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      As my fingers wrestle with the tie, I pinch my lips together. How much longer do I have to wear this? This suit is from my Prom, and still fits me, but the material rubs against my neck, causing a red rash. A heavy sigh is relinquished and I make my way back into the rehearsal dinner.

      The lodge is crowded with family and the wedding party. I know there are some individuals who enjoy weddings, but not me. They make me want to gag. It’s not that I dislike Tessa for my brother, but do they have to be so lovey dovey? The only good thing that comes out of weddings is the cute bridesmaids and, against the wall, sex.

      The area has soaring ceilings with banners up for the upcoming Newlyweds. Everyone is showing up dressed in their best and taking part in small talk. Fuck, all I want to do is take this ridiculous tie off.

      Next to me is the punch bowl, and everybody nods as they fill up their refreshment and head on their merry way. A few have tried, but I’m not the mingling conversation type. It’s all bullshit, and no one is actually listening to what’s being said. They smile and nod.

      Why don’t they have any liquor? I’m not a social type of person without at least a little alcohol in my system, and right now I want to go to the bar and do shots.

      “Can I have everyone’s attention? Let’s get into our spots and do a practice run for tomorrow,” the officiant says.

      I roll my eyes, wanting for this to be over, but being the supportive brother, I slap a smile on my face to pretend like I’m enjoying myself. Damon is happy again, and that’s what matters right now. Even if I hate this, being here, I’ll deal with it for him.

      The wedding march starts and Tessa comes down the path, and the full room stops to offer her their absolute attention. This is the time women fantasize about, and husbands spend all their salary on, for them to have this one moment of being the center of attention. They say girls plan their wedding at a young age, and it disappoints most. The fairytale wedding is good, but most can’t provide that. Hell, I remember one wedding where the bride and groom spent a lot of cash to have their wedding, and most didn’t even stay to eat or dance after. It’s like they came to see the ceremony and then took off. Think about the money saved if they would have invited less people and rented a smaller space? The bride still bitches about that day. So my suggestion; keep it quaint and limit the number of people that attend.

      Or don’t get married at all? I mean, consider this. They center engagements on the ring, which women demand to be this huge glittering rock, but most can’t manage that either. Getting married is another way for the government and retailers to make more money by pressing the notion that marriage is the utmost end game. Almost like it’s the only way for it to be treated “real.” Well, fuck that. Save the money you would spend on a ring and wedding, and instead, go on a nice chance of a lifetime trip. I promise you, the week or two week trip will be something you will never forget.

      The officiant goes through what to expect tomorrow, and I try to listen, but my mind keeps drifting off, thinking about the one and only time I’ve ever proposed to someone. Instead of making me smile, my knuckles turn white, and the optimism in my face drains. My biggest regret in life was made at eighteen.

      Once it’s finally over, I creep over to the punch bowl in the corner to people watch. I did agree to be here, but enjoying myself is out of the question. There’s no alcohol and everyone here has dated one of my brothers or is related to me. Where are all the cute, single women?

      My phone vibrates in my pocket, and after pulling it out, I see the notice that Hazel has posted something new on her Instagram. She doesn’t post much, but it keeps me updated and frequently ends in regret. It’s a picture of her inside an enormous office sporting a navy-blue pencil skirt, a white silk top, and black pumps. A smile is pasted on her face and I can’t help but wonder if it’s fake. Maybe she misses me, but doesn’t want to be the one to say anything. Or she regrets turning me down and hasn’t been with anyone seriously since?

      “What are you doing over here?” Liam asks, approaching me. “Aren’t you gonna go talk to anybody?”

      I put my phone in my pocket, and groan. “Be content, I'm here. There’s nothing to drink sight.”

      Harper joins us, wearing a lilac floor-length gown, and appearing a few inches shorter than Liam. The poor girl has been through so much in the last four months. My brother says she still has nightmares and doesn’t like to be at home alone, which is reasonable after all that transpired, but she did go back to teaching, which is what she wanted.

      “So, how are things going back at the high school? Excited to be back?”

      Harper rolls her eyes and answers. “My sub didn’t comply with my lesson plans, so assignments are all over the place.”

      “Damn, that sucks.”

      After her assault, the school board refused to let her come back until they found the person responsible. Yet, even after that happened, it took another couple of weeks to be cleared by a psychologist. Liam says it was because of the severity of the trauma, but the poor girl probably wanted to get her life back to normal.

      “There are some people I’d like for you to meet tomorrow.”

      Is she serious? Blind dates are a tragedy, and what the hell makes her think I need help to find someone? “Not the dating type,” I reply.

      Harper shoves me enthusiastically. “How would you know? All you have is one-night stands. You’ll get sick of them, someday.”

      And why should that be any concern of hers? She doesn’t need to be worrying herself about my sex life or commenting on it. That’s my damn business.

      Liam steps in before I respond. “Let’s leave him alone. He’ll grow up one day and find someone.” He grabs her hand and leads her over to Tessa’s mom.

      Asshole. He knows the reason I’m like this, and instead, he acts like I’m being foolish. Or I like not settling down. Fuck him. The only person I’m interested in being with left me. I have no plan of “dating” anybody and have made that perfectly clear to pretty much everybody in my life. If they don’t support it, I could give a fuck.

      My face flushes, and my jaw becomes tight. I don’t want to be here another minute. It’s not like I need to be here. The rehearsal part is over and now it’s people standing around chatting to others.

      Damon is across the room speaking with our Fire Chief, but I interrupt. “I’m gonna head out. Need a beer.”

      “Make certain you aren’t late tomorrow,” Damon says.

      I wouldn’t deliberately ruin the wedding. They might think I’m selfish, but not that much. Okay, so I have a dilemma with timing, everyone knows that, but an alarm is already set for two hours before I need to be here tomorrow. As much as I hate weddings, I ain’t about to screw his up. He’s come back from losing his first wife to cancer, delve into depression, and fought his way out. If anyone deserves some happiness, it’s him.

      After leaving Damon behind at the lodge, I jump in my truck and head over to Dixie bar, where it’s Karaoke night. Maybe I can find a girl to take home and get Hazel out of my mind. Instagram is the only way I can check up on her, and when I get a notification, I can’t help but look. Is it wicked to want to see if she’s doing better without me? From her posts, she clearly is, and it fucking kills me.

      “Where have you been?” Natasha asks. She brings me my drinks most nights.

      The one and only reason she prefers when I come is because I tip well. Bartenders are paid hourly, but tips are their bread and butter. The more alcohol we consume, the bigger her tips, but that doesn’t mean she hasn’t cut me off before. We have a love-hate relationship.

      “Damon’s rehearsal dinner was tonight,” I respond, lifting the shot glass. “Doesn’t love make you sick? People turn into sloppy, high-pitched babies.”

      Natasha has been serving me and my brother drinks since before we were legal. If anyone knows our shit, it’s her. Girls have their hairdressers to talk to like a therapist, mine is my bartender. And let me tell you, she gets paid well to listen to me bitch and moan.

      “Whoever is responsible for making you like this, they did a damn number,” she says, before pouring me another shot. “Love is supposed to be magical. Not sickening. Only you would be the one to think that way.”

      She has no idea. I roll my eyes and take the shot. “Keep em’ coming.”

      I hate Friday nights at Dixie because you have to scream for anyone to hear you, even if you’re a couple feet away since the music is always way too loud. Yet, it’s the best night for there to be plenty of girls. Listen, I’m not a womanizer. Every girl is informed that I’m not the “dating” type, but I’ll take them back to my place and make their night. So far, none have had a problem with it, because contrary to popular belief there are as many women who want just sex as men. Sure, love and connection can make sex a million times better, but relationships aren’t for everybody.

      “Listen, I know you got your heart smashed into a gazillion pieces, but don’t you think it’s time to move on? Like how long has it been?” Natasha asks, using a rag to wipe the bar down and look busy.

      “Eight fucking years. It’s pathetic, right?”

      It’s not like I haven’t tried to forget about her, but when you meet your soulmate early on in life, you don’t listen to other people. So many of my friends in High School told me we wouldn’t last into college, most relationships don’t. I didn’t want to listen, and brushed it off.

      “I’m moving over there,” I point to the far side of the bar. “Keep the shots coming.”

      The spot in the corner is away from all the foot traffic, but I can still see everyone as they arrive.

      An hour and six shots later, I hitch an UBER home solo to crash. My drinking only continues to grow worse, but it’s the only thing that keeps my mind off her. Sure, meaningless sex is nice too, but won’t make me forget about her. The one that got away.

      Hazel understood me on a deeper level, and made me a better person, not some pretty boy athlete. That was, until she turned down my proposal and hauled off to Massachusetts to attend Harvard. The most fucked up thing; we were together for four years and she walked away on graduation night and never spoke to me again. How the fuck is my heart expected to heal after that, or crave getting close to someone again? She crushed me.

      Every once in a while, I think about texting her, but I don’t want to seem desperate. Plus, she’s probably happy and kicking ass in some court somewhere. Maybe one day I’ll get my second chance, but until then, meaningless sex it is.

      Obviously, Damon didn’t mean to bring up all this old shit on purpose for me, he’s getting married, but it did, and now it’s stuck in the forefront of my mind. I try to push Hazel out of my mind as much as I can, because who wants to be the sappy loser still hung up on a girl from almost a decade ago? Honestly, it’s embarrassing, but when you know, you know. Sometimes, life can make us jump through hoops before we get to the final buzzer.  I understand why she went to Harvard, and left me behind, but long distance could’ve worked. If her dad stayed out of our relationship toward the end, things might be better now. Yet, he voiced his apprehensions about dating while in college. It’s not like he didn’t like me. She could be dating a worse guy than me at the time, but he didn’t want her to mess up her chance at becoming a lawyer. Why he thought I would do anything to deter her away from her dream is beside me. If anything, I would have pushed her toward it with love and support. If he would have kept his mouth shut, my whole life could be different. Hell I would’ve moved to Massachusetts. We would be happy right now, having lots of sex, and she’d still be a kick ass lawyer. But instead, she’s there and I’m here drowning my regrets in shots and fucking thirsty women every night.

      Sure, some might refer to me as a player, but I’m upfront and honest with every woman I take home. Hazel fucking broke me, and after that, relationships aren’t something I’m even remotely interested in. My heart and soul was left on the table for her, and she walked away from me and never looked back.

      After Hazel pushed me away, I didn’t leave bed for weeks. My brother checked in on me, and made sure I didn’t do anything stupid, but I thought about it a couple of times. Young love is amazing and terrible at the same time. After about three months of her not returning my calls or texts, I stopped trying to reach her and move on with my life.

      Here I am, eight years later, and she still runs across my mind almost every night. They say those that are together in high school never end up together, but I hope that’s false. I might be drinking my life away, but I still have hope that one day I’ll have another shot with her. When that day comes, I will do everything in my power not to fuck it up. Treat her like a queen, support her fully, and make her happy. That is what she deserves, and if only she would give me a chance to prove it.

      When my opportunity comes, I need to be ready for her, and show her she needs a man that is caring, supportive, and can make her laugh so hard she snorts.

      And that man is me.
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      Everything happens for a reason. I keep telling myself that as I board the plane to Dallas. The things that have happened made me the strong willed person I am today, and yeah some of them were awful, but I have to stop and think what kind of person would I be if all those things never took place?

      Damon, for example, lost his wife, and this wedding wouldn’t have happened if he didn’t save Tessa from the fire that day. They wouldn’t have crossed paths in such a way that threw them together and forced them to get to know each other and fall in love.

      The wedding invitation came three weeks ago, and I hold off on replying because there are many things I need to consider. Aiden, for example. Sure, I’ve known all the Jackson brothers for over a decade, but I only dated and fell in love with one. Grapevine will always be my home, but I didn’t stay in contact with anyone besides my dad and brother once I left. It might seem trivial, but we all have lives and Damon didn’t hold that against me. We chatted on social media a couple of times since I left, but I never had the heart to ask how Aiden was doing. The fear that he has moved on and found someone, scared me. Sure, I did him dirty, but can he really hold what happened at eighteen against me? People make mistakes, learn from them, and then try to do better.

      The thought of seeing Aiden causes my stomach to tighten. What the hell am I going to say to him? Sorry I left you, but look at me now? I’m not the type of person to rub my success in someone’s face, but I did bust my ass to get where I am today. I didn’t exactly have the best upbringing before I met my adoptive parents.

      I spent most of my childhood years in foster care bouncing from home to home until I was thirteen. That’s when I went to stay with Donald and Regina. Not long after, Jeremy also got assigned to them. I didn’t bond with them for a while, because that’s what us foster kids do; hold off because it’s only a matter of time before they send us back and request a younger kid. Yet, they acted like how I wish my parents were. They made their home feel like just that-- a home. Unlike the homes before them, they cared for us and didn’t take us in for the check.

      As a kid, grades were important. The only way to go to Harvard to study law would be to have straight A’s, lots of volunteering, extracurricular, and high SAT scores. Law became important to me when I discovered a documentary on individuals who were charged and convicted of crimes decades ago with no concrete evidence. It lit a fire under my ass and every moment after was spent working towards the goal of making a difference. One guy was in jail for almost thirty-years before they finally overturned his conviction. That’s where my love for true crime began.

      Landing in Dallas makes my head spin. Maybe I should’ve said no, sent a gift and continued on my merry way, but it’s also an opportunity to visit my dad and brother. It’s been way too long, and my dad isn’t getting any younger. I really need to make more of an initiative to visit more often.

      I wonder what all the Jackson’s are up to now. Sometimes, it’s nice to see where everyone has ended up. My thoughts turn to Aiden and what he might be doing now? Is he married? Does he have kids? My stomach tenses at the thought. Sure, it’s been eight years, but you never forget your first love.

      The cars are whizzing by me, causing a breeze as I stand outside the terminal, fidgeting with my bag. My brother, Jeremy, is supposed to be picking me up, but he should be here by now. Everyone I see, the excitement amps up and then I realize it’s not him. Where the hell is he? My eyes scour through the array of vehicles and toward the back I see Jeremy wave. The only luggage I have is a small carry-on because the last time I flew and checked my bag, it got lost. It rolls behind me as I move past the crowd on the sidewalk to his truck.

      “Jump on in,” Jeremy says.

      My ass hits the seat, and my carry-on is placed in front of me on the floor, not leaving much wiggle room. As we wait to get back into the flow of traffic, I lean over and give him a hug.

      “So, how long are you staying?” he asks.

      I hesitate because I don’t actually know. I did take two weeks off from work to take care of some things, but I might not be here that whole time. Instead of answering, I ask him about Dad.

      “Get this. Some women hit on him, and he told her he was happily married.”

      “Well, in his mind, he is. Just because mom died doesn’t mean he wants someone else. Can’t blame him a bit.”

      After she died, our case worker tried to move us to a different home and separate us, but dad wouldn’t stand for it. He ended up making our family official and adopted both of us.

      Conversation keeps us busy for the thirty-minute drive back to Grapevine, and it’s barely nine. My stomach growls and Jeremy takes that as a sign that we should stop and get some breakfast before heading to Dad’s. The only place in town I used to frequent is Lacy’s diner. Jeremy, the Jackson trio, and I used to come here after school and football games.

      The bell atop the door sounds as we walk inside, and grab a booth toward the back with glass windows showing main street. It’s reminiscent of being back here, in this booth.

      “So, how is it being a big shot?”

      I laugh because he’s far from the truth. “That’s not me yet. Maybe someday.”

      The menus are already on the tabletop, so I browse like I’m not going to get the same thing as usual. Black coffee and a breakfast sampler, always.

      A young woman comes over and takes our order, and flirts with Jeremy. I almost forget that he lives here, and it’s a small town. Everyone knows he’s a bachelor.

      “Wow, you got an admirer. Why don’t you ask her out?”

      He laughs, and shrugs. “Don’t really have time to date right now.”

      The diner doesn’t look like it’s changed a bit. The walls still have old signs hanging, and the booths haven’t been upgraded since it opened. We didn’t come here for the way it looks, but more about the people. They are all friendly, and give you that small town vibe. Reminds me of that bar Cheers, where everybody knows your name.

      “Hazel, is that you?” Patty asks, pulling me in for a hug. “We wondered if you were ever gonna come back.”

      She has worked here for as long as I can remember, and ninety-percent of the time she was our waitress.

      “Back to visit dad and go to Damon’s wedding.”

      Her eyes search mine. “He and Aiden were here last week. I take it you haven’t spoken to him?”

      I toss my hair behind my shoulders. “Not in eight years.”

      Instead of responding she smiles, gives me another hug, and walks away as our waitress brings our food. Jeremy picks up his fork and smooths out the dollop of butter on his pancakes and his eyes keep darting over to me and then back on his food.

      “What?” I ask.

      He drops his fork like he’s pissed. “You know he’ll be there tomorrow, right?”

      My eyes roll. “I’m not an idiot. What do you think I’ve been stressing over?”

      His head shakes before he goes back to eating. Yet, I can feel his judgement. My brother and dad don’t know everything about me since I left, and right now, maybe that’s a good thing.

      After eating a few minutes in silence, he starts up again.

      “Listen, I know the history between you two. You left him and he’s never gotten over you, but it’s Damon’s wedding. So, try to be civil.”

      Wait, how does he know he’s not over me?

      I grab two twenties from my purse and put it on the table as I stand. “I’m ready to go see Dad.”

      Civil? The whole ride over I think about that. Does he think I’m going to cause a scene? Not knowing what he meant by that is irritating the fuck out of me. Sure, we broke up but we are both adults.

      The tires crunch on the gravel leading up to his driveway, alerting him of our arrival. The front door opens and when he sees me, a smile shows. It’s been too damn long. His hair, what he has left, is white and it looks like he’s lost some weight. He’s never been much of a cook and when mom died, it was up to me to step in. I’m hoping Jeremy has been helping out in my absence.

      “Let me take a look at ya,” he says, pushing me back a bit. “Gosh, you’ve grown, sweetie.”

      A single tear falls and I try to gain my composure. There are so many reasons I haven’t been back to visit, but those are years I’ll never get back with him. This man took me into his home and never gave up on me. Yet, I took off and never came back. My chest becomes tight around that thought.

      Jeremy and I follow him inside where he starts a pot of coffee. It’s his typical morning, and he seems to have just gotten up, still in his plaid pajamas. I take the time to browse the array of old family pictures, and the many wonderful holidays I spent in this house. The kitchen has been changed, and an island put in. Why would he do that? It’s not like he cooks very often. His version of cooking is throwing something in the microwave, or a premade meal into the oven.

      Dad cruises into the living room, and sits down in his recliner. I know he must have so many questions even though we talk on the phone regularly.

      “How’s Roger doing?” he asks.

      I shut my eyes. “We’re divorced. What about him?” My ex-husband never met my father and honestly, I’m glad. That piece of shit can rot in hell with his assistant for all I care.

      “I-,” he struggles, running his hand over his head. “Divorced?”

      Jeremy looks over at me and then back to him. “It’s okay. Remember the doctor said this is going to happen.”

      “What doctor?” I ask, my gaze going back and forth between my dad and Jeremy. “What’s going on?”

      My dad’s demeanor changes almost like he is afraid of himself.

      “So, I guess we should talk,” Jeremy says. “Let’s go fix us a cup of coffee.”

      Before I go into the kitchen, my palm is resting on dad’s shoulder, and I give him a quick kiss on the forehead. “It’s okay. Do you want some coffee?”

      “Yes, black please.”

      Jeremy is leaning against the granite countertop with his hands folded against his chest.

      Honestly, I want to slam his head into the cabinet, but I don't. What the hell is he keeping from me? And why?

      “Spill. What the hell is going on?” My voice jumps up a couple octaves.

      “Dad has Alzheimer’s,” he pauses for a moment. “Found out about five months ago. He’s gotten worse in the last two months. It started where he couldn’t recall recent stuff, like if he ate and now as you can see, it's affecting his memory.”

      Five months ago? Where the hell was the phone call to tell me? He never mentioned this when we talked. My hand is over my mouth, trying to refrain from screaming at him, but also holding back the tears. For the last eight years, dad has asked me to come visit and I declined. What the hell is wrong with me?

      “When we found out, he made me promise not to tell you. He wanted you to follow your dream and not worry about him,” he says, with his hands up like I might punch him.

      My dad worked two jobs when my mother passed to make sure we had everything we needed. How could this happen to him?

      “Please. Don’t kill me. I’m sorry.”

      The anger inside me isn’t because of him. It’s at myself. I should have been a better daughter. If I hadn’t blown off visiting him, maybe I’d get some of that time back.

      “Hazel?” Jeremy’s voice is low.

      “I’m processing. Give me a sec,” I say, my finger elongated.

      After clicking on the browser icon, I type in Alzheimer’s and gasp. Reading up on the disease is only going to make it worse. Just like they tell you not to search your symptoms on the internet. I continue reading anyway. As it advances, he will have problems with language, disorientation, mood swings, and behavioral issues. I close my eyes, trying to keep my shit together.

      “When were you gonna tell me? Or were you gonna try and hide it?” My hands wave in the air, and then cover my mouth.

      “He made me promise to let him tell you.”

      “And I get that, but it’s been months. Not a week. That’s time you got with him and decided to keep me oblivious. We have no idea how fast this disease is going to mature and I’ll never get that fucking time back, Jeremy.”

      “I-.”

      My hand is up in a stop position. “Typical life expectancy is three to nine years. And you kept this from me for five months. I wanna punch you, kick you, scream! I don’t understand why you would keep something like this from me for that long? Whether he made you promise or not.”

      Tears start to pour from his eyes. “I’m sorry, but he’s my dad. It’s his business to tell and he didn’t want you rushing back and giving up everything you’ve worked for.”

      I flick my wrist. “That man has given me everything. If not for him, and his constant support and believing in me, I would have never made it to Harvard. He did it. I owe him everything.” My voice cracks and I pat under my eyes.

      My feet pace around, and I try to keep my voice down so as not to disturb my dad. He is going through enough right now, especially dealing with this, and we don’t need to add to that stress.

      “What are you gonna do? It says he’ll need constant supervision,” I ask. “Do you even have a plan?”

      He runs his fingers through his hair. “Honestly, I’ve not thought that far ahead yet.”

      My feet continue to pace while I chew on my fingernails. “You two can move in with me. Between the two of us, we can take care of him.”

      The offer is sincere, but it won’t work. My hours are anything but reliable. I can work eight hours or fourteen hours a day, depending on the case we are working on. It’s possible I could work out a leave of absence, but that only lasts so long without losing my job. But I would give up everything for him, after what he did for me.

      “I’m not sure he’ll go for that, sis.”

      “We’ll talk when it comes time. Until then, all we can do is enjoy our time with him,” I say, pouring coffee into two cups and going back to the living room.

      “Here ya go. Hot and black.”

      Dad takes a tip, puts it on his side table, and goes back to watching Lethal Weapon. It’s like he doesn’t even remember what happened ten minutes ago.

      The guilt is going to weigh on me, and it should. What kind of daughter leaves for college and never comes to visit? I’ll do everything I can for him. He’s my dad. I owe him everything.
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      The chaos of my alarm screeches and I almost shove my phone off my nightstand trying to make it stop. Eyes barely open, the sunlight is seeping in through the drapes, and it only means I need to get up. Is it already eleven? Maybe, I shouldn’t have drank so much last night. Today is Damon’s wedding and that only means more headaches for me. Who knows what kind of mood he is going to be in? Will he be stressed out or carefree? Lucky me gets to find out.
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copyright statement(s).

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



