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      He’s the town’s most eligible bachelor, which makes him completely off limits to the town’s most recent—and reluctant—bachelorette.

      

      Iris Daniels thought her life was set—twenty-plus years of marriage, two adult children, and a job she loves as Black Wolf’s Bluff’s librarian. Until her husband drops a bomb that destroys her complacency. Six months post-divorce isn’t long enough to fully heal, so why is the pull of Gatlinburg’s most eligible bachelor—and the man who knows her darkest secret—so strong?

      

      Jamie Worthington accidentally overheard Kirk Daniels’s outrageous proposal for his now ex-wife. That moment changed Iris’s life forever—and gave Jamie the opening he never thought he would have. He’s determined to show Iris that she’s still a “sexy librarian,” no matter her age, and that he wants her for his own, even if she thinks being with him is a recipe for disaster.
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      Walking a tightrope sucked. Seriously sucked. Big fat donkey balls, as some of the teenagers who came into the library would say. Too bad Iris found herself doing it more and more lately.

      Because of the man across the table from her. The one who refused to look up from his phone.

      “Your steak, ma’am.”

      She startled at the waiter’s words. Plastering a smile on her face, she glanced up at the young man. “Thank you.”

      Kirk grunted as he pocketed his cell—finally—the sound filled with displeasure. What had she done now?

      Her husband glowered as the waiter set a full plate in front of him as well. Without a word of thanks, he dug in. Iris graced the waiter with another smile, this one apologetic. He returned it with a friendly nod that told her he didn’t blame her for Kirk’s lousy attitude.

      If only it were that easy.

      She picked up her knife and fork. “Happy anniversary, Kirk.”

      Twenty-three years. They’d spent twenty-three years together—as partners, lovers, parents. How was it that she felt less and less like she knew him as the years wore on? A stranger sat in the fancy leather-and-oak dining chair across from her, so closed-off and silent she was hard-pressed to say she actually knew him at all. And yet the way he held his polished silver fork, the way he chewed, the way he sipped from the cut-crystal wineglass were all intimately familiar.

      How had it come to this?

      Kirk’s plate was clean, hers barely touched when he finally spoke. He wiped his mouth with a snowy-white linen napkin, then settled his fisted palms against the table. “This is no longer working for me, Iris.”

      Iris’s gaze leaped to meet Kirk’s. Her heart jumped into her throat, yet her face felt frozen. Carefully placing her silverware atop her china plate, she pushed it to the side. Shame filled her at her initial reaction: he wants a divorce, followed by a strong surge of relief. Maybe that had been the withdrawal she’d sensed the past few months. “‘This’?”

      “Us.”

      This is it. This is really it.

      What am I going to do?

      First, speak. “You want to divorce?”

      His glare had her jerking back in her seat. Actual fear thumped in the pulse at her throat. “Hell no, I don’t want a divorce.”

      She ignored the cursing. “Then what are you talking about?”

      He had the grace to glance around, checking that they had no audience. Little late for that. But the Carousel had seated them at a table atop a dais in honor of the special occasion, slightly separated from the rest of the dining room. “I’m talking about you, Iris.” He waved a hand in her direction. “You’re not the woman I married anymore.”

      She scoffed. “I hope to God not, just like you’re not the same. It’s been twenty-three years, Kirk.”

      His mouth tightened, his eyes narrowing. “You’re doing things I don’t like, things my wife shouldn’t do. Voting against me at the city council meetings. Going dancing at the bar with your friends—without me. Showing yourself off to other men—”

      She cut him off. “I’ll vote however I feel led to vote. I don’t need your permission, husband or not. And I didn’t go to a bar; I went to the local pub. You were perfectly welcome to come along.” But he’d refused, just as he’d refused most of her invitations to do things together recently. She’d been surprised he’d made reservations for their anniversary, frankly. But maybe he’d had this planned all along. As to the showing herself off to other men… “Is this about that Halloween costume again? Kirk, it was fine. Everything was covered.”

      “You appeared in town as a saloon girl, Iris,” he hissed. “Every man who walked by got a clear idea of what is supposed to be mine.”

      She and her friend Scarlett had dressed up in the old-fashioned can-can girl costumes to run the photo booth at the Halloween carnival a few weeks ago. The flirty skirt had called to her, complete with crinoline and fishnet stockings, but she hadn’t shown anything more than would be visible had she worn a fitted blouse and full skirt to work.

      The stubborn look on her husband’s face told her she wasn’t going to win this argument—again. Still she couldn’t hold back her, “That’s ridiculous.”

      Kirk’s glare narrowed on her. “It was the last straw. And frankly, I don’t want what every other man has seen.”

      If he’d slapped her across the face, she couldn’t have been more shocked. Her brain tried frantically to make sense of the whole conversation. “So you don’t want me,” she said, her lips feeling numb. “But you don’t want to divorce.”

      “What I want is an open marriage.”

      In the stunned silence that followed his words, she became aware of a solid presence mere feet from their table. Raising her eyes, she caught sight of crisp black dress pants, masculine hands cupping a delicate china dessert plate, a fresh white dress shirt, and, finally, startled green eyes staring right into hers.

      What I want is an open marriage rang in her ears, and as she stared into the man’s eyes, she knew from the fixed expression on his face that he’d heard the same words she had.

      The man cleared his throat. “We at the Carousel wanted to wish you a happy anniversary.” He settled the cake, its single silver candle flickering with bright flame, at the edge of their table, equidistant between her and Kirk. “If you have need of anything”—somehow that stare made her feel like the words were meant for her—“please don’t hesitate to ask.”

      The man excused himself, and the silence at the table became deafening. Iris fisted her shaking hands and forced herself to speak.

      “So you want us to see other people but stay married.”

      “No.” Kirk balled up his napkin and threw it onto his empty plate. “I want to see other people but stay married.”

      She couldn’t help the laugh that escaped. “I dressed like a ‘floozy’”—she made air quotes—“so you don’t want me, but you do want to find someone else to sleep with?”

      “A man has needs, Iris.”

      “So do women. And if you don’t intend to fulfill those needs, I will definitely be looking elsewhere.” She didn’t want to, had no intention of doing any such thing, but what was good for the goose…

      Kirk leaned across the table, his anger forcing her back in her seat. “You’re not gonna play the whore on me, damn it.”

      “No.” She balled up her own napkin, resolve firming inside her despite the shaking of her hands. She threw the napkin onto her plate just as he had, then leaned over to blow out the candle on their anniversary cake. “I won’t be playing the whore on you. I won’t be married to you anymore.” Standing, she grasped her purse, facing Kirk squarely. “I will not live with a man who could even think about suggesting such a thing to me. I deserve more.” So much more. “We’re getting a divorce.”

      As she brushed by his chair, Kirk gripped her wrist tightly. “Iris—”

      “Anything I can do for you, ma’am?”

      The deep voice belonged to the man who had delivered the cake. Iris had hoped to avoid the humiliation of seeing him again, but right now she had no choice. She forced herself to meet those deep green eyes. “Yes. A cab, please.”

      The man nodded but refused to move, his gaze locking on Kirk’s fingers tight around her arm. Glancing down, she realized that later she’d have bruises, though no pain registered right now.

      She turned back to her husband of twenty-three years. They wouldn’t make it to twenty-four. “I hope you already have her picked out, Kirk.”

      His hold tightened until his knuckles turned white. “Who?”

      “The woman you want to sleep with.” Because it was a sure bet he hadn’t taken this risk without someone already in mind. “You can start tonight. Don’t bother coming home.”

      Yanking her wrist from his grip, she turned and followed the man who’d interrupted them, ignoring Kirk as he called her name behind her. She refused to cry, not here. At home, when she was alone, she could let go.

      Alone. That word opened up a vision of her future that she’d never expected to see. A solitary future. And shameful or not, the relief from earlier returned to mix with the pain clenching her stomach into a knot.

      Alone. It sounded better than what Kirk had proposed.

      The room was a blur of color and sound as they passed through. Iris kept her focus on the broad back of the man escorting her, ignoring everything else. He had placed a cell phone to his ear, she assumed to call her a ride as she’d requested. Her glance took in the red curls brushing his collar, sprinkled liberally with salt and pepper, the wide shoulders that looked like they could handle any burden. There was something familiar about him, something she couldn’t place with her mind in chaos. She couldn’t see his left hand to look for a ring, but she bet he’d never tell his wife he wanted to fool around on her. Or maybe he would. She’d never thought her ultra-conservative husband would suggest such a thing. He’d never wanted anything wild in the bedroom; they’d never even had anal sex.

      Would he do that with his bimbo? He had made it plain she was the problem, not lack of desire for sex. What if—

      She hadn’t realized the man had stopped in front of her until she slammed into his side. As if he’d anticipated her distraction, he’d turned, and neatly caught her with a light hand at her waist.

      “Just a minute there, darlin’.”

      Iris shrank away, embarrassed. “I’m sorry.”

      “There’s nothing you need to be sorry for.” Those full lips tightened like they had back at the table. “I think that’s your husband’s job.”

      She couldn’t hold back her snort. “Kirk, apologize? Not in twenty-three years.”

      His broad hand came up, one finger catching the tear that had escaped without her knowledge. “Maybe if he had learned, it wouldn’t have come to this.”

      She had no response, just shook her head. Looking around, she realized they were in a back hall instead of at the front door as she’d expected. “What—”

      “I thought you might prefer some privacy until your ride gets here.” He jerked his chin at the door in front of him. “This is my office.”

      She hesitated, nodded. As she followed him into the room, she noticed the sign on the door. MANAGER.

      Oh God. She remembered now. The man who’d rescued her was the manager and owner of the Carousel, Jamie Worthington. She’d seen him at a couple of official functions she and Kirk had attended as members of the Black Wolf’s Bluff City Council. And if she kept her seat, she’d likely see him at future events. The man who had overheard the most humiliating moments of her life. The man who had watched and listened as her husband informed her he wanted to cheat on her.

      Would this embarrassment follow her for the rest of her life?

      “Have a seat.” Jamie gestured toward a comfortable looking sofa lining one wall. He took the chair behind the desk, which he swiveled around to the side so nothing obstructed her view of him.  “I called Daniel. He should be here in a few.”

      Daniel ran the only taxi service based in Black Wolf’s Bluff. Of course this man would remember her, remember where she came from. She and Kirk were fairly prominent in local politics.

      “Thank you.” She found herself looking anywhere but at him.

      “He’s wrong, you know.”

      She jerked her gaze back to him. Was Jamie flirting with her? Now? But all she read in the man’s eyes was sincerity. The hard knot in her gut relaxed the slightest bit. “About what?”

      “What he asked you.” He leaned back, crossed one ankle over the opposite knee. “Any man you belong to would never need another woman.”

      The you belong to sent a shiver down her spine, though she wasn’t certain why. She had no idea how to respond, what to say. They sat in awkward silence for long minutes until Jamie’s cell phone chimed. “There is your ride.”

      She stood and followed him through the halls until they reached the back door. Stepping out, she saw Daniel’s blue and white taxi parked by the curb. He flashed his lights in acknowledgment.

      She spun quickly and gave Jamie the best smile she could muster, which wasn’t saying much. “I appreciate your help, Mr. Worthington.”

      “Jamie, please.” He reached for her hand, held it gently when she accepted his grasp. “You take care, all right?”

      Her shaky smile faltered, but she nodded anyway. “Good night.”

      As she crossed the distance to the cab, she pushed thoughts of Kirk and Jamie and everything else about her night away and walked into her future.

      Alone.
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      “It might be early, but I definitely need a drink.”

      Scarlett didn’t argue, just nodded as they followed Adrian toward a booth at the back of Casa Blanca. At least it was a Saturday. Iris didn’t have to go back to work after this; Ashley covered the evening and weekend shifts at the library, and they were closed on Sundays. After what she’d just learned, she definitely wanted a margarita, food, and to go home and bury her head under the covers, in that order.

      Kirk was getting remarried. They hadn’t even been divorced for three months.

      Once they were settled in their seats and Adrian had gone to fill their drink orders, Scarlett reached across the table to take Iris’s hand. “I’m sorry to be the bearer of such bad news.”

      Iris shrugged, the casual move belying the anger churning inside of her. She was grateful for her friend’s empathy. “It isn’t your fault my ex is an asshole.” Or that Scarlett had happened to run into the lovely couple in Wildwoods Brew this morning. Kirk had taken the opportunity to make certain Scarlett knew of the impending nuptials, likely because he recognized that the news would travel to Iris forthwith. They’d barely finished sorting and dividing their entire lives together—or she had, since Kirk, as usual, had left the emotional baggage for her to carry while he evidently carried on with something else—and now he was engaged to a woman twenty years younger than him? Just the thought of dating had nausea tangling her stomach in knots. But then, she imagined Kirk had been dating far longer than she even wanted to think about.

      It was that thought that burst the bubble of her anger, sinking her back into the grief and exhaustion that had been her mainstay for the past few months. Unlike him, she hadn’t had any forewarning of the divorce, or not any that she truly recognized. She’d had to do all her working through of the emotions in the past six months instead. And God, was she tired of it all.

      She sighed, rubbing at her aching eyes. “I just can’t believe it.”

      When she dropped her hands, it was to face Scarlett’s stare, heavy with concern. That look made Iris squirm in her seat.

      “It’s not that I want him back; you know that, right?” Just the thought made her self-conscious. Women shouldn’t miss cheaters, though whether Kirk had physically cheated on her or not, she had never been certain. He’d said he wanted an open marriage; he’d never admitted to already seeing someone else, likely so he wouldn’t jeopardize the divorce settlement. Not that that had helped him in any significant way. They’d been married over two decades; she’d gotten half of literally everything.

      “Of course you don’t want that bastard back,” Scarlett agreed.

      “I do miss…” She focused on the table, her thumb tracing a scar in the worn wood. Admitting she missed anything was hard, even with friends she knew wouldn’t judge her. “I miss the man he used to be, the one who was by my side for so many years when the kids were young. This Kirk”—she waved a vague hand—“he’s a stranger. I sat across the table from him that night and realized I didn’t know him at all.”

      The separation had been like tearing her flesh apart—how did you divide a lifetime of memories and connections and sheer stuff? Selling the house had been one thing, but what was inside… And of course Kirk hadn’t made a single damn decision. She’d had to present him a list of things she wanted to take with her. She’d had to decide how to equitably split things that were too small for the list, like kitchen utensils and pantry items. She’d had to divide up the photo albums and Christmas ornaments into hers, his, and their kids’.

      The whole thing had been done in the three months it took to finalize the divorce. She’d spent the past three months dealing with the sorrow left behind, setting up her “new life,” getting some frigging sleep. But it didn’t matter how much she slept; she still felt tired.

      “A midlife crisis does many a man in,” Scarlett was saying.

      Iris snorted. Wasn’t that right?

      The drinks arrived with perfect timing. Relief fizzled through her. “Thanks, Adrian.”

      The waiter gave her a wink. “Let me know if you want a top up.”

      Scarlett giggled as the young man walked away. “Is he a mind-reader?”

      “Hopefully. He gets it from his mama.” Adrian was the son of Wildwood Brews’ owner, Maria.

      Iris gripped her glass, raised it to touch Scarlett’s, and put on her bravest face. “To Kirk not being my problem anymore.” The divorce may have been final three months ago, but having Kirk tied to another woman broke Iris’s ties to him in a way a piece of paper couldn’t really match. She felt the separation deep inside, a finality nothing else had come close to touching.

      Scarlett’s grin was sympathetic. “Amen to that. Freedom!”

      Iris squared her shoulders and took a drink. Freedom was a bittersweet word, but one she was determined to embrace.

      Adrian kept her glass refilled—maybe a little too well, Iris realized an hour later when she turned her head to thank him for taking her plate and the room spun. “Wow.”

      Scarlett giggled. “What?”

      “I think Abril is making the drinks stronger than usual for lunchtime.”

      “Or maybe we’ve had a few too many.” Scarlett shrugged. “That’s okay; Gavin will come pick us up. He’s hanging with Carter and Thad over at Erin’s.”

      Thad was out of school for the summer; she remembered that now. Had it really already been six months since Scarlett had met Gavin and been whisked off her feet? Sadness washed over Iris at the realization. She missed her best friend when she was away.

      “Hey,” Scarlett whispered across the table. “No getting maudlin over there.”

      Iris shook away the depression. “Why would you think I was getting ‘maudlin’?” Such a silly word. She was the one who giggled this time.

      “Because I know you and that look on your face.”

      She screwed said face into a funny expression aimed in her friend’s direction. “What look?”

      “The maudlin look.”

      That didn’t tell her anything. She rolled her eyes. “I—”

      The trilling of Scarlett’s phone interrupted her. Iris recognized the ringtone that indicated the message was from Gavin. Scarlett glanced at the screen, and her cheeks took on a bright pink tone.

      “What?”

      Scarlett’s brows lifted, a laugh escaping her as she clicked on Gavin’s message. The laugh choked off as she read.

      “Oh Lord.”

      “What?” Iris asked again, her voice the slightest bit taunting. As if she didn’t know what. Only one thing would have Scarlett’s face turning that embarrassing shade of red.

      Scarlett screwed her eyes shut for a moment before glancing at Iris. “It’s Gavin.”

      “I know; I recognize the ringtone.”

      A wry smile twisted Scarlett’s lips. “He’s feeling…” She seemed to search for just the right word, finally settling on, “Playful.”

      Iris just bet he was. Melancholy curled through her.

      “Hey.” Scarlett left her seat to come around to Iris’s side of the booth, forcing her to scoot farther in. Her friend placed a warm arm around her, and the relief of having someone comfort her, of not having to be the strong one right now, nearly did her in.

      “What’s wrong?” Scarlett whispered, keeping their conversation just between the two of them.

      “I’m tired, Scarlett. I’m just…” She wiped her hand over her wet eyes and wondered if this was what divorce did to women, made them emotional drunks. “I’m just tired. I feel tired. Hell”—she gestured into the air vaguely—“I even look tired. I look in the mirror and wonder who that woman is staring back at me.”

      It was as if she’d been unmoored after a quarter of a decade being tied securely in place, and now she didn’t know how to get herself back to safety. On the worst days, she didn’t feel like she had the strength to try.

      Scarlett gave her shoulders a squeeze. Her friend looked at her, really looked, and Iris knew she was being seen. “Do you think this is a reaction to the news?”

      “Kirk’s news?” When Scarlett nodded, Iris sighed. “I don’t think so.” She’d been feeling this way for weeks. She thought she’d finally gotten through the grief of having a part of her life cut off, but the aftermath wasn’t much better, at least when she allowed herself to acknowledge it. Apparently alcohol broke down all the barriers she’d put up.

      Scarlett bumped their shoulders together. “So hanging with me isn’t exciting enough to pull you out of the doldrums?”

      Iris smiled, trying to hide the return of her sadness, still lingering inside. “‘Doldrums’? Do people really say ‘doldrums’?”

      Scarlett shrugged. “Hey, words are my thing.”

      They certainly were; Scarlett was a great writer. But getting back to Scarlett’s question… “When you’re here,” she admitted, hoping her lack of spite came through. The situation was what it was. “You spend as much time in Scotland as you do in Tennessee now.”

      Scarlett sighed. “I know. I’m sorry.”

      “Why?”

      “Because all of this hit at the same time.”

      “That wasn’t your fault.” Just because Kirk had chosen to blow things up right before Christmas didn’t mean Scarlett should regret meeting Gavin. The Scotsman made her friend ecstatically happy. “The two of you are perfect together. That’s something to celebrate.”

      “Oh, I do.” Scarlett grinned. “Gavin makes sure of it every time he gets me in bed.”

      Iris barely refrained from wincing. Of all the things she missed about marriage, sex and the intimacy it provided were at the top of the list.

      Scarlett gave her another hug, her mood turning serious once more. “I do wish I could be here for you more.”

      “I miss you when you’re gone”—Iris squared her shoulders—“but I’m a big girl.”

      Scarlett returned to her seat, and they ordered sopapillas to share. They were halfway through dessert when Scarlett narrowed her eyes on Iris in a way that had her once more squirming in her seat. “You know…”

      Her friend’s tone had alarms going off in Iris’s brain. “Know what?”

      “I’ve been thinking—”

      “Dangerous,” Iris said into her margarita glass.

      “Would you stop interrupting me?”

      Iris giggled. Uh-oh. Maybe dessert hadn’t soaked up as much of the alcohol as she’d thought. Gavin was definitely going to need to pick them up.

      “I was wondering,” Scarlett said, “how about a date? Maybe you need to get out more.”

      Her knee-jerk reaction—aside from wanting to throw up—was, “Absolutely not. I have no desire to start dating for a long, long time.” Unlike Kirk. “If ever,” she added. She still stumbled when she called him her ex. Just because he was planning to jump from their marriage into another within six months didn’t mean she wanted to.

      Sure, her life got lonely. She went from work at the library to her tiny apartment and back to work, with a stop at the store or a night out with the girls or lunch with her daughter as a rare schedule interrupter. Routine had helped her adapt at first, but the monotony was starting to get to her. That didn’t mean she wanted to add someone else to her mess.

      “Why not?” Scarlett frowned. “It doesn’t have to be anything serious.”

      “No.” She shuddered. “I haven’t dated in, what, twenty-three years?” Dates with Kirk didn’t count; she’d stopped her futile attempts to impress him years ago. Maybe if she hadn’t…

      She slammed that thought down. What had happened had not been about her.

      Scarlett was still frowning, but Iris was adamant on this point. No dating.

      But when her friend opened her mouth, what came out was, “How about a makeover?”

      “A makeover?”

      “Yes!” Scarlett bounced in her seat as excitement fizzed up inside her, as visible as bubbles in a champagne glass. “How you’re feeling goes deeper than something a new dress or a new pair of shoes could fix. What you need is a new outlook. A new look.” She raised her brow suggestively. “That’s exactly what you need. A facial, a new brand of makeup, maybe some clothes, a haircut.”

      “My hair?” She fingered the ends of her below-shoulder-length, thick mane. Though it was gray, she was lucky it hadn’t faded into that brassy tone some older women got. Veins of pure white and a deep slate enriched the color, making her hair one of the few things she loved about herself at this stage of her life. “What about my hair?”

      Scarlett’s excitement wasn’t waning, but her attention was. She waved off Iris’s concerns as she picked up her phone again and tapped to wake up the screen. “Don’t worry, Iris; we won’t ruin your hair.”

      She hoped to God not. “So what are we going to do? And what do you mean, ‘we’?”

      Scarlett paused in her typing. “That depends. Is that a yes?”

      “Um…” Was it?

      She paused, taking a deep look inside at how she’d felt the past few weeks.

      Why not? What did she have to lose besides a day of pampering? She didn’t have to let them cut her hair if she decided not to. “Okay, yes.”

      Scarlett let out a whoop, making Iris jump. “I’ve got just the thing.” She returned to texting.

      By the time Scarlett set her phone back down, doubts were settling in. “Scarlett, I don’t know—”

      The phone rang, cutting her off. Scarlett answered. “Lily? Yeah. Come over to Casa Blanca. Yeah, bring her.” She hung up. “Lily and Erin are on their way.”

      Nerves fluttered in Iris’s throat. “To do what?”

      “We’ve got plans to make.” Scarlett’s grin was downright giddy. “Are you ready?”

      “God, no.” She smiled wryly. But she did want a change, didn’t she? Scarlett was right: she needed a new outlook to go with her new life. Maybe then she could grow her way out of this morass of grief. If Scarlett and the others wanted to help, now was the time to go after it. Time to put her big-girl panties on, so to speak. “I will be ready, though. Let’s do this.”
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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.
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