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      “This just arrived for you,” the office intern said with a smile and bat of her lashes. She hadn’t caught on yet that I wasn’t interested—not just in her, but in females in general.

      “Thanks.” I took the brown paper envelope. The paper was old, like the way we used to crumple up paper bags in elementary school art class to make letters look like they were from long ago. Turning the envelope over, I frowned. “No address? No return address? Just my name?”

      Ethan Bell was written across the front in curly script.

      “Who delivered this?”

      The intern shrugged. “I don’t know. The mailroom just sent up a tote of mail and packages. I sorted through everything and put them in mailboxes.”

      “But made a personal delivery to Ethan?” My colleague, Britton, smirked.

      The girl blushed. “I mean, I was already going to be walking by so…”

      “Thanks,” I said, waving the strange letter in the air.

      She gave a quick nod and smile before rushing from the office.

      “Do you have to always be a dick?” I asked Britton.

      “What? She’s been here like three months and hasn’t yet figured out we’re both gay, hooking up, and never gonna go for her. Maybe a letter needs to be delivered to her.” Britton was pretty much an ass and I needed to figure out a way to let him know this colleagues-with-benefits thing wasn’t working out for me. He was a whole lot more into me than I was into him, but it definitely wasn’t a love-match.

      It was kinda sad. He was hot. Not a super nice person, but the sex was good. He was successful—well, as successful as one could be when you worked in the advertising department of a public relations firm that was slowly sucking away your will to live with each passing day.

      Britton was the type of guy who could compartmentalize and make the best of the shitty job. In fact, I think he was so good at it because he didn’t actually have a soul. He came to work, ran over anyone in his way, didn’t let his emotions get involved, did the job he was asked to do for less money than was rightfully deserved, and took on the shit jobs as a way to climb the ladder. Then he went home, forgot all about presentations that didn’t go well, lost accounts, and rude bosses, came back the next day, and did it all again.

      He was also a grade-A schmoozer. The guy could suck up, kiss ass, grovel, and play nice with the best of them and never even bat an eye or get a headache. He was so good at being fake with people, I never really knew who the real Britton was.

      So, yeah, the sex was good and we worked okay together in the office, but it wasn’t a love connection. It was kinda weird the guy who seemed detached from everything at work was possibly more attached to me than I was to him.

      I really needed to end things with him.

      Was there really anything to even end?

      Or could we just slowly phase out of our every-so-often hookups and move on to pretending nothing ever happened?

      Britton loved life in the big city. He planned on staying at our current employer for as long as he could—he was just the type the big guys were looking for and he’d move his way up and up and up until he eventually became an asshole boss who made employee lives a living hell. And he’d do it with a smile on his face, tons of money in his pocket, and his dick buried in whichever pretty-faced guy came along.

      It wouldn’t be me.

      I had no desire to stay in my current position.

      I needed out.

      Like, yesterday.

      I didn’t have anywhere to go.

      Not yet.

      But I couldn’t stay.

      I didn’t know where I wanted to go, but I’d known within a day or two of signing on with Dyer Branch Public Relations I would only be on their payroll until I found something better.

      Two years later, I was still determined to get out.

      I just needed a place to go.

      I was good at what I did. I had the talent and the drive. I just needed a place where employees weren’t treated like sub-humans.

      I was ready for a change.

      But word traveled at the speed of light in my industry. The very moment I started sending out feelers, my bosses would know. I had to be prepared to be jobless for a bit while I searched for something new. Which was why I was still at the firm, saving up money to live on for a while.

      “What’s it say?” Britton asked, nodding his head toward the letter.

      Clearing out the thoughts of how miserable this job made me, I slipped a thumb under the flap of the envelope and pulled out the letter.

      Unfolding the delicate parchment, I studied the old-fashioned lettering inked onto the paper.

      “Well?” Britton persisted.

      In a bit of a daze, already traveling back to a much happier time, I cleared my throat and read the letter aloud.

      Ten long years since

      You left this place;

      Make your way back

      With the greatest of haste.

      The Falls you left

      Is in desperate need,

      Of this summons

      Please do take heed.

      You know you desire

      A new and fresh start

      Come back to the Falls,

      Just listen to your heart.

      Open your mind

      To the magic’s call

      And follow it back

      To Christmas Tree Falls.

      

      Britton laughed so hard he had to wipe tears from his eyes. “What the hell was that? Christmas Tree Falls? Man, someone is playing with you.”

      My hackles rose immediately. “Evergreen Canyon is a real place. I spent four years working holiday and summer breaks at Christmas Tree Falls. It’s this ski resort with pretty much every activity you can imagine—skiing, snowboarding, zip lining, horseback riding, hiking, snowmobiling, mountain biking, fishing, camping.” With a happy jolt, my mind effortlessly went to the four years of high school I spent at Christmas Tree Falls. The place had always held special memories for my parents—hence, the reason they insisted I work there—and would forever hold extraordinary memories for me.

      I hated the cold, didn’t love the outside work no matter what season, and missed my friends from school while I was there, but the memories made in Evergreen Canyon were some of the best of my life.

      First crush.

      First sexual explorations.

      First love.

      My heart fluttered as it always did when I thought of my time in Evergreen Canyon—especially at Christmas Tree Falls. Four years in that magical place—every single school break, I was there.

      And then I wasn’t.

      I wasn’t a town kid.

      I’d had plans for college and big business.

      I left the town that last summer with a promise to try to make fall break work. I left four years of flirting, breathless laughter and sparkling eyes, first kisses, stolen moments, secret meetups.

      Exploring, learning, loving.

      I left all that behind.

      I left him.

      And my heart still hurt every time I let myself think of what I’d given up.

      But I’d had plans and they didn’t include wasting my potential at a mountain resort. So, I’d said goodbye, nursed a broken heart as college started, and eventually moved on.

      Four years of college, three years of internships and temp work, and landing what I’d thought would be the real start of my career at Dyer Branch.

      Until it wasn’t.

      What would my life be like now if I’d continued devoting my time to Christmas Tree Falls? Taking care of the horses, doing handyman work, filling in wherever needed to make the resort run smoothly…those were his jobs, the things he was good at.

      Not me.

      What would my position there have been?

      How would I have fit into his life?

      Could it have been more of a disaster than what you’re doing now? At least there you would have had him by your side. Here? You’re stuck, you’re languishing, you’re not happy.

      I sighed and stared at the letter again.

      Who sent it?

      Why?

      To stir up memories of a time best left in the past?

      But was it really best left as a memory?

      Those four years held real, heartfelt emotions for me. Would I taint them with my present situation if I allowed myself to visit them again? If I returned to Christmas Tree Falls, would the magic of what I remembered be shattered by reality?

      And what about him?

      Just because my illustrious plans hadn’t panned out exactly the way I wanted them to didn’t mean he wasn’t living his best life.

      Was he happy?

      In love?

      Did he have children?

      My heart clenched at the thought of him with someone else.

      So, you can have decent, detached sex with someone you basically can’t stand outside the bedroom, but he can’t live his life and fall in love with someone other than you?

      I shook away the thought. It was ridiculous anyway. I wasn’t actually considering going to Christmas Tree Falls.

      Was I?

      No.

      Of course, not.

      I looked back down to the parchment.

      The letter indicated my help was needed.

      What help could I possibly give?

      And I had a job.

      A job you hate. A job you’ve been waiting to leave with the right opportunity.

      Yeah, but showing up at Christmas Tree Falls to help with whatever problem had arisen wasn’t the same as taking a job in advertising with another PR firm. The resort was in trouble if the letter could be believed. It wasn’t like they’d be paying me to stand around and reminisce about the good times.

      You’ve saved up money since day one at this job. Living at the resort would be a quarter of your current living expenses; that savings would go four times as far.

      “Dude, you okay?” Britton waved a hand in front of my face. “Damn man, that stupid letter messed you up, huh?”

      “What?” I pulled myself from my thoughts. “Oh, um, yeah. Just remembering. Hey, I need to finish up some things on this project.” I prayed he’d take the hint and leave me alone.

      My luck was running strong at that moment as one of the lead project managers walked by my office. “Britton, just the man I wanted to talk to. Got a minute?”

      “Sure thing. Meet me in my office?”

      The man nodded and headed off.

      Britton turned back to me. “You wanna get together tonight?”

      “Um, text me. Depends on where I’m at with this project.”

      He eyed me for a moment before walking away.

      Did he recognize the beginning of the end?

      Closing the door, I rushed to my desk and scribbled some numbers. My lease was up this month. I’d had no plans on moving and every intention to renew, but maybe…

      No.

      I could not rush off to some mountain town because of a weird letter and nostalgia. I loved that place way back then, but uprooting my life now wasn’t a good plan.

      And wasting away at a job you hate is?

      The pull of those memories was strong. Happier times. Easier, carefree, innocent times. My cheeks pinked as I recalled what he and I had gotten up to over those four years—maybe not completely innocent.

      There was no guarantee the place was the same.

      No guarantee he was even still there.

      I scoffed. “Yeah, right,” I muttered to myself. “The resort was in his blood. He’d never leave that mountain. He is Christmas Tree Falls.”

      Memories of arguments splattered my mind. Me asking him to go with me, him refusing. Way back then, I was too big for that small-town resort life, and he swore he’d shrivel up and die if taken away from the place. It was his heart and soul.

      Maybe you just go for a visit. Check it out, see what the letter is talking about.

      The draw was strong.

      But I was being drawn toward childhood memories.

      At twenty-nine years old, I had no business giving up my apartment, leaving my job, and trekking to a mountain resort because of some wonderful memories.

      The letter said your help is needed. Don’t you want to help? That place is part of your history.

      Maybe that was where it should stay.

      Isn’t it worth a short visit to at least see what’s going on? See if you can actually help in some way? Maybe just use it as a breather from this place, get your head on straight.

      If I traveled to Evergreen Canyon and showed up at the resort, I risked ruining perfectly good memories of those four years.

      If you don’t go, you risk missing out on something good.

      Running my hands through my light brown hair, I leaned forward and rested my head on my desk. What I needed was a sign. Something to point me toward the best decision.

      A mysterious letter isn’t enough?

      No.

      I needed something real.

      Something to prove to me I should change the direction of my life—possibly derail my entire future—and venture off on some ridiculous trip down memory lane.

      All while risking my career.

      Which already makes you miserable.

      Risking my heart.

      You’re stronger than you think.

      My future.

      Maybe this is your future.

      Fine. I’ll consider the whole idea.

      If I get a sign.

      I drifted into a light sleep for a few moments. My office had no windows so no one would see me slacking off. But I needed to work on the project in front of me.

      My head pounded, my chest felt as if a boulder sat on it, and my heart was so far from being in it I didn’t think I could find my way back with a map.

      And then my phone rang.
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      The sweet scent of fresh hay filled the barn as I brushed the horses, gave them food and water, and dawdled on chores I could have finished an hour ago. I had a shit-ton of things I needed to do, but spending time with the horses was always top of my list and I had a knack for drawing it out as long as possible.

      The resort used to have up to eighteen horses, but we were now down to only four. Selling off the majority of the animals had broken my heart, but selling them had brought in money and opened up our budget for other things.

      Other things like saving the only home I’d ever known.

      Christmas Tree Falls used to be the prime resort in Evergreen Canyon and beyond. Folks would come to the area just to experience what we had to offer. Which used to be pretty much any outdoor activity a person might want to do.

      But a hard year here, a bad winter there, a national dip in tourism, a new fancier resort just one state over pulling our guests for a year or two, all of it added up to a loss of profit. Loss of profit meant we couldn’t keep as many employees, had to shut down a few activities, put off sprucing up the lodgings. We’d had to focus on mandatory repairs, safety, and doing whatever necessary to keep the resort afloat.

      So, horses were sold, zip lines were closed, trail guides were let go. The list went on and on. We were still open, still functioning—maybe limping along would be a better way to describe it—but we were no longer in the heyday of my high school years.

      Honestly, the shift likely started way back then and I had been too young to recognize it. At sixteen or seventeen, what did I know about a recession? Now, at twenty-nine, I wouldn’t say I knew about it, but I could recognize that was likely the beginning of our issues. Each year since had just snowballed.

      What we needed was a boost in tourism.

      Bring back those days of every room filled, reservations booked a year out, guests happy and content, willing to spend a few hours skiing while they waited for their turn to take a trail ride. Word of mouth about the amazing food, top-notch service, and perfect memory-making opportunities.

      If we could just get enough cash flow to spruce the place up, re-hire a few people to beef up our skeleton crew, and get people to come to Christmas Tree Falls, we’d be golden.

      I wanted to fill the barn with more horses and spend the day taking people on trail rides. Listen to the elated shrieks as guests rode the zip line. Stumble upon two old friends spending a lazy day fishing in the lake. Watch as a guest conquered the big hill on their skis for the first time. Wave to a group of teens as they took their rented mountain bikes out for an adventure. Sell the makings of s’mores to a family heading out for a night of camping. Laugh with a kid as she learned the basics of snowboarding on the bunny slope. Take in stories from guests as we all gathered around a big table for a family-style meal once a week.

      “What’s got you so deep in thought?” my grandpa, Nick St. James, asked from the door of the barn.

      Patting the horse I was absently brushing, I shook my head. “Just remembering how good this place used to be.”

      Grandpa, eyes sparkling and cheeks rosy from the cold mountain air—it was only late October so the temps weren’t at their worst just yet, but the air on his ski patrol was already pretty frigid. For the next week or so, Nick would likely do his ski patrol on a four-wheeler due to the lack of measurable snow. But as we moved into November and December, the snow would increase and he’d take to his skis and snow mobile. Although, January and February historically brought the most snow.

      “Used to be? Don’t go giving up on me, Teddy. Have faith. This place isn’t done yet, I can feel it in my bones.”

      I smiled sadly. “Not giving up. Just remembering the good ol’ days.”

      Nick tapped a finger to the side of his nose. “I know what you need. Finish up here and come to the kitchen for a treat.”

      I laughed. Grandpa always knew what folks needed. Likely hot chocolate with extra marshmallows like when I was a kid and a nice, long heart-to-heart to cure what ailed me.

      “I’ll be in shortly.”

      Nick and I lived in a huge, old home at the far corner of the resort’s main thoroughfare. It had been my home since the day I was born. Nick had the west wing and I had the east, but we happily shared the living room, dining room, and kitchen.

      Grandpa gave a wave and turned toward the house. The man was the cornerstone of Christmas Tree Falls. He swore the place weathered bad times in the past and we could do it again, we just had to believe. Nick, with his silver-gray beard, twinkly eyes, and cheery smile, was the quintessential ear for everyone who knew him.

      Christmas Tree Falls resort was its own little village of sorts on the edge of Evergreen Canyon. Our permanent employees lived in staff lodging on the resort. Seasonal employees had the option of living in Evergreen or at the resort. Folks at the resort and in Evergreen knew and trusted Grandpa, sought him out for his advice, and respected his work ethic, kind manner, and extreme generosity.

      As I wrapped up in the barn, promising each horse we’d do some trails soon, I slid open the large door that would allow them to wander into the corral when they felt like it. Swinging open the gate to the pasture, I stomped dust from my boots and headed toward the house. I had a list a mile long of things that needed to be done before the day was over, but I knew better than to turn down a treat from Nick.

      “Sit for a bit,” Grandpa said, placing a steaming mug of hot chocolate teeming with marshmallows on the table. “What’s on your agenda today?” The man had been a father to me for almost as long as I could remember. He was good at listening and good at getting people to talk when needed. Nick always made a person feel like their words—no matter how mundane or outlandish—were the most important things he had to listen to at that moment.

      “Horses are done, but I’ll check on them again this afternoon and make sure they’re comfortable and fed before I call it a night later. I’ve got three oil changes, a window to replace, leaky faucet to fix, and I need to take a look at the ski lift; there’s a belt that needs replaced, but I gotta check to see what size it is first. Was gonna go over to the shop and help with the inventory. And, if there’s time, replace the chains on some of the bikes.” I took a satisfying sip of the hot chocolate.

      “You ever think of just taking a break? Maybe spending an afternoon fishing? Not working from sun-up to sun-down?” Nick asked me over the rim of his mug.

      I shrugged. “I’m planning to take each horse out on a trail over the next few days. You know I like to stay busy. These things need done and I’m good at what I do.”

      “Damn right, you are. Your momma would be so proud of you.” Grandpa’s words caught like they did any time he spoke of his only child.

      Mom fought a long battle with cancer, but passed away when I was a young child. About a year later, my father—who had never really liked living at Christmas Tree Falls, but he did it because he loved my mother—succumbed to his grief and took off. I got a birthday card from him once a year—until I didn’t.

      Dad and I had never been super close—maybe we were too similar, maybe he wasn’t made to be a parent—but losing both parents within a year had been hard. Losing my mom was by far the hardest. Having Grandpa Nick there to support me, to raise me as if I was his own, was the only thing that saved me.

      Mom had left me her part of Christmas Tree Falls when she died and I’d devoted my heart and soul to making the place the best it could be. I loved what I did, couldn’t imagine doing anything else, but the pressure to keep the resort in business because it was what I’d convinced myself my dead mother wanted was sometimes suffocating. Not that I didn’t want the same thing—Christmas Tree Falls was in my blood, a part of me, where I belonged—I couldn’t think of it failing after all these years.

      Lost in thought, I didn’t realize Nick had left the room. When he placed a photo album in front of me, I smiled and my heart immediately warmed. I knew what memories the book held.

      Over the next thirty minutes, Nick and I chuckled with each turn of the page, but we kept our comments to ourselves. I wasn’t sure my voice could hide the emotions welling within.

      Photographs of happier times with my parents, before my mom was sick. Images of me and my mom during her sickest years—my dad absent, as if being around the love of his life while she wasted away was more than he could handle.

      Photographs of me in football gear during the awkward middle school years, transitioning to images of me in football gear in the only-slightly-less-awkward early high school years.

      Folks around town used to joke I was born to play football. I definitely had the build for it. I’d always been bigger, taller, broader than most of my friends. Gentle giant was a good description and one people used often.

      Opposing teams took me seriously based on my size and perceived aggression on the field, but friends and family knew I was nothing more than a big teddy bear. Which was exactly how Theodore morphed into Teddy rather than Theo, and then select friends added Bear into the list of names I answered to.

      The photographs transitioned to page after page of my four years in high school. School friends, town friends, and Grandpa showed up here and there, but there were also my seasonal friends. People around my age who came to work in Evergreen Canyon or directly for Christmas Tree Falls. Some came every single summer, fall, winter, and spring breaks from school. A few came once and never returned. I built friendships easily in school and town; the seasonal group was no different and I cherished the memories we’d made way back then.

      A few friends stuck out in my mind.

      Buck Grimshaw. Taller even than me, he went on to become an MLB star, but it was cool to be able to say I knew him way before the stardom. Buck was always the type to make split-second decisions and reach his goals kinda like a bull in a china shop. He worked for the resort for three seasons, opting out when he got a minor league contract that last year.

      Vince Manning. Great guy, kinda the type who never really stood out, not an attention grabber. He was a teacher in Evergreen Canyon and I still saw him from time to time.

      Buck and Vince had a weird sort of tension between them way back then and I always wondered, if things had been different, what could have become of them.

      I flipped through a few more pages, remembering friends who had come and gone. Some still lived in the area, some were as far away as overseas last I heard. Military, marriage, and mortgages were among several of the different paths my old friends took.

      I missed those days. The freedom, the innocence.

      One more turn of the page and there he was.

      The boy who stole my heart during winter break my freshman year and held onto it for the next four years. Had he ever really let it go?

      Unbidden, memories flooded my mind.

      The instant friendship despite our differences.

      The heart-pounding moments spent together—who would make the first move? Did he feel it? The way my heart fluttered and my stomach flip-flopped, was he feeling the same?

      The heated anticipation of those first touches, the awkward, sweet kisses.

      The way those sweet kisses slowly morphed into something hotter and heavier, rocking my world as we explored each other, discovered ourselves, and found love for the first time.

      How could I still smell his scent in my mind? Feel his body shudder at my touch? Recall the taste of him on my tongue?

      Those years were long, long gone. How could the memories be so fresh, as if they happened yesterday?

      No matter how many stolen moments we spent together. No matter the heartfelt declarations of love. No matter the heartwarming kisses, the soul-shattering sexual explorations, or the bonds we forged over those four years together.

      None of that was enough.

      He couldn’t stay.

      I couldn’t leave.

      The hot pang of loss tearing through my heart never lessened when I thought of him and what we could have been if only one of us had been willing to give a little.

      We were so young and everything happened for a reason.

      But it didn’t make me miss him any less. Didn’t make me stop wondering about him, pondering the ever-present what if.

      Nick clucked his tongue before nodding at a particularly heart-tugging photo from the past. “Did you know Mark and Melanie Bell are having their anniversary party here?”

      For one crazy moment I thought maybe he would come.

      But I shook my head.

      No way.

      He was off living his dreams as a big advertising guy at a huge PR firm.

      Probably dating or married to some amazing guy who had so much more to offer than a run-down ski resort.

      No, he wouldn’t have time to revisit the past.

      “It’ll be great to see Mark and Melanie,” I said, hoping I sounded sincere. I liked the couple—hell, they were one of the main reasons I met him. I just couldn’t help but feel cheated to know his parents would be here, yet we might as well be oceans apart since I doubted anything could drag him back to Christmas Tree Falls.

      “Elaine says she thinks her brother will show up,” Nick said as if reading my mind.

      I gritted my teeth, not allowing myself to hope. “That would be nice.”

      “Mmhm,” Nick mused softly. “You two were thick as thieves back then.”

      “He was a good friend.”

      “You don’t think he’ll come.” It wasn’t a question.

      I shrugged. “He might. It’s for his parents, after all. I’m sure if he can get away from his fancy, important job he’ll do whatever he can to be here for them.”

      “Only for them?”

      My brows drew together. “Why else? Do I think he’d drop his life to come revisit memories of a time way too long gone at a resort that’s barely hanging on? No. No, I don’t.”

      Grandpa tapped a finger to the side of his nose. “You never know what forces are at play to bring people together. I’m not giving up on reviving this place and neither should you. You know there’s something special about this area, have a little faith. Hard work, determination, and a little love is all we need.”

      I smirked. “That’s all, huh?”

      “Believe. That’s my motto for this season. Just believe.” Nick took both mugs to the sink. “Well, I’m heading out on a patrol. You let me know if there’s anything I can take off your hands when I get back. I’m handy with the ski lift and shop inventory is a cinch—don’t try to do it all yourself.”

      I gave a brief nod, still unable to tear my mind away from memories.

      I thought about Grandpa’s words. The hard work and determination were never a problem. The love between Grandpa and me was stronger than it had ever been. My love for my mom and the resort never flickered.

      And that something special?

      Christmas Tree Falls was named after a waterfall nestled deep in the mountains of Evergreen Canyon. The water from the Falls fell in such a way it spread out in a somewhat Christmas tree shape—if you were lucky enough to see it when the water froze, it was an even more spectacular sight. The Falls were said to be magical and I couldn’t help but recall several instances where a little Christmas magic was the only way to explain away some happenings around here.

      Maybe that’s what I needed.

      Some Christmas magic to save the resort.

      And if there was any magic left over from the Falls, maybe it could help bring him back to me.

      I pushed back from the table in a huff.

      What a ridiculous thought.

      Even if he showed up for the party, what would that mean? How would that help?

      We’d maybe get a chance to reminisce, have a few hookups to relive old times—scratch an itch—and then what? He’d leave and we’d be right back where we started.

      He couldn’t stay.

      I couldn’t leave.

      Maybe it was best he didn’t show up.

      It had taken a long time to nurse my heart through the heartache of losing him last time; I wasn’t sure I was up to the task again.

      I had a resort to save. I didn’t have time for silly first loves, sexual tension that could lead nowhere, or another round of soul-searing heartbreak.

      If there was actually anything true about the something special around here, the forces at play would surely know enough to keep him far, far away.

      It was for the best.

    

  

OEBPS/images/listen-to-your-heart-ebook-cover.jpg






OEBPS/images/logo-new-update.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


