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      For you, the reader.

      Thanks for embracing your dark side.
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      Dead people don’t make phone calls. Any sane person can tell you that, right?

      Even so, the woman that keeps calling me is most certainly dead. I’m absolutely sure of it. Trust me. I mean, come on, I should know.

      I’m the one that killed her.

      

      The phone trilled again, and once again I refused to answer. It chirped, like a tiny bird’s drunken hiccup, informing me I had a new voice mail. This one isn’t as nice as the last twenty or so; her fury seems to grow with each unanswered call.

      I know what you’re probably thinking: anyone capable of murder has got to have something unhinged upstairs, a screw loose as they say. So, I must be losing my mind. But you’re wrong. I’m not crazy, and I didn’t murder her. It was an honest to God accident.

      And speaking of God, I don’t believe in Him, or the Devil, so don’t feed me that fire and brimstone garbage. The afterlife, ghosts, and haunted houses? I never believed in that steaming load of bullshit either. So, somebody must know, or at least suspect something, and now they’re screwing with me. Well, that’s what had bounced around my panicked mind right up until I listened to that latest message …

      “You should’ve buried me deeper, Joey. I’m waiting for you at the cabin.”

      The cabin. Where it happened all those years ago. Ten years ago, in fact. Nobody could’ve known I’d buried her body up there. We were totally alone, secluded, far away from any prying eyes. I buried her in the backyard where the ground was softest, where I could dig the deepest grave. And I buried her deep enough, that’s for damn sure. The poplar I planted on top of her matched the surrounding trees. I did it to ensure nobody could find the body, and so no curious wild animals looking for a late-night snack would dig her up. The last time I visited the cabin, that sucker had grown to probably forty feet or more. Admiring that gorgeous tree, I pictured her six feet underneath it, her skeleton most likely forced apart by the thick roots by now, scattered deep underground.

      Again, I know what you’re thinking—Maybe she wasn’t dead, Joey. Maybe you only thought she was. Maybe she dug herself out, and now she’s getting her revenge by stalking you through your phone.

      Yeah right! After a decade? That alone doesn’t make sense. Why now after all this time? But the main reason I know it can’t be her, is that people don’t survive (much less talk) after having their head cut off.

      

      Okay, so maybe it wasn’t—by definition—an accident, but I didn’t mean to do it. Yeah, I pulled the splitting maul from the wood block, and yeah, I swung that sucker roughly twelve times onto her neck until her head popped off. But I honestly didn’t plan to kill her. I just lost my temper. Happens all the time. I had no idea what I was doing until I’d already done it. I mean, she’d waited until I’d treated her to a fun-filled weekend before deciding to dump me. She could’ve done that before using me for an all-expenses paid cabin retreat. So yeah, call it what you will. I call it a momentary loss of control in the heat of passion.

      Nonetheless, I was sure I’d be a suspect, ending up in a prison cell for the rest of my life, accused of murder. I’m no lawyer, but I’m pretty sure Judges don’t hand down a sentence of manslaughter in a case of multiple axe swings and subsequent beheading. But luck had been on my side. Nobody knew about our little surreptitious affair and clandestine rendezvous. Mainly because we didn’t let anyone know about it. I didn’t tell anyone (I don’t have any close friends to speak of) and she’d been sneaking behind her boyfriend’s back. So naturally, he became the chief suspect, which didn’t fill me with guilt one bit—the guy is a complete tool; from the sound of it, he slapped her around quite a bit. Needless to say, they didn’t find any evidence of foul play on his part. Just another unsolved missing persons case to add to the list of thousands.

      The next time my phone rang and the number of the cabin’s landline once again flashed on the screen, I decided to pick up. I figured if I didn’t, the dead bitch would just keep calling me.

      “Hello?” I tried to sound tough, but my voice shuddered as if someone was thumping me on the chest.

      “Hi, Joey.”

      “Who is this?”

      “You know who it is, Joey. You killed me, remember?”

      I took a deep breath to steady my voice. “What do you want?”

      “I want you to join me … at the cabin.”

      There was no menace in her voice. It slithered through the speaker, sultry and enticing.

      “You’re dead. I’m talking to a fucking dead person.”

      “You must know how crazy that sounds. But think about this, Joey. If I can call you, I can call the police just as easy. All I’m asking is for you to come see me at the cabin, and in return, all this will be over.”

      “Be over? What the fuck is that supposed to mean? You threatening me?”

      “No. I’m saying I won’t call you ever again, I promise. But you better come tonight, or you can kiss your tight little ass goodbye, if you know what I mean. And that is a threat.” She followed this with a kissing sound and a girlish giggle.

      My heart thudded against my ribs, my face flushing hot with blood. “Okay, you win. I’ll drive up there tonight.”

      “Wise choice. But be here before midnight, or I make that call.”

      I hung up and checked the time. Six hours until midnight. The drive to the cabin took at least five hours. If I didn’t get pulled over for speeding, I might make it there even sooner. I jumped into my truck, tossing a hammer onto the passenger seat, and headed west for the mountains.

      

      Halfway there the storm started. Wind rocked my pickup, driving rain against the windshield, the wipers struggling to keep up with the downpour. As much as I wanted to finish this, I had to slow down before I killed myself. The thought struck me then, I could kill myself. Put an end to this nightmare. But that would mean she’d win, and I wasn’t about to let that happen. I sped up, despite the storm trying its best to push me off the narrow road. When the long, private drive to the cabin came in sight, I looked at the dash clock—11:50. Time to spare.

      I pulled up in front of the cabin, grabbed the hammer, and jumped out of the truck, slipping the weapon into my belt. Pitch-black enveloped the place. I couldn’t tell if the power was out, or if the lights were simply extinguished. The wind howled through the trees, pushing them into an inebriated dance, eliciting creaks and groans like an old ship at sea. I leaned into the cab and fetched a flashlight from under the driver’s seat, stood, and scanned the area. The rain sailed into my face, stinging my eyes, reflecting the light’s beam. As far as I could tell, the place appeared deserted.

      I had to shout over the wind and rain. “Okay. I’m here.”

      The cabin’s front door swung open, revealing a rectangular patch of blackness. My phone vibrated in my pocket, causing me to jump. I pulled it out and checked the text message: COME IN.

      Soaking wet now, I stumbled up the steps to the front porch and directed the light through the open door. The beam revealed the worn sofa with the afghan my grandmother had knitted draped over the back, the padded leather recliner, and the deer head mounted on the wall, its black glass eyes staring at me in frozen terror. Beneath the deer, fixed to the wall, rested the cabin’s only phone. Then it hit me—the text message. I read the message again. The number was the same as the calls—the cabin’s number. How the hell did she send a text from the landline? The phone buzzed again and I nearly dropped it as if it were something alive and venomous. A new message stared back: TIME IS RUNNING OUT. I illuminated the wall phone again. It still hung on its cradle, a thin layer of dust covering the plastic handset.

      “What the fuck?”

      I pushed my phone into my pocket, filling that hand with the hammer (it felt good in my grip, solid and real) and crossed the threshold. The mustiness of the place assaulted my nostrils. Dust coated every surface. Nothing appeared disturbed. It looked the way I’d left it a year ago.

      My voice squeaked from my lips, thin and reedy. “Okay. I made it in time.” I cleared my throat, and said in a deeper tone, “What now?”

      The front door slammed shut behind me. I whirled, dropping the hammer to the hardwood floor, my scrotum cinching tight over my balls, heart climbing into my throat. I pounced on the door handle, tugging with all my might. The thing wouldn’t budge. I tried to spin the deadbolt, but it was frozen in place, unlocked.

      When the cabin’s phone rang, I thought my chest would explode. I spun towards it, breaths wheezing from my lungs in an embarrassing, uncontrollable whimper. It continued to ring as I searched the room, ready for an assault. It never came.

      Anger filled me, replacing the fear. I was pissed—with myself for acting like such a coward, and with the asshole fucking with me. I stomped to the phone, scooping up the hammer along the way, snatching the receiver off its hook.

      “Who the fuck is this?”

      The wind outside gusted, buffeting the cabin, rain pelting the windows. I could sense the room’s air pressure changing under the assault, the walls moaning, mimicking the trees outside. In the distance, a monstrous crack sounded, followed by a thump that shook the cabin—a massive tree hitting the ground. Then her voice came through, giddy with delight. “I’m so glad you could make it, Joey. And you’re just in time.”

      “What do you want?”

      “I just want to talk. Give you a chance to say you’re sorry.”

      “Fuck you, bitch. The only thing I’m sorry about is not being able to kill you all over again. I hope it hurt. I hope you felt every swing.”

      “That’s not very nice, Joey. But you stay right where you are, I’ll be there any second.”

      Now the anger boiled over. I screamed into the phone, “I’m right here! Come and get me you dead bit—”

      The sound of a freight train smashing into the ceiling interrupted me. I didn’t even have time to glance up. The poplar cleaved the roof like Paul Bunyan’s axe, or a splitting maul, if you will. You hear people say all the time, “He died instantly. He didn’t feel a thing.” Well, let me tell you, that’s not quite true, at least not in my case.

      I felt everything: the tree pulping my body to mush, organs bursting under the weight; the shards of timber and branches puncturing my flesh, filleting muscle from bone; my head splitting open and spilling its contents like an overripe melon.

      When the power company sent a crew out to repair the downed lines, they found more than they bargained for upon their arrival.

      Hanging from the roots of the poplar that had obliterated half the cabin—along with yours truly—was a skeleton wearing rotting clothes, snared in the giant tree’s roots like a Halloween prop. The skull—hovering a foot above the rest of the bones—grinned as if it had witnessed something hilarious. She wasn’t difficult to identify. Her rotting purse I’d tossed in the grave had her driver’s license right there for all to see. It didn’t take a genius to connect her death with the pulverized corpse inside the cabin either; the murder weapon still hung on its peg in the workshed with my fingerprints on the handle.

      But you want to know the best part? Turns out the phone in the cabin didn’t even work. The line to the house had come down during the previous winter because of a fallen tree branch. Yep, a branch from my good friend the poplar tree.

      Now you’re probably asking yourself how I can know all this if I’m dead? Well, seems I was wrong about the afterlife, ghosts, and haunted houses.

      They do exist.

      I’m stuck here in this ruin for what appears to be an eternity. I don’t get too many visitors. Sometimes an animal will wander in to take shelter, have babies, or relieve itself. Occasionally, teenagers come by to check out the place, drink some beers and have some spooky fun. It’s rumored the spirits of the man and woman killed here still linger on.

      Turns out they’re right.

      She’s right here with me.

      And she kept her promise. I showed up, and in return, she doesn’t call me on the phone anymore.

      But she does kill me every night, with a splitting maul of course.

      And yes, since you’re wondering, it hurts.

      I feel everything.

      I feel every swing.
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      Mistakes have the power to turn you into something better than you were before. I’ve used this little pearl of wisdom many times in life, mostly so I wouldn’t feel like a dumbass after doing something stupid. But now, traipsing down the mountain, I realize my last mistake most definitely changed me, but not for the better.

      If I hadn’t fallen, I never would’ve discovered that damn rock, and none of this would’ve happened. I’d still be in control of my body. I’d still be Vanessa Hooper.

      

      Jinxing myself (and cursing them all, I now realized) I called out to the two hikers below. “Be careful, guys. It’s steep and sketchy right here.”

      You idiot. Be careful? I might as well have said, “Look out, here I come!”

      Mick led the way. He hadn’t assumed the role for his natural born leadership, nothing of the sort; it was the simple fact he was the only one of us familiar with the terrain, or so he claimed. We’d abandoned the trail over an hour ago, and the notion Mick hadn’t a clue of our whereabouts or destination had begun to sink in. Having little choice, however, I shadowed him up the forested incline, stepping where he stepped, gripping every branch and rock he gripped. The cedars and firs thinned as the elevation increased, the copious ferns covering the forest floor conceding to sparse shrubs and patches of slippery scree.

      Mick crested the ridge, turning to check our progress. I offered my cousin a smile and reached for the rock he’d utilized to gain the summit, eager to be on level ground again. Unfortunately, the final handhold proved out of reach, so I chose another, making my cataclysmic mistake, sealing our fate.

      The rock pulled free from the earth like a rotting tooth from diseased gums. Thinking back on the fall, I cringed at my absurd reaction as I tilted back into space: more of a feeble gasp than the terrified scream the moment warranted. The massive backpack had cushioned the impact with the first tree, but like a pinball bumper, it ejected me to the side, launching me down the mountain, blazing a new trail toward our doom.

      Mick shimmied and slid down the steep slope, using trees for support, shouting my name. Leaning back against something solid, I took stock of my limbs, relieved to see everything plumb and level, bending at the appropriate angles.

      Puffing and panting, Mick skidded to a halt. “Holy shit, V! Are you okay?”

      A breathless laugh escaped me as Cicada and Bodie slid down the slope behind Mick. “I’m fine … I think. Just bruised and embarrassed.”

      Cicada leaned in, touching her crystal necklace to my forehead. “This’ll help with the pain. Wow, that was crazy, girl. I can’t believe you didn’t break anything. You’re not even bleeding. You must have one powerful guardian angel.”

      I swiped the girl’s necklace away. “If that’s so, then why did I fall in the first place? My guardian angel can kiss my bruised ass.”

      Cicada kissed her crystal before tucking it back in her shirt. “That’s not how it works.”

      Bodie stared past me, his eyes and mouth stuck open. “Holy shit. Look what she found.”

      Accepting Mick’s hand, I stood, dusted off, and regarded the thing I’d found, as Bodie so eloquently put it, the thing that had ceased my tumbling jaunt down the mountain. The minivan-sized rock resembled a magnificent shard of black glass, cleaved from a much larger specimen, speared into the sloping forest floor. Fingers of sunlight infiltrated the thick canopy of trees, glinting off its shiny surface in oily, kaleidoscopic rainbows.

      Mick placed a palm on the smooth rock, snatching his hand away. “It’s freezing.”

      Bodie copied him. “Whoa, it is. What is it?”

      Brushing fern fronds from my hair, I shrugged. “Beats me. You guys are the rockhounds.”

      “Mineral collectors,” Mick corrected, stroking the peculiar rock. “It looks almost like obsidian, but not like any I’ve ever seen. I’ve never seen anything like this in Washington. Shit, I haven’t seen anything like this anywhere.”

      Bodie bent down, peering into a crooked fissure at the base of the monolith. “Mick, you gotta see this, man.”

      Mick joined him and released a whooping cheer. He elbowed Bodie. “I told you we’d find something out here. That’s the most amazing vug I’ve ever seen.”

      Earlier on the hike, Mick had offered an unsolicited definition of the odd word. A vug is simply a cavity lined with crystals. I filed the word away in the ‘seldom used soon forgotten’ folder of my brain.

      He stood, and with a huge grin, slung his pack off his shoulders. “Break out your tools. We just hit the mother lode.”

      

      Mick and Bodie took turns working on the fissure. I suppressed a giggle at their frustration, their picks and chisels doing little to the iron-like surface. Their commitment and tenacity impressed me, but having no knowledge or interest in gem collecting, I didn’t share their zest for the hunt. When Mick had invited me to come on this rockhounding excursion, I’d surprised myself by agreeing to it.

      I’d spent the last winter alone, recently separated from my boyfriend of four years, the dreary Pacific Northwest winter exacerbating the melancholia engulfing me. Then the quarantine had hit, keeping me on basic house arrest for most of spring. I was done with being cooped up and feeling sorry for myself, done with the stupid virus. I had to get out of the fucking house. The fresh air and nature would do me good, take my mind off my troubles. At least that’s what Mick had said. And for the most part he’d been right. Sadly, I was stuck with the loquacious Cicada as company.

      The girl sat next to me, fiddling with small slivers of gems they’d unearthed from the fissure, nibbling on shrooms from a plastic baggie. Like her namesake, she droned on incessantly, blabbering about the healing powers of crystals, chakras, and the curative benefits of psilocybin.

      Cursing, Mick stood, tossing his chisel to the ground, wiping sweat from his forehead. “I can see it but still can’t reach it. That crystal is as big as my forearm. We have to get it, but I think that’s as wide as we’re gonna be able to make that crack. This shit is harder than diamond.”

      Bodie plunged his arm into the crack up to the shoulder. When his hand exited with another tiny lavender crystal in his fingertips, he added it to their growing pile and slapped the ground. “I can almost reach it, man. If I was just a little smaller.”

      He swiveled his gaze to the pixie girl munching on mushrooms. “Hey, Cindy. See if you can squeeze in there now.”

      The girl handed me the baggie of shrooms, her eyes already beginning to dilate. “Help yourself, Vanessa. They’ll free your mind, make you one with nature.” She stood and sauntered to Bodie. “Did you forget my name?”

      “Sorry, Cicada. Last month it was Sequoia. It’s hard to keep up. Come on, it’s a little bit wider now. See if you can fit in there.”

      Cicada stooped and peered into the crack. She tilted her face and offered me a slow, covert wink. “Okay, but if I get it, I keep it.”

      Bodie sighed, handing her his rock pick. “Whatever. Just don’t break it.”

      Strapping on her headlamp, Cicada dropped to her belly and wormed into the fissure like a wounded soldier, her torso swallowed by the unearthly rock. Claustrophobia gripped me. I had the macabre image of the rock devouring the girl, slurping her in, her dusty hiking boots vanishing inside.

      Well, at least she’ll be one with nature.

      Muffled taps flowed over the girl’s back as she worked inside the stone, followed after a few moments by a squealing yip.

      A worried look contorting his features, Bodie gripped his girlfriend’s ankles and slid her out into the waning light. Cicada flipped to her back, a goofy grin plastered on her dirty face, clutching a dazzling lavender crystal the size of a wine bottle.

      Despite my apathetic attitude, I cheered along with the rest of the group.

      

      We set camp on a level clearing a hundred yards or so from the rock. Cicada, fully lost in her trip, danced around the campfire like a witch performing an ancient rite while I leaned back against a boulder, admiring the starry sky. Next to me, Mick and Bodie alternated passing the crystal and a bottle of whiskey between them, exchanging theories on the gem’s type.

      Mick held it up to the fire’s light. “I’ve never seen a crystal like this. And the inclusion is just bizarre.”

      I’d overheard plenty of odd rockhounding terminology during the hike: vugs, floaters, tailings. This was the first one that actually piqued my interest. “Inclusion?”

      Mick glanced over. “Yeah. An inclusion is something trapped inside a crystal. Sometimes there’s ancient water or gas inside, or some other mineral, which is what this must be, I just don’t know what kind it is. It’s weird. The shape looks almost like a plant, or some freaky insect, but that’s physically impossible.”

      Cicada pranced over, out of breath. “Let me see again. My mind’s more in tune to Mother Earth than yours. Maybe I can connect to what’s inside.”

      Mick rolled his eyes and handed it over, since technically the crystal belonged to her. “Be careful with it, okay?”

      “Of course,” she said, snatching it from his grasp. She held it aloft, frolicking and twirling back to the campfire, her short dreads whipping about like the fringes of a flapper’s dress. Inching closer to the flames, Cicada studied the gem, apparently forcing her mind to align with the mineral.

      She screamed and spun, flinging the crystal into the air as if it had bitten her. Bodie lunged, catching it before it could hit the ground. “Be careful! What the hell is wrong with you.”

      Cicada backed away, shaking her head, terror gleaming in her eyes. “It moved. That thing inside it moved.”

      Mick waved her off. “It didn’t move. You’re just trippin’, Cicada. You need to lay off the shrooms.”

      “No. I saw it. It moved, I swear. And I felt it too. I connected with it. It’s … it’s not from here. Not of this Earth.” She speared a quivering finger toward the crystal in Bodie’s grip. “We need to put it back where we found it. Back in that rock.”

      Mick shared a glance with Bodie, and both men burst into inebriated laughter.

      Bodie quieted at the serious look from his girlfriend. “Okay, okay. I’ll let Mick hold onto it, all right?”

      Cicada shuffled over to her sleeping bag, arms hugging her chest. Plopping down, she offered a spastic nod. “Just keep it away from me.”

      Curious, I held out my hand. “Can I see it?”

      The firelight revealed things I hadn’t noticed before. Tiny, smoky spirals of pink floated within the lavender, like miniature galaxies trapped in glass. Thin black lines ran through the center of the gem for roughly four or five inches, resembling the skeletal veins of a slender leaf. The longer I stared however, the more it favored some type of multi-limbed insect. The thing inside did seem to move as I twirled it between my fingers, but I quickly understood it to be the refraction from its many facets that made it appear that way.

      I handed it back to my cousin. “It’s warm. It’d been cold when I held it before.” Lowering my voice, I added, “And in case you’re wondering, it didn’t move.”

      Mick laughed as he wrapped the crystal in cloth and tucked it into his backpack.

      Thinking back on that moment, I now realize how terribly wrong I’d been.

      

      The next morning, I awoke to Bodie shouting my cousin’s name. Blinking away the harsh morning light, I took in Mick’s empty sleeping bag. I’d still been awake when Mick had fallen asleep, resting on his side, using his backpack as a pillow. I’d finally dozed off to the rumble of his snores and the annoying moans of Bodie and Cicada having sex. At some point in the night, I awoke to find Mick standing rigid by the dying fire, the glowing coals reflecting blood-red off his chattering teeth. I’d assumed he’d risen to stoke the fire, and was too tired to bother asking him. Or to question why he was grinning like a devil.

      “Keep it down.” I stretched my bruised and sore muscles. “What’s wrong?”

      “Your cousin took off, that’s what’s wrong.”

      Mick’s open backpack sat next to his empty sleeping bag. “All of his stuff is still here. What makes you think he took off?”

      Bodie lifted the pack and tossed it my way. “Look in there.”

      The cloth Mick had used to wrap the crystal rested on top of his gear, black stains coating the fabric, fragile shards of pink and lavender crystal littering the pack.

      Bodie’s face revealed the anger he felt. Cicada stood behind him, pale-faced, arms crossed tight over her chest. I had the feeling she’d held that position the entire night, even during intercourse. “What happened to it?”

      “The dumbass broke it. And now he’s hiding like a coward somewhere.”

      I stood, scanning the dense woods. “Come on, it’s not that big of a deal.” I cupped my hands around my mouth. “Mick! It’s okay! You don’t have to hide!”

      Bodie glared at me, crimson blossoming on his cheeks. “It’s not okay. That was our biggest score. And when I find him, I’m gonna beat his ass.”

      I stepped into my boots. “Chill out. Nobody’s beating anybody’s ass. Have you tried his phone?”

      Bodie waved his phone in the air. “No signal. And his phone is still in his pack anyway.”

      “Okay. Wait here. I’ll go find him.”

      Figuring Mick would try to find a suitable replacement, I hiked back toward the strange rock, calling his name along the way. Halfway there, a rustling sounded to my left.

      “Mick?”

      The noises continued with no reply, so I stepped toward the swishing sounds. “Is that you, cuz? You don’t have to hide. It was an accident.”

      The ferns directly ahead shuddered as something moved within. I leaned forward, spreading the broad fronds apart. A squirrel lay on its side on the forest floor, glaring at me with one dark eye. A blackened wound festered on its heaving side. I jumped as the squirrel thrashed about briefly before resting on its back, both of its sable eyes boring into mine.

      Squirrels always remind me of my dad. Growing up, his wars with the backyard squirrels were a constant source of entertainment, his inventive devices to keep them off the birdfeeders always resulting in failure and fits of swearing. “Damn rats!” he would shout. Personally, I found them to be adorable little critters. I leaned closer. “What’s wrong with you, little buddy? Something bite you?”

      The squirrel’s mid-section bulged, the fur rolling and undulating.

      “Oh no. Are you having babies?”

      It answered with a screech, followed by a gout of black fluid from its mouth. I recoiled from the fountain of oily vomit. The squirrel righted itself and launched my direction, yellow incisors flashing in the morning sun.

      Releasing a screech of my own, I ducked down, only to feel the furry beast touchdown on my back, revulsion flooding my skin. I twisted and shook to dislodge the creature, my lungs squeezing out short, panicked breaths, before intense piercing pain lanced my flesh. I dropped to the forest floor, intent on crushing the thing beneath me. The pain diminished as the impact knocked the rodent away.
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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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