waves nearly to her waist and rippled with each step she took. Hair that long took a while to grow. Three years?

      A paint can and brush sat beside the wall. “Lucky you still have the same batch.”

      “I was pretty sure I did. I repainted about six months ago when I redecorated the bedroom.”

      “Ah.” That made the project less creepy. He shouldn’t care if the room looked the way it had when she’d shared it with her late husband. But he was more willing to admire the color scheme if it was new.

      Setting down his toolbox and his materials on the hardwood floor, he took a quick look around. The walls were a warm pink that picked up the dominant color in a large abstract piece of artwork hanging over the bed.

      He’d never understood pictures that didn’t look like anything specific, but this one drew him in for some reason. For want of a better word, he’d say it was arousing. The curtains and bedding were ivory, and she’d added some throw pillows to the bed in various shades of pink. No picture of Edward anywhere.

      He turned to her. “You did a great job.”

      “It’s super girly.”

      “I wouldn’t say that. I think of girly as ruffles and lace everywhere. I’d call this womanly.”

      “Hm.” She glanced around. “I like that.”

      “I forgot a drop cloth to protect your floor. I have one in the truck.” He started out the door.

      “Never mind. I have one you can use. I’ll get it.”

      “Thanks.” After she left he crouched down to see if the paint color had a name. Most of them did these days and this shade was unfamiliar to him. Turned out it was called Eros.

      Standing, he gazed at the shades of pink in the picture hanging over the bed. Even though abstract art didn’t have to represent anything, maybe the artist had been thinking of a flower. A rose.

      He studied the pink swirls. Not a rose. Damned if the soft-focus pattern didn’t remind him of a very special place on a woman’s body, one of his favorites. Okay, he was just going there because of the name on the paint can.

      Olivia came back with the drop cloth, and he whirled away from his close examination as if he’d been caught doing something he shouldn’t.

      She handed him the drop cloth. “Do you like abstract art?”

      “Not usually. But I like that.”

      “Me, too. I was drawn to it even though normally I’m into primary colors. Once I bought it to go over the bed, I went a little pink crazy.”

      “Interesting name for your paint.”

      “Isn’t it?” Her cheeks flushed. “I wanted to bring out the color in the artwork and then it had that hokey name. I took the paint and ignored the name.”

      “Just a marketing gimmick.”

      “I know, right?” She hesitated. “Anything I can do to help?”

      “Just keep me company.”

      “Sure thing.” She sat on the edge of the bed.

      God help him, he took his time with that repair. He could have been finished in under an hour, but he dragged it out from the estimated one hour to two. She didn’t call him on it, either.

      Instead she kept him company as he’d requested. She wanted to hear about the six months he and his twin Bryce had spent in Texas working cattle. He surprised himself by telling stories that he’d never bothered to share with anyone.

      When he got tired of talking about himself, he asked her what it was like growing up in Chicago. She mentioned the cultural things—museums, art galleries, live theater. But it turned out she didn’t miss them enough to move back there. Eagles Nest was her home, now.

      Their conversation was outwardly casual and friendly. Yet the entire time he battled sexual tension. He blamed the picture and being alone in a bedroom with the fascinating woman who’d bought it. He had no idea if she had a similar reaction to him. Repairing the wall required him to keep his back to her and he couldn’t read her expression.

      While he used her hair dryer on the patch, they couldn’t talk at all. She stayed on the bed, though, and had to be watching him. His body heated up right along with that patch.

      Eventually he sanded the patch, applied two coats of Eros and the job was done. He began packing up. “That should do it.”

      “The wall looks great. I can’t thank you enough.”

      “You’re welcome.” He glanced at her. Was that a gleam of interest in her eyes? Or was it a reflection from her glasses? Wishful thinking could get a guy in trouble.

      “Could I at least offer you a beer?”

      He was so damned tempted, but when he relaxed with a beer he tended to let down his guard. He might say the wrong thing and ruin whatever might or might not be developing. “Thanks, but I’d better take a raincheck. I promised Bryce I’d stop by the Guzzling Grizzly on my way home and he probably wonders where I am.”

      “Goodness, it’s later than I thought. Time flies when you’re repairing a wall.”

      “I took a little extra care.” He surveyed the room. “You did a great job in here and I wanted to make sure the patch blended.”

      “Which it completely does.”

      “I have to ask, though, do you have any idea if that painting is supposed to represent something?”

      “Not that I know of. Hang on. I might have the name.” She crossed to her bedside table, opened the drawer and took out a small white card. Then she blushed. “I’d forgotten this. It’s called La Séduction.”

      “Hm.” He’d never learned French but he had no trouble translating.

      Her blush deepened. “Honestly, the name had nothing to do with it. I just loved the colors.”

      “They’re good colors.” He fantasized walking over there and drawing her gently into his arms. Then he’d kiss those cheeks that were the same pink as her walls. Instead he grabbed his hat from where he’d left it on her dresser, settled it on his head and picked up his stuff. “I’d best be on my way.”

      “I’ll walk you to the door.” She followed him out.

      He managed to keep himself moving by blocking the image of that painting. At the door, he turned back to her. “If you ever need anything repaired, just let me know.”

      “Thank you, but I don’t want to impose.”

      “It wouldn’t be an imposition.” Touching the brim of his hat, he let himself out the door. He didn’t wish maintenance issues on anyone, but if she happened to have a few minor ones, that would give him an excuse to see her again.

      He wouldn’t get his hopes up, though. Like his mom had said, Olivia had lost her soulmate and even though his picture didn’t sit on her bedside table, that didn’t mean she was ready to move on.
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      Leaning next to a window that looked out on the front yard, Olivia watched Trevor drive away. She hadn’t wanted him to leave. There, she’d admitted it. For the first time since Edward died, she’d looked at a man with a tiny bit of lust in her heart.

      Okay, more than a tiny bit, and involving other body parts besides her heart. Her nerves jangled with a combination of excitement and uneasiness. What a surprise to discover she wasn’t completely dead inside.

      And why Trevor? He hadn’t suddenly appeared on the scene. She’d known him casually for seven years.

      This was her first interaction with him since he’d returned from Texas, though, and that trip seemed to have changed him in subtle ways. He was more focused, as if those six months had given him a sense of purpose.

      It was there in his eyes, the color that was known around town as McGavin blue. It was there in the confidence he’d shown in tackling the repair.

      Kendra had said he’d been handy with tools from an early age, but hiring on with Paladin Construction would logically have increased his skill level. He’d certainly been in control of that patch job.

      She didn’t have much experience with guys who could fix things. Her dad taught history and could recite major dates and events from memory, but he didn’t know one end of a screwdriver from the other. Edward hadn’t been handy, either.

      Returning to her bedroom, she examined the wall and couldn’t find the exact spot he’d repaired. He’d looked so good doing it, too. Capable hands, broad shoulders, back muscles flexing under his Western shirt, tight buns.

      She hadn’t studied a man at close range in a very long time. Because he’d been facing the wall, she’d been able to enjoy the view without giving anything away.

      At least not intentionally. He might have read too much into her choice of artwork and paint color and who could blame him? Eros and La Séduction made it seem as if she had sex on the brain.

      She most certainly did not. She’d merely been drawn to an unusual abstract and had wanted to highlight the dominant color with new paint.

      Or was she kidding herself? She hoped to hell she wasn’t. Life was much easier without those pesky yearnings. She’d had a generous supply of loving sex with Edward even if they’d only been married a few short years. She’d had more than some women got in a lifetime.

      No other man had touched her in a sexual way. Letting Trevor do the things that Edward had done would be…uh-oh. She was getting hot. That was not something she wanted to deal with!

      In minutes, she was out the front door and striding purposefully toward her destination. She always took a different route so she wouldn’t create a telltale path through the wild grass.

      The house backed up against the forest, but the acreage in front of it was covered with low brush and very few trees. The undulating terrain made sense to her now. It fit what lay underneath.

      Anyone walking in this direction could miss the hole in the earth. She and Edward had passed it countless times in total ignorance. One summer afternoon he’d spotted it, though, and she considered it his discovery.

      After spending the evening researching online, they’d driven into town the next day to buy ropes and hats. The metal stake they’d driven into the ground that day was still there, overgrown with wild grass as they’d intended it would be.

      She glanced around before approaching the hole. It might be an unnecessary precaution because technically no one should be trespassing on her land, but she always checked.

      No one was there. Good. On her way through the laundry room she’d picked up the coil of rope and miner’s hat she kept on top of the dryer. Securing the rope to the stake, she put on her hat, turned on the light and dropped to her stomach on the dry grass.

      After testing the rope with a firm tug, she started down. The opening was still a tight fit, but deeper down she and Edward had enlarged it and created footholds leading to the floor of the cave.

      The entrance tunnel sloped gradually, allowing her to brace her feet against the side as she descended. Although she was plagued with a fear of heights, dropping slowing into the darkness didn’t bother her at all.

      Not being able to see much took away the fear for some reason. When her foot touched the limestone at the bottom, she let go of the rope and let it dangle against the damp earth.

      She and Edward had been out of shape when they’d started this adventure. Eventually they’d built up their strength so they could make it up and down with only one stop in the middle. Thanks to kickboxing class, now she could do it without pausing.

      One light didn’t illuminate as well as two, but she knew her way around. She headed for the opening into the next chamber and crawled through.

      Once there, she sat on a smooth limestone boulder. Larger chambers opened off this one, but she liked it here the best. She glanced around, checking the familiar formations for any sign of disturbance.

      A drop of moisture glistened on the tip of a peach-colored stalactite. Holding her breath, she watched the drop fall to the stalagmite growing beneath it. The miracle never failed to inspire her.

      She wasn’t a geologist and Edward hadn’t been, either. But they’d figured out immediately they’d stumbled on something special, something that needed protection. The steady dripping indicated a cave that was still alive, still growing. The flutter of wings meant a population of bats lived here. They’d found no evidence of humans.

      Searching the internet, they’d bookmarked the website for Kartchner Caverns, a living cave in Arizona. The two hikers who’d discovered it had kept the secret for years until they’d finally negotiated with the state to secure protection for the delicate resource.

      She and Edward had vowed to take the same care with their discovery. Then he’d gotten sick. For months, the cave had been the last thing on her mind, but eventually, after Edward died, she’d started coming back. This was where she felt closest to him. Where she talked to him.

      “Hi, sweetie.” She leaned back against a slab of cool stone behind her. “You know that hole I made in the drywall by accident?” She hugged her knees. “It’s fixed, now.”

      The bats rustled and chirped in the next chamber and the cave continued its steady drip, drip, drip. The familiar sounds calmed her.

      Still, her voice wasn’t quite steady. “But here’s the thing. The guy who fixed it was…Trevor McGavin.” Speaking his name sent a tingle up her spine. “You remember him? He and Bryce are twins. Bryce is the guitar player we used to listen to at the Guzzling Grizzly.”

      She paused, not sure she was ready to say the next part out loud. Then she took a quick breath. “I’m…attracted to him. And I don’t want to be.” That second statement wasn’t quite true. Trevor had given her a jolt of welcome energy that coursed through her even now.

      “Anyway, I’m feeling confused and out of sorts. But it doesn’t change anything. I love you. And no matter what does or doesn’t happen with Trevor, no one could ever replace you.”

      She breathed in the moist air. “I’ve also realized it’s time to get moving on this project. This is such a special place. It means a lot to both of us. And it’s up to me to figure out how to protect it. I’ll proceed carefully and make sure I can trust anyone I talk to, but I have to get started.”

      She stood. “Okay, sweetie. Time to feed the horses. I’ll be back soon. Take care.” After crawling through the opening into the next room, she grasped the rope. The climb up was more work than going down and she was breathing hard by the time she reached the surface.

      She poked her head up like a groundhog. The coast was clear, so she levered herself out of the hole and brushed dirt off her clothes. Then she coiled the rope and detached it from the metal stake. She’d just promised Edward that she’d move forward on the cave project. The trick was knowing where to start.
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      Trevor was lucky enough to walk into the Guzzling Grizzly during the Saturday afternoon lull—after the lunch crowd had cleared out and before the evening party folks had shown up. Even better, Bryce was the only person behind the bar.

      Sliding onto a stool, Trevor looked around for the other bartender. “Where’s Mike?”

      “He’s taking an online course and had some homework to finish. Want a draft?”

      “Please.” Trevor accepted the foam-topped mug with gratitude. “An online class, huh? What subject?”

      “Small business management.”

      “No kidding? That says a lot about his dedication.”

      “Sure does. It was totally his idea, too. He’s going to make one hell of a business partner.”

      “Have you closed the deal with Lou?”

      “Should finalize it next week.”

      Trevor put down his beer and spread out his arms. “And all this will be yours.”

      “And Mike’s. I’m giving him the apartment upstairs since I don’t need it anymore. He’s putting the rent money he’ll save toward his share of the business.”

      “Nice deal for him.”

      Bryce laughed. “He thought so, too, although he insisted on getting internet installed up there.”

      “Just up there? You need it down here, too, bro. For customers.”

      “Mike’s way ahead of you. We’ll have free Wi-Fi by next week and a website. He’s looking at those digital order pads, too, which would streamline things if we get as busy as he thinks we might. He’s said from the beginning that this place has the potential to be a gold mine.”

      “That’s awesome.” Trevor lifted his mug. “Here’s to Mike.”

      “Yeah, he’s impressing me. Mandy’s helping him design the website. She insisted on taking pictures of Nicole and me to jazz it up.”

      “Can’t wait to see it. You’re going to put us on the map.”

      “Hope so. Bringing more revenue to town would be a good thing for everyone.”

      “Absolutely.”

      “You had that repair job for Mrs. Shaw today, right?”

      “Just finished it.”

      “How’d the house look?” He grabbed a rack of clean beer mugs and began polishing and stacking them in the pyramid style he favored.

      “Same on the outside. Different inside. She likes bright colors and plants.”

      “She does? I’d never guess that from the way she dresses.”

      “I think that’s her accounting outfit.” He took a sip of his beer.

      “Could be. I wonder if she has bright colors in her house to cheer herself up. Color affects your mood.”

      “Right.” And his was still jacked up over all that pink. Her decision to redecorate could be a sign that she was recovering from her loss. Otherwise she might have chosen to leave the bedroom exactly the way it had been when Edward was alive.

      He glanced at Bryce. “Do you think Mom and Dad were soulmates?”

      “Probably. Why?”

      “Thinking about Olivia’s situation made me wonder about Mom’s. She was young when Dad died, too. And all these years later, she’s never dated. Is that because Dad was her one true love?”

      Bryce polished another mug and started the third level of the pyramid. “That might be part of it. She also told me that she hadn’t wanted to take a chance on bringing some guy into our lives only to find out he was an asshole. Dating when you have kids can be tricky.”

      “But we’re not kids anymore. In fact, she wouldn’t have to worry about ending up with an asshole. If she did, we could kick his butt.”

      Bryce laughed. “You want to fix her up with somebody?”

      “No, I just…why do you think she doesn’t date?”

      “Could be a lot of reasons.” He picked up another mug. “She’s been on her own for a long time. She might like it that way.”

      “Oh, she definitely likes being in charge. But the right guy would be okay with her being bossy.”

      That made Bryce grin. “Finding him might be tough, though. Eagles Nest is growing, but it’s still a small town. Not a lot of eligible bachelors to choose from.”

      “You been keeping a tally?”

      “Not exactly, but I suppose it’s in the back of my mind. I meet a lot of people and so do you. Have you seen anybody who looked right for her?”

      Trevor shook his head. “Can’t say I have.”

      “The other roadblock could be us. Even though we’re grown, we’re a close family. She might wonder how that
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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
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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,
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
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