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      Past - 11:45 P.M. December 23, 2012

      USCG Auxiliary IN-71 - Outpost

      "Mayday, mayday, mayday. This is Captain Gregor of the Fisher King, over!"

      Lt. Samuels nearly fell out of his chair. The luminance of the radar screens before him lit the entire console a glowing greenish color. He and the other three junior grade officers were wide-eyed awake but startled by the loud distress siren coming through.

      "Mayday, mayday, mayday. This is Captain Gregor of the Fisher King, 7,2,7,2 North, 1,8,5,3,6 West... we are flooding, taking on water in our rudder room. Mayday!"

       "Roger, good copy on position... Request to know number onboard, over." There was a long, drawn–out, static-filled pause. And then the answer came through loud and clear.

      "Number of persons, 53, over."

      Lt. Samuels turned to Ensign Johnson. "Wake the Commander. And find out if Lt. Commander Quinn is still here! Go! Go! Go!"

      The Ensign ran for the door.

       

      1.

      One hour, thirty-eight minutes earlier —

      Asha had fallen asleep under a thin afghan blanket on the lumpy sofa in her husband’s single-bedroom rental home. She'd arrived early to decorate because she feared he wouldn't walk through the door until Christmas Eve. The lights and the tree were all blinking. An array of rainbow colors reflected off the walls and ceiling. It was Christmas time for the Quinns.

      The first winter storm of the season was moving in, so she and her husband would have to spend the holiday at the Outpost. She didn't mind. The romantic in her preferred they'd do it this way. After all, this is the place where their love story began.

       Lt. Commander Kevan 'Ice' Quinn once told her he was not the man to marry. In fact, most of his friends attended the wedding because they had a wager on whether he'd make it down the aisle. Now they all believed she tamed him. That was half-true. He was a perfect husband, but nothing she did or said could ever tame the daredevil that was in him. Often when she got a call that he was out on a mission, she stayed up most nights praying for his safety. It was the life a wife endured when married to the USCG. Tonight, however, was different. He'd forfeited all other holidays to make sure Christmas Eve and Christmas Day were theirs. He promised to be home by ten. Around eleven she lost the fight and fell asleep.

       

      2.

      Ice could see colorful blinking lights like dancing shadows behind the front windows of his house. He slipped in the key and disengaged the lock. He opened the door slowly before he walked in. He knew his sleeping beauty rested inside. And he was right. He closed the door and went in. He shook off the chill that he dragged in with him. He dropped his bag and stepped out of his laced boots. When he shed his heavy insulated coat and put it on the hook, he took in his wife's surprise. Christmas lights. He smiled. It meant Asha had made it in before the storm.  He walked into the living room and found her asleep on the sofa. Ice stared at her for a moment. A mixture of lust, desire, and relief to finally have her here with him churned with his emotions. He'd been looking forward to seeing her all day.

      Ice dropped his duffle at the door. He rubbed heat in his hands and walked over to his wife. There was room, but not enough for them both to be comfortable on the sofa. Still, he eased onto the sofa with her. She was on her side with her back to him. He heard a soft groan as she was pushed into the back sofa cushions. He slipped his hand around her waist and unbuttoned her jeans; his fingers pulled down the tab of her zipper. She was awake.

       

      "Stop!" she giggled. His nails scratched the skin beneath her trimmed pubic hair. "Ice! You need to cut your nails. That hurts."

      "Move over, I want to lie with you," he grunted, "or on top of you."

      "There's no room!" she laughed. "Stop it!"

      Ice had forced his oversized hand beneath her zipper and into her panties. His fingers kept reaching.  She turned her face to say hello and he moved in for the kiss. The sofa could only fit the two of them without the back cushions. And even then her husband, who was tall with big feet, would be forced eventually to lie on top of her. She giggled. She kissed him back. She tossed the sofa pillows over them to make room. Ice was too distracted by the warm and moist feel of her sex to notice he was on the edge of the sofa.

      It had been sixteen days, fifteen nights, thirteen hours, and twenty-seven minutes since she felt her husband's desire for her. All she wanted was to feel her husband buried inside of her.

      "What took you so long?" Asha whined. She turned over a bit, and in doing so her thighs parted enough for his middle finger to sink knuckle deep into her vagina. He kissed and bit her earlobe and then her cheek. His finger plunged, withdrew, plunged again, in timing with her rapid breathing. Ice remained on his side.

      "You miss me?" he asked.

      "You know I did. You promised, Ice. You know what tomorrow is. I was hoping we could have dinner together tonight and then dessert until the morning," she said.

      "I'm a man who likes to eat his dessert first." He kissed her brow. Asha was soaking wet now. And then he switched his technique. He pulled out his middle finger to replace it with his thumb. Asha’s mouth gaped and she thrust her pelvis up. Her jeans were now pushed down just below her hips. Her eyes opened and fixed on her husband’s. The men who flew with him in the army when he was a Black Hawk pilot and later in the Coast Guard called him 'Ice'. They said he was hard, fearless, born with ice in his veins. But the name had a different meaning for her. It was his eyes. He had bewitching, lash-fringed, clear grey eyes the color of glaciers.  A steely stare under dreamy, slanted lids. Eyes that made a girl fall in love.

      "You've been eating that candy again," he groaned. She chuckled. "You smell so good, Asha." Their lips locked as her breathing and his matched. She sighed and gave in. Under the spell of his hand she reached the yummy state of climax. Pleasure exploded deep in her channel, between her thighs. It shocked her and the vibration went up through her vaginal walls and blew her mind with rapture. Asha cried out like a helpless girl, totally inexperienced with being loved by a man like him. Of course, it wasn't true. She was just wrecked by the prolonged wait and the tantalizing tease of their reunion. She tried to get her bearings but her husband had blown her mind in just a matter of seconds.

      Ice kissed her mouth and neck. He dragged her jeans down and rolled down her panties from her thick thighs. She was bottomless and dripping with arousal. The corner of his mouth lifted into a wicked, sly smile. He came over her, with his large feet hanging off the other end of the sofa and his knees between her thighs. Ice trailed kisses down her neck to the tip of her nipple. They were so erect they pressed through her thin t-shirt.  She pushed at his chest, and those eyes of his demanded she behave.

      "Can you at least say Happy Anniversary to a girl before you have your way?"

      He chuckled and lifted his arm to check his watch. "It's not Christmas Eve yet."

      "So? I drove all day to get here. I want to hear you say it."

      "I know what you want," he smirked. "Let me give it to you." He bit her nipple and she cried out with laughter. He tickled her side and she flopped underneath him. He leaned up to look at her. With the Christmas lights blinking from the windows, walls and ceiling she could see her husband fully. He still wore his sage green nomex flight suit. The only patch authorized to be worn to the front-right side read The United States Coast Guard Auxiliary. On the front-left side were his pilot wings, name and aviation qualification.  She could smell the wind and ocean on him. He was a chopper pilot in the US Coast Guard.  One of the most decorated. Ice was called upon for the high-risk missions. And she accepted that; she loved his achievements. But they had finally reached the turning point in their lives. She had a special gift for him this anniversary.

      "Happy Anniversary baby," he sang to her. "You sure did keep it tight."

      Asha laughed. She had Pandora playing on the cable television. It was the Otis Redding version of “Merry Christmas, Baby” playing for them. He jumped up from the sofa and began to play an air guitar, changing up the lyrics. Asha sat up and watched his performance.

      "Happy Anniversary, baby... you sure did treat me nice!" he sang. He thrust his hips and worked his shoulders. She clapped and smiled. "I feel mighty fine, yawl. I feel mighty fine, girl. I got something to give ya, baby. I feel like I'm going to get me some tonight! Happy Anniversary, baby, sure did keep it warm and tight. I love you, baby, for the rest of my life."

      Asha started to rock side to side with him. She sang the chorus with him. She preferred his version to Otis Redding’s. He grabbed her hand and pulled her up into his arms. He danced her around with his hands cupping the cheeks of her ass. A few pelvic thrusts and singing off key and she was in bliss. When the song ended he tackled her like a linebacker and she was brought down playfully hard on the sofa. 

      "Take it off," he grunted. "I want to see your breasts!" He pulled at her shirt. It was a typical request from Ice. He liked her breasts and ass. He had to feel one of them when they slept together. She'd gotten used to it.  He lifted off her so she could comply. Asha scooted back to the arm of the sofa. Ice was standing with his legs apart in his military stance, hands clasped behind his back. She’d been given an  order and she was expected to comply. Asha shook her head.

      "You need to get undressed too, Lt. Commander," she said.

      "Roger that!" he said. He brought down the zipper to his flight suit. He wore his usual white cotton long-sleeve t-shirt that stretched across his broad chest and muscular shoulders. She removed her vintage Janet Jackson t-shirt. He stepped out of his suit and dropped the sweat pants he wore beneath. The Temptations began to sing “Silent Night.”

      "So? What did they say? Is it final? Are you official now? Sector Commander of District One?" she asked.

      He grinned. "Let's talk about it later."

      "Okay," she nodded. He dropped his boxers and his erection pointed directly at her. Ice put his hands on his hips and looked down at it. “At ease soldier!”

      Asha laughed again.

      "Can I get a Christmas kiss?"

      "It's not Christmas yet," she said.

      "Christmas Eve?" he asked and thrust his hips at her.

      "Nope," she smiled.

      "Trick or treat?" he asked.

      Asha laughed. "Nope."

      "Pretty please?" he asked. "With your tongue on my cock?"

      Asha roared with laughter. "What took you so long tonight?"

      "I told you babe, we had some training exercises today."

      "But you're off duty? Me and you, only—I'm going to cook so much good stuff. All your favorites," she said.

      He stroked his dick and stared her. She could tell he wasn't listening. "Come here," she said. Ice hopped over to her, one hop, two hops, three. Asha fell over laughing. She shook her head, smiling. She sat up and he poked her lips with the tip of his cock.

      "Merry Christmas, baby," she sang to it. "You sure do look good tonight."

      Ice grinned. She kissed the dimpled head and let her tongue circle and tease it. She knocked his hand away and grabbed it by the root, gently. She stroked base of the stalk up one or two inches as she glided the other four into her mouth. Asha relaxed her jaws and then suctioned them the way she knew he loved. He only survived four or five sucks before he was grunting and telling her to stop. She let him go and looked up at him.

      "That's enough playing," he groaned.

      Ice pushed her back on the sofa and came down on her again. He dropped his knee on the sofa and she was forced to part her thighs for him. Asha lay flat on her back, and he moved over her sexy curves.

       

      Ice loved making his wife happy. Law school had been grueling for her, and with the added time spent apart, the stress could test any marriage. Theirs was different. They were best friends, soul mates. 

      He ran his nose over her skin. It smelled like butterscotch. She must have sucked on the candies he left for her in the glass dish. Now the creamy sweetness was embedded in her flesh. His face tucked in between her thick thighs and he sniffed and licked her pussy, expecting to taste and smell butterscotch there as well. Asha's back arched off the sofa and her mouth opened. He brushed his lips over her labia and then wet them. The tip of his tongue parted the plump folds of her vagina and plunged deeper. Her hips undulated and a slow groan of pleasure rippled from her throat. Ice’s dick went so hard he could have stabbed right through the sofa cushion with a single thrust if he wanted. His tongue gave her wicked strokes and licks that went faster and faster.

      "Do me! Do me now, baby! Now!" she begged. Asha would not behave for him. And a woman as beautiful as his shouldn't have to. He pulled back, but not before kissing her inner thigh.

      "Sit up for me, honey."

      Asha cupped her sex. She was visibly shaken. An orgasm always seem to drive a startled and somewhat dazed response from her. She was only nineteen when they first met. His sweet, shy church girl. He'd had his share and often could break through their pious beliefs. But not his Asha; damn it, no woman had ever driven him so crazy. 

      Ice went to his knees before her. Asha turned and sat on the edge of sofa. Because of his height (6'3”) and hers (5'8”) they were eye to eye. He looked into her pretty oval-shaped face, framed by thick, naturally crinkly locks, and fell deeper in love. Asha had slender dark brows over cat-like brown eyes with long silky lashes.  She had high cheekbones, a full nose and lips that were so kissable to him he often found himself licking his own whenever she spoke to him. Asha was curvy. Her breast size was a 34-F, her waist 29, and hips rounded up to 42. She was all natural, too. Every beautiful inch of her created by God, not man.

       You see, Ice had a type. That’s what everyone knew to be true about him. A special type. He discovered it at the age of three. He'd fallen in love with his babysitter, a dark-skinned black girl who was the daughter of the woman who worked at his mother's dress shop. She was only sixteen when he first met her. Even now he could remember her long braided hair and doe eyes that reminded him of the painted eyes on his sister’s dolls. She had a bright, white, even-toothed smile with lips that were plump and so soft that when she kissed his brow or his hand she calmed his tantrums. And he remembered she had full breasts for a teenage girl—larger than his mother’s. As a tot he'd run in a room and immediately climb on her lap to lay his face against them. He'd often ask to be picked up so she could squeeze him in an embrace. And she'd often walk around the house with him on her hip while she fixed his dinner.

      It was innocent, this infatuation and appreciation for the warmth, beauty and comfort from a girl. But that innocence shaped him, opened his eyes to women his upbringing would have taught him to never look at. And it remained a vivid memory.  His own mother would comment that his clingy behavior was unusual compared to his baby sister, since he never reached for her as often. And eventually she fired the young girl or asked her not to return.

      The girl’s name was Laticia. And she was the first of many. By the time he reached high school and was a star running back, no one could keep him from his desires. Often he'd fire up the pickup truck he restored with his father and cruise over to the other side of town. In Mississippi the rule was clear. Blacks stayed on their side and whites on theirs. They only intermingled during high school games and classes, but even the school proms were racially segregated. Due to Ice's height and penchant for a quick temper, people ignored or dismissed the sightings of young black girls with him as he rode around town in his pickup truck. He walked into a diner and would be ready to get into a fist-fight if he and his date suffered any sideways glances. No one ever questioned Ice. It was his way.

      When he entered the Army he had decided it wasn't a phase but a preference. And the playboy lifestyle of a chopper pilot meant he had pussy thrown his way from every direction. He broke a few rules by fraternizing, but never got caught. He left a trail of broken hearts at every base, town or village he was deployed too—even made psych question his intentions. He was a Black Hawk pilot, trained for combat and able to operate the military's most versatile helicopter in all weather conditions, night or day. And he was a sex-fiend with the ladies. Was it forbidden fruit, a fetish? Why would he need and want black and brown women that deeply? And why was he unable to commit his emotions to any of them?

      The answer was far simpler than he could have imagined. It was Asha. All his life he'd been waiting on a love like theirs. Everything he did, every action he made—all of it led him to the Christmas Eve where he met his little church girl who liked to suck on butterscotch candies.  And he'd cut out his own heart to keep her. So why couldn't he step down and honor her one request?

      "You miss me?" she asked. She stared into his eyes.

      "I did," he said. “Let me show you.”

      She cupped his face. "I want a family, Ice. I want babies."

      "We can't make one if you don't give me any," he smirked.

      She smiled. "You know what I mean. I want babies that we raise together."

      "I know what you want, Asha. I want the same thing. I promise."

      "But—?"

      "Soon, I promise," he said.

      "Okay Ice," she agreed.

      He looked down at her breasts. They were prettier each time he saw her. "I missed you so much, baby," he said for the hundredth time. “Gee Whiz, it’s Christmas” played out of the television.  He'd never heard it until he met Asha. It was one of her favorite songs. She smiled. He pulled her by the thighs so half of her butt cheeks remained on the edge of the couch. Her legs parted, with her feet flat on the floor.  He remained kneeling between them with her thighs on either side of his. Ice fisted his cock and aimed it at her entrance and slowly entered her warmth and tightness. Asha leaned back on her arms and pushed her hips forward to further his glide into her. She dropped her head back and her dark berry nipples peaked. Ice licked his lips, tasting traces of her sexual juices on them. The heat from her pussy was so moist, so welcoming, it demanded that he stroke forward until he was balls deep. He ran his hand over her flat tummy to her breast and squeezed. He dragged down a long breath to maintain control. Ice started fucking before he began loving her. And she reached one hand to grip his shoulder while balancing her weight on her elbow to fuck him back. Her inner walls clamped hard around his muscle. A constant release, clasp, and release again.

      "Does that feel good?" he asked.

      "Mmm, yes, yes."

      "What about this?" he asked and pumped with hard thrusts as he pressed his thumb to her clitoris and wiggled it.

      "Yes! That feels good, Ice. Oh God, yes! Please, yes! More!"

      The phone rang.

      Ice froze. Asha put her arms over her breasts as if she had been caught doing something obscene. "Who is it?"

      He groaned, knowing full well what a call at that time of night could mean. She would too if he hadn't lied to her and said that he'd been released from duty this holiday. He pulled out of her. She scooted back on the sofa. The phone kept ringing.

      "Ice? No. You promised me. It's our anniversary. It's our time."

      He got up from his kneeling position and went to the phone.

       

      3.

      Asha waited. She chewed on her thumbnail and listened. Her heart sank with every grunted response from her husband. And then it was confirmed. He had that look in his eye. That wild excitement she dreaded.

      "Gotta go, baby." He grabbed his things and started suiting up. "A fishing vessel in distress. We’re talking over two hundred miles at sea. They've already sent out the C-130 ahead of my crew."

      "Let another crew go." She stood. He was dressed, with his keys and backpack, headed for the door in seconds.

      "They need me, over 50 people. Love you!"

      "Ice!" she yelled after him, but he was running for his truck. The cold winter rain blew in over her and she slammed the door. She shivered. Naked. He promised her Christmas. It was the one holiday that meant the most. And she'd already missed last year with him.

      Then it dawned on her.

      If he had signed those papers and accepted his promotion, he wouldn't have gotten that call. Ice lied to her.  Asha went to the sofa and wrapped the afghan blanket around her nudity. “Lonely at Christmas” played from the television. She wanted to throw something through it. She put her face in her hands. She couldn't cry or feel sorry for herself. So after a few minutes she grabbed the remote and flipped to another station. The weatherman was in the middle of his news update.

      The coastal storm we're tracking has the potential to disrupt holiday travel up and down the East coast this week. Our pinpoint weather team coverage continues live now with eyewitness news reporter Dennis Perry.  The screen switched from the news desk to a reporter out in the storm. The sleet and stormy rain were brutal and the reporter fought to be heard over the gusts of wind. A surprise freak storm that was expected to blow over had received a surge. And it was strengthening. Shannon and Mike, this is bad. If you are thinking of leaving out of Port Smith tomorrow, cancel those plans. The roads are out. Fishing boats are being called in. The weather is predicted to worsen. Emergency responders are securing homes as the tide comes in, and flooding has been reported...

      Asha turned off the television. To listen any further would send her into distress. They were supposed to leave tomorrow. Now it looked like they would spend Christmas in Maine. She got up from the sofa and went to his bedroom. She dropped the blanket. She chose his robe because it was thicker and warmer than hers. She was disappointed but not totally. As long she had Christmas with him she could deal. She just wanted him to be safe. She said a silent prayer that he would be.
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      Past - 11:55 P.M. December 23, 2012

      USCG Auxiliary IN-71 - Outpost

      Ice lived about a five-minute bike ride from the outpost. He'd had barely put his truck into park before he was out of it and running toward his crew with his gear. The Jayhawk helicopter, an orange and white bird that resembled the Black Hawk choppers he flew in combat, waited for him, along with his flight mechanic, copilot, and an expert swimmer by the name of Thatch. He put on his helmet equipped with night goggles and marched straight for his men.

      "Aye, we could have handled this one without you, Ice!" Thatch, his best friend and one of the most respected swimmers in the District, chuckled.

      "Not a fucking chance. You see that storm? That's my storm brother," Ice yelled back over the howling wind. He climbed inside. His crew got in with him. Thatch took the left wing.

      "Semper paratus!" Thatch yelled, which meant always ready in the USCG.

      Ice strapped in and so did his co-pilot Nicholas. They lifted off the ground before he could confirm his flight mechanic and swimmer to the back were secure. The wind gusts tried to drag the bird east but he hovered and rose without issue.

      "C-130 will probably beat us to the scene, so hopefully they will have some good information for us before we get there," Mike, his flight mechanic, said.

      "Roger," Ice said. "Indigo Nancy Seven-One, Indigo Nancy Seven-One, this is Echo Golf Niner-Three. We are en route, rendezvous at 51 degrees 37.0N, 001 degrees 49.5W. Read back for check. Over."

      "Roger, C130 is on scene, reporting multiple people in the water and on rafts. Visibility for rescue limited due to 50-foot surges. Two cutters en route, over."

      "Roger that, over," Ice said.

      "Holy fuck. This is going to be a nasty one," Thatch said.

      Ice nodded in agreement. His copilot was manning the scans for the sinking vessel. Thatch moved over closer. "Did Asha make it here ahead of the storm?"

      "Yeah, she did. She's pissed right now. I got her something sweet for our anniversary, so it'll be all good between us today."

      Thatch chuckled. "You haven't told her yet?"

      Ice glanced over. "Why the fuck do I need an appointment? A fucking desk job. I got a desk job. It's not like I'm at sea every other day. I spend more time doing administrative work than I do flying."

      "She's talking about the personal time, brother," Thatch said. Mike looked up. They all knew the sacrifice. Ice was the only one that pretended there should be none. "You get a better rotation, you can be a family man. That's what wives want. Family."

      "I'll talk to my wife. Make her understand. This is the rotation, for the both of us. I'm going to give her what she needs, fuck what she wants."

      "So next year you're going to re-enlist. You need to be honest about that too, Ice. Take it from someone who knows." Thatch warned.

      "Shut up lieutenant. That's an order."

      Thatch smiled. "Roger that!"

      

      4.

      Asha sat on the sofa sucking another butterscotch candy. She glanced down to the floor, where her panties and jeans were. She had barely enough time to love on her man before he disappeared like a puff of smoke. She told herself it didn't matter. But deep in her heart she knew it did. Asha wanted to be selfish. After all, it had been four years since they married. He'd already served two tours in Iraq and had been in the USCG for six years. He would be thirty next year.

      She got up and went for the phone. She knew it was late but her sister was always up. Asha was the sixth child of eight, Amy was the seventh. She dialed her and sat back on the sofa, staring at the television, barely watching.

      "What are you doing up, Asha?" Amy asked between deep yawns.

      "Ice. He's out, and I'm bored," she sighed.

      "Everything okay? Isn't there a storm up there with you guys?"

      "Yeah, I guess. Oh shoot, I don't know. I don't want to think about what he does when he goes out there."

      Amy laughed. "Are you serious? Ice is invincible. And you should be used to this by now."

      "No one is invincible," she sighed. "And no one is as stubborn as him. I don't think he's going to take this appointment, Amy. I think he wants to re-enlist. He won't even be honest about it. Every time I ask he kisses me or changes the subject."

      Her sister went quiet. She talked to her often about her fears, the ones she didn't worry Ice with and couldn't share with her parents. She talked and talked, to the point she hated to hear her own voice on the subject.

      "You two had a deal. He won't break it," Amy said.

      "I can't force him into that. I don't think it's fair," Asha said.

      "Then what is the alternative?"

      "I want to leave New York. Move to Maine. I got some job leads in Providence. That's only forty-five miles from Port Smith."

      "Huh? Whoa, wait a second. But you're almost done with school. You’ve got so many offers."

      "I'm not interested in working for some big law firm. I want to get into civil law. I can do that here."

      "In Providence? Girl, stop!"

      "I can do it. I think I'm going to tell him tonight, or in the morning. Yeah, I've decided. I'm going to sacrifice. I really want a baby. I can't have our kid by myself in New York. I need to be close to Ice. This is the best idea."

      "Asha? Talk to Mom about this first."

      "I'm grown. He's my husband. He should come first. If he wants to re-enlist then I need to support him. I'm going to tell him when he comes back. If being a pilot is who he is, then being a pilot’s wife is who I am."

      "You sure?"

      "I'm sure," Asha smiled. "Now tell me what Mama's cooking."

       

       5.

      The ocean waves stretched taller than an office building. They rolled over the sinking boat that burned and crumbled into the sea. The good news was most of the crewmen had made it to the raft. The bad news was they could spot two who were adrift and going under fast.

      "We got two in the water that I can see, Ice. I repeat, two survivors," said Mike.

      "Thatch? What do you think?" Ice called back. The frigid rain was relentless and the storm seemed to be growing stronger. Ice and Thatch were the most fearless on the crew, and both men were always first to take the biggest risks.

      "I'm going in," Thatch said without hesitation. The flight mechanic was up to handle the operation. He would provide all the maneuvers to the pilot. From Ice’s position in the cockpit he could not see the rescue. His job was to keep the bird in the air and bring in his men and the survivors.
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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.


OEBPS/images/main-logo---light-background.jpg






