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      Author’s Note

      

      I’ve never felt the need to include a trigger warning page in one of my novels until now. Please know that this book contains several scenes of domestic violence that can (and should) be upsetting to read. I wouldn’t have included them if I didn’t believe they were incredibly important parts of this story.

      As with all my books, there are no scenes of sexual assault; nor will there ever be scenes of child or animal death.

      

      If you or someone you know is being abused, you can get anonymous, confidential help 24/7 by calling the National Domestic Violence Hotline at 1-800-799-7233 or 1-800-787-3224 (TTY) now.

    

  


  
    
      This book is dedicated to the survivors. May the rest of your life be the best of your life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        “If guys don’t want me to write bad songs about them, then they shouldn’t do bad things.”

      

      

      

      -Taylor Swift
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      “Please explain why me dying has to affect your dinner plans,” Rachel says, throwing her hands in the air. “I solemnly swear not to kick the bucket until you’ve finished your triple chocolate meltdown.”

      She quickly does the sign of the cross with her right hand as she delivers her promise, not entirely sure that it’s the correct gesture but figures it can’t hurt.

      “How can you joke at a time like this? I thought this was the one time in your fucking life that you could manage to be serious, but you can’t even give me that?” Linnea shouts before reverting to a series of heaving sobs.

      “Okay, okay, let’s just take a breath. Aunt Rachel didn’t mean to be insensitive, I’m sure,” Kim says, leaning forward to rub her daughter’s back while shooting daggers at her sister out of Linnea’s view.

      

      The news came last week, and after the initial shock wore off and the acceptance creeped in, the rest of their days were spent wondering how the hell they were going to tell Linnea that her favorite aunt most likely wouldn’t live to see her college graduation. Oddly enough, moving Linnea into her dorm at college was the event that inspired Rachel to book an appointment with the family doctor. Moving a few boxes up one flight of stairs shouldn’t have been enough to leave the forty-one-year-old gasping for breath, let alone cause her to be bedridden and writhing in pain for days after.

      Had she ignored a few earlier signs? Sure, but everyone complains about aches and pains when they turn forty—she assumed it was par for the course. She’ll never forget the look in Dr. Lam’s eyes when he delivered the news. Based on Rachel’s reaction, which was staring blankly at the man and waiting for him to say it was all a cruel joke, he gently suggested she call someone to come pick her up so she wouldn’t be behind the wheel while in such a fragile state of mind. She must have called Kim, but she has no memory of getting her phone out or scrolling to select her sister’s name.

      “You’re scaring me,” Kim had told her as Rachel walked out of the hospital, entered her sister’s car on the passenger side, and stared straight ahead through the windshield for the entirety of the drive home, without speaking a word.

      “It’s cancer,” Rachel whispered as they pulled in the driveway, not able to turn her head and see the reaction on her only sibling’s face.

      “Where?” Kim asked, her eyes frantically searching Rachel like the disease might light up, signifying the part of her body it was eating away at.

      “Everywhere,” Rachel responded.

      

      Now, a week later, they’ve delivered the news to Linnea and she’s taking it as expected, if not a little worse. Refusing to acknowledge words like metastases and pericardial effusion, and instead focusing on terminal and refusing treatment, the eighteen-year-old is inconsolable.

      “This isn’t fair. You can’t just give up,” Linnea pleads, dropping to her knees in front of the recliner where her aunt is perched.

      “I know, kid. Remember what I’ve been telling you for years? Life can be so wonderful, but there will also be moments where it will kick your ass with no warning. It absolutely isn’t fair, and that’s why you have to take the moments that give you joy and hold onto them for dear life. That’s the reason I’m not going through treatment. The cancer has spread everywhere, Linny. Treatment would make me very sick and just prolong the inevitable. I want to stay me for as long as possible.”

      Linnea is listening to the words but shaking her head as they come, denying them entry. Some part of her may actually understand what her aunt Rachel is telling her, but she refuses to accept it. This can’t be happening. It will be like losing a limb.

      “What if you just tried a little bit?”

      Rachel’s lips curl at the edges, but the movement doesn’t reach her eyes. “Maybe just a shot of chemo to see if I like the taste?”

      Linnea scoffs.

      “Let’s calm down on the jokes, sis,” Kim says, her thumb dancing on the edge of her lighter, daring to break the no-inside-smoking rule she’s had since they bought the house over a decade before.

      Rachel does her best to explain the situation, sans her signature humor. “Sweetheart, if it was just breast cancer, I’d be fighting it with everything I have. But it’s not. Now it’s about having quality of life with the time I have left, and I can’t think of a better final act than spending it with the two women I love the most and telling you both how much you mean to me, so you’ll never doubt it for a minute once I’m gone.”

      “What about Dad?” Linnea asks, gesturing to the garage, where her father is working on his overpriced motorcycle that always seems to need fixing.

      “My last breath will be spent reminding him what an asshole he is; that’s a promise.”

      “Rachel!” Kim says, slapping her arm.

      “That hurt, Kim. You probably just helped some more cancer develop with that disturbance of cells,” Rachel says, rubbing her bicep. “Linny, I’ll spend some time with your dad, too. I’ll try to take it easy on him, but no promises.”

      Linnea nods, relieved that her aunt and father might stop their constant squabbling now that she’s been diagnosed as terminal.

      “We’re going to help Aunt Rachel clear her house out in the next few months and get it ready for sale. Then we’ll move her into the guest room so I can be here to help her with whatever she needs,” Kim explains to her daughter.

      “Your mom is going to wipe my ass and feed me pudding,” Rachel adds, raising her eyebrows a few times.

      Kim lifts her hand to slap her sister again but stops short. Rachel cocks her head slightly and holds up her index finger as a reminder. She wishes someone warned her as a teenager that they’d still be bickering in their forties.

      “Hey, kid,” Rachel begins, leaning forward and grabbing both of Linnea’s hands and holding them tight, “I know you don’t think it’s possible, but everything is going to be okay. I’ve never lied to you before, and I don’t plan on it now. We’re going to spend so much time together in the coming months, you’ll be thankful for the break when I’m six feet under.”

      Linnea shakes her head, knowing nothing is going to stop her aunt from joking, not even impending death.

      “Can I see you every week?” Linnea asks. “I could take a semester off and see you every day. I could move back in and help mom.”

      “This ass only requires one person to wipe it, and there’s no way I’m letting you take a semester off. You pick a day of the week, and I promise I’ll clear my busy schedule to spend it with you. It will be our special day.”

      “Mondays and Tuesdays my course load is pretty light. I think I’m done by noon both days.”

      “Let’s do Tuesday. It will be like our own little version of Tuesdays with Morrie.”

      “Doesn’t Morrie die at the end?”

      “Yeah, but those Tuesday meetings inspired quite the story, didn’t they?”

      “Tuesdays it is,” Linnea responds, wiping away the last of her tears. She makes a silent vow to stop crying in front of Aunt Rachel. She’s going to show her how strong she can be, no matter how much her heart is breaking.

      Linnea pulls both Rachel and her mother into a hug, knowing their lives will never be the same again.
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      SIX MONTHS LATER

      “Watch this part,” Rachel tells Kim as she sits a little straighter and accepts a wooden tray over her lap. “He just got to his new girlfriend’s house for dinner and his stomach’s been giving him problems all day. He’s trying to tough it out and not crap his pants, and then in walks her sister and he realizes it’s a girl he hooked up with a few weeks ago. Talk about a bad day.”

      Canned laughter from the sitcom she’s watching sounds from the flat screen TV perched on top of the dresser in her room. Rachel swallows a few pills and laughs at a punchline from the show before washing them down with water.

      “Who are you and what have you done with my little sister? This is the exact brand of humor you would typically mock and chastise me for laughing at. Maybe we should ask Doctor Lam to take another look at your latest scans,” Kim teases. “I think the disease has spread to your brain after all.”

      Kim laughs to herself, and Rachel indulges her with a smile because it’s the closest thing to a joke that her sister has managed in years. She’s also indulging her by not fighting the nightly dinner service, as she did for the first month in her sister’s guest room. It was her teenage niece of all people who helped her understand that cooking dinner for Rachel made Kim feel useful, like there was something in her control that she could do to help.

      “Just add it to the list of things I regret—acting too cool to just enjoy things. I hate that I cared so much about what people thought of me. Well, it’s better late than never, yeah?”

      “All that suffering for the sake of being cool, and in the end, it didn’t even work,” Kim quips after securing the legs of Rachel’s tray in place on either side of her thighs. “I’ll be right back.”

      Moments later, she returns with a plate of steaming chicken pot pie and a glass of milk, carefully setting them both on the tray and pulling a napkin and fork from her back pocket and presenting them like a magician.

      “Milk for dinner again . . . You know I’m not actually a nursing home patient, right? I’m still younger than you; I just have cancer.”

      “It’s good for your bones,” Kim says with a wink before standing back to assess the set up. “Anything else I can bring you?”

      Kim’s eyes meet hers and Rachel detects the sadness that Kim tries so hard to hide these days. The skin under her eyes is dry and darkened. She hasn’t worn makeup in months, and she’s developed a nervous tick of tapping her thumb and ring finger together when her hands aren’t holding anything. She promised Rachel that she’d cut back on smoking, but she hasn’t kept her word. Kim checks on Rachel several times throughout the night, and it’s not the creaks of the heavy oak door being pushed open that wake her; it’s the stench of cigarette smoke poorly masked by the bottle of Febreze Kim sprays on herself whenever she reenters the house after a middle-of-the-night smoke break.

      “You should get out of the house tomorrow. Go do something for yourself—my treat,” Rachel offers. “Linny will be here with me most of the afternoon, anyway. We don’t need you snooping around our private conversations.”

      Kim scoffs before considering the offer. “Mike has a doctor’s appointment in Green Bay. I suppose it wouldn’t kill me to go with him and get out of the house for a few hours.”

      “And if it does kill you, I’ll be shortly behind you,” Rachel responds with a wink.

      Something about Kim’s dramatic huff each time Rachel makes a death joke brings her immeasurable joy. She’ll be offending her sister until her dying breath.

      “Also, how is that doing something for yourself? Why don’t you get a massage while he’s at the doctor? He’s a big boy; he can handle an appointment by himself.”

      “I don’t know why you’re always looking to pick a fight with him,” Kim says.

      “Kim, he’s damn near fifty years old. All I’m saying is that he should be able to handle a doctor’s appointment on his own while you go and enjoy yourself for a few hours. You deserve a break. Taking care of my decrepit ass is only going to get harder in the coming months. Do something nice for yourself while you can.”

      Kim flinches at the mention of Rachel’s condition getting worse. It’s inevitable, but still hard to accept. There is no reversing course at this point in the illness, despite what Kim’s high school friend Krista told her via Facebook Messenger about the miracle cure that is essential oils (and conveniently, it only works if it’s the specific brand she happens to sell from her living room).

      “I’ll think about it,” Kim offers before leaving the room. Rachel knows she won’t. Kim has been putting everyone else in her life first, long before Rachel’s diagnosis. Their father used to say that his oldest daughter will die broke because if she had a hundred dollars, she’d give away ninety-nine of it without remorse. Rachel used to argue that it wasn’t something to be criticized; it was admirable. Her sister is a saint. Now she understands her dad’s sentiments—you can’t pour from an empty cup. It’s wonderful to be a generous person, but if you’re giving away all your time, money, and energy, what’s left for you?

      Aside from genuinely wanting Kim to take some time to recharge, Rachel would also selfishly like to have the house to herself tomorrow when her niece arrives. She has spent the last few months really bonding with Linnea and giving her all the life lessons she can fit into their once-a-week meetings—the importance of saving money, being kind, working hard, and standing up for herself.

      Now that her health is deteriorating, it’s time to start confessing. She doesn’t have much time left on this earth, and Rachel would like to depart knowing that she’s confessed all of it to somebody. She’ll leave this world with a clear conscience if it’s the last thing she does.
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      “Linnea Way, reporting for Tuesdays with Auntie Rach,” Linnea announces as she bumps the guest room door open with her hip, both hands wrapped around a brown paper sack. “And, I’ve brought reinforcements.”

      “Tell me that’s Thai food and I’ll put you back in the will,” Rachel says, inhaling deeply. “Mango sticky rice?”

      Linnea sets the bag down on the small table near the bed and shrugs off her coat, throwing it on the reading chair that sits a few feet away from the side of the bed. Unfolding the legs of Rachel’s wooden tray with one hand, she places it over her aunt’s lap in one fell swoop. Her aunt nods in appreciation as Linnea seamlessly pulls the white takeout containers from the bag and places them on the tray.

      “And when did I get taken out of the will?” Linnea asks, eyebrows raised.

      “When you told your mother that I was in here doing weed gummies. Nobody likes a snitch.”

      “I already told you—I thought she knew. You rarely leave the house—who the hell is getting them for you?”

      “First of all, your mom wouldn’t know a good time if it bit her in the ass, and she certainly isn’t cool with having illegal drugs in her house, regardless of how many times I remind her they are legal. Second, you don’t need to know how I’m getting my drugs. Now hand me some napkins and get out of my way.”

      Linnea shakes her head and pulls the small table closer to the chair as she takes a seat and begins unpacking her own dinner.

      “Do they help?” she asks.

      “Who?”

      “The weed gummies, Rachel. Focus.”

      “Oh,” Rachel says, shrugging. “I suppose they do. I feel much more at peace with what’s happening for a little while. I’m starting to feel really achy at night, and they numb the pain enough so I can get a full night’s sleep. Oh, and they don’t give you a hangover like when you have too much wine. I know you wouldn’t know anything about that, since you’re not twenty-one yet.”

      She winks at Linnea, who blushes slightly.

      “It’s just all so unfair,” Linnea says, barely above a whisper. She flinches as a plastic spoon hits the table in front of her. Her eyes travel to Rachel, who isn’t laughing.

      “Linnea Jane Way. That’s enough. We promised we weren’t going to have that attitude anymore. We’re going out with grace and acceptance, like the badass bitches we are. Now give me that spoon back; I need it for my soup.”

      Linnea shakes her head and stands to hand the spoon back to her aunt. “I just had so many plans for things we would do after I graduate—trips we would take, places we would see. I’m sorry, it just feels like we’re getting cheated.”

      “And if someone you love got hit by a bus tomorrow, you’d also feel cheated, but at least with me you have the luxury of forewarning. You have months to tell me how great I am and how stunningly beautiful I remain, despite the terminal cancer,” Rachel replies, trying to lighten the mood. “Also, I’ll be leaving you and your mother enough money to take all the trips. I’ll even have a talk with her about trying to lighten up and have some fun, for your sake.”

      “Well, if I’m going to have an aunt die and leave me in the will, I guess I’m glad it’s the rich one.”

      “As you get older, you’ll realize I was never rich. I just have a few extra bucks because I chose not to have children,” Rachel says, tapping her temple with her index finger.

      Linnea considers this for a moment before adding, “Dad’s sister, Wendy, doesn’t have kids and she’s still broke.”

      “Your dad’s sister, Wendy, can’t hold down a job and spends her time gambling on penny slots and sucking down wine coolers while she works her way through all the men in Alger County she isn’t related to. She may not have kids, but she also doesn’t have any damn sense. That’s why she’s broke.”

      Linnea gasps before losing her composure when Rachel shrugs and slurps her soup, as if she didn’t just hurl the most offensive filth toward Linnea’s only other living aunt. It was cruel, but Linnea can also admit that it’s true. Her aunt Wendy is a mess.

      They spend the remainder of their meal making small talk, with Rachel trying to distract Linnea so she’ll forget what’s happening and Linnea answering Rachel’s questions with half-hearted answers because her mind is stuck on the sense of impending doom in the air. Both women dance around the conversations they should be having. They can spend a year’s worth of Tuesdays sitting in this room and sharing meals together and it won’t change the fact that in the end, she’s losing her aunt. Pretending it isn’t happening isn’t doing anyone any favors.

      Once Linnea has returned from taking the to-go containers straight to the trash bin outside—so her mother won’t lecture her about stinking up the kitchen—Rachel pats the foot of the bed and invites her to sit down.

      “Actually, why don’t you close the door before you sit down?” Rachel asks.

      “Why? Mom and Dad are in Green Bay.”

      “We might get caught up talking and not hear them pull in. I’d rather what I’m about to tell you stays between us.”

      Linnea’s eyes widen slightly at the idea of having a secret with her aunt. She decides for once that she’ll keep this one tight to her chest instead of running to tell her mother the minute she gets home, as she normally would.

      “Is it about the will? Are you going to leave something funny to Dad? I could see you getting one last joke in on your way out.”

      Rachel smirks and shakes her head. “Nah, the will is pretty cut and dry. I do have some ideas for final pranks on your dad, but we can talk about those when the time gets closer. Tonight I want to show you something.”

      She reaches under her side of the mattress and pulls out a white standard-sized envelope. It’s sealed with one of Rachel’s monogrammed stickers and has Linnea’s name on the front.

      “When I die, and not a moment sooner, I want you to open this envelope. There is something very important I’d like you to have. Don’t you even think about trying to sneak a peek when I’m not in this room or I’ll know immediately. It’s of no use to you unless I’m gone. Got it?”

      “Got it,” Linnea responds, holding three fingers up in a Girl Scout’s salute. It makes Rachel smile to think about how sweet her niece was in that little uniform, selling cookies at a folding table outside the mall a decade ago. Rachel always waited until the sale was almost over so she could find out how many boxes short Linnea was of her goal and buy them all. Everyone at the office was overjoyed when Rachel would show up on Monday morning with an overflowing case of every kind of cookie on the list and hand them out for free. In school, Linnea was the one with the cool aunt who bought whatever she needed to from her school fundraisers so her niece could choose the biggest prize from the catalog.

      “I’d like to spend the next few weeks telling you some stories that I’ve never told anyone,” Rachel says. “There’s no doubt in my mind that you’re the right person to tell them to, but you need to know that they are going to be hard to hear at times. I’ve done some things I’m not proud of, but I think if you listen, you will understand why I did them. Most of the things I’m going to tell you happened before you were even born or when you were just a baby. It was a long time ago, but they are fresh in my mind like they happened yesterday. I’ve got to get these things off my chest before I die. What do you think? Can you handle it?”

      “Bring it on,” Linnea says with an assertive nod. “But, can we have some of this while we talk?”

      She reaches forward into her oversized purse and pulls out a Walgreens bag containing a cheap bottle of red wine. Rachel smiles and chugs the last of her water before holding out her empty cup. Linnea twists off the top, gives her aunt a generous pour, and then pulls the lid off her insulated travel mug to do the same.

      “I know I’m only eighteen, but⁠—”

      “Kiddo, I don’t care how you got it, and I don’t care that you have it. Just don’t tell your buzzkill mom or she’ll be mad at us both. Oh, and drink up—you’re going to need it.”
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      The final day of middle school had finally arrived. My friends and I sure talked a big game about going to high school that fall, but the truth is we were terrified. There would be three classes of boys above us, which was enough to make us want to pass out. There would also be three classes of girls above us, which made us want to blend in with the crowds so we wouldn’t be singled out. The older girls could be so mean, especially when the underclassmen did anything to draw attention to themselves.

      Unseasonably warm without a cloud in the sky, we decided to ride our bikes to the beach after school. You need to understand that back then, there were no cell phones. No social media. Our parents had no idea where the hell we were, and most of them were still at work anyway. Nothing bad ever happened around here; why would they worry? We had to be home by six for dinner, and if we went back out with our friends, we had to be home for the night by the time the streetlights turned on. We may have caused a little trouble in those days, but none of us were stupid enough to stay out past curfew. Summer break was upon us; we couldn’t afford to be grounded and miss out on any of the fun.

      We were wild and free, kicking our legs out to the sides of our gliding bike tires after furiously pedaling for blocks. Monica put a radio in the basket of her bike and inserted a cassette tape into the deck so we could listen to “MMMBop” by Hanson on repeat while we biked to the lake.

      We didn’t have towels or swimsuits, and the water wouldn’t be warm enough to swim even if we did, so we found a picnic table and perched ourselves on the top, staring out at Lake Michigan and talking about our plans for the best summer yet.

      We weren’t at that beach for ten minutes before they arrived. The four boys, just finishing their junior year and preparing to be seniors, sniffed us out like fresh meat on the grill. They knew we were coming to their turf in the fall, and they wanted to lay claim on us before their classmates even knew we existed. The tallest, most handsome of the group approached me at the foot of the picnic table.

      “I’m Tyler,” he said to me, reaching a hand out to shake mine like we were adults at a banker’s convention. I’d never had a boy try to shake my hand before. Of course, I already knew who he was. You’d have to be living under a rock not to. Starting right wing on the varsity hockey team, son of the police chief, and youngest of four brothers—all of them beautiful, bronzed gods in this tiny lakeside town. The only question is, what could he possibly want with me?

      “I’m Rachel,” I answered, limply taking his hand and flinching as he squeezed mine tightly in return.

      “You girls going to be freshmen?” his friend asked.

      “Yeah,” my friend Sophia answered, casually tucking her hair behind one ear and pretending she wasn’t internally screaming.

      “Nice,” Tyler replied to Sophia, but never broke his eye contact with me. It made me so nervous, I had to look away. At fourteen years old I knew next to nothing about sex, but there was no mistaking the reaction my body had to the attention he was giving me. Those deep brown eyes stared directly through me, and I felt a dull throbbing in places I wasn’t sure were supposed to throb at all.

      “We’re headed to the Dairy Flo. You guys wanna come?” the friend asked.

      All four of us failed miserably at keeping our cool while responding with enthusiastic nods. Four soon-to-be seniors just invited us to hang out with them in a very public venue—the burger and ice cream shop was the busiest place in town on a sunny day. Without a doubt, we’d be seen together. The thought of heading to high school as a group of freshmen with established reputations as cool girls was almost too much to handle. We couldn’t dream of a better scenario.

      The ride to the Dairy Flo was less than a dozen blocks, but it could have been five miles for all we cared. We were entirely transfixed by the older boys zipping in and out of traffic on their mountain bikes and hopping up on curbs like they were auditioning for the X Games. If cars honked at them to get out of the road, the boys would stick out their tongues and wave their middle fingers in the air. These boys were it. The only time we took our eyes off them was to look at each other in amazement and disbelief over our luck. We were going to be the coolest freshmen in school, and September could not come soon enough.

      I tried to play it cool while we stood in line to order, but I only had two dollars in my pocket, and I knew it wouldn’t go far. I said I wasn’t hungry and ordered a small Pepsi, but Tyler could sense my struggle from a mile away. With his wallet full of tens and twenties from working nights and weekends at the sporting goods store, he ordered two cheeseburgers and a double order of cheese fries, a subtle wink the only hint that he understood I was broke.

      I’m not sure I’d ever been self-conscious while eating before that point, but I overanalyzed every chew and swallow while Tyler focused his attention on me in the back corner booth. I was certain I had something stuck in my teeth, so I ran my tongue over them frantically any time he’d look away. He and his friends weren’t nervous at all; they did Adam Sandler impressions and threw crumpled up straw wrappers at each other while us girls sat and watched in wonder.

      Everything they said became the funniest thing we’d ever heard. After this night, we’d quote them amongst ourselves for weeks. Remember when Tyler said “Nudie magazine day?” Oh my gosh, and remember when he pretended the fries were walrus teeth? What about when they called Mrs. Pearson by her first name and said she was a boner donor?

      The eight of us spent most of that summer together. We’d meet at the beach after breakfast and not go home until dusk. If one of the boys had to work a shift at their summer jobs, we’d all ride our bikes there to harass them. If one of us had to leave for a mandatory family vacation, the rest of us would spend the week telling stories about them like they’d gone off to war. We played truth or dare and spin the bottle, which resulted in my very first kiss, followed shortly by my second, third, and fourth kisses.

      I think of that summer as my sexual awakening. Everything was brand new. I learned, I lived, I loved, and by the end of the summer . . . I killed.
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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.




