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        To those who are hopeless, hope in the Lord.

      

      

      

      
        
        To Alice, hang on tight to the hope you’ve found in Jesus.
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        “The children struggled together within her, and she said, ‘If it is thus, why is this happening to me?’…”

        -Genesis 25:22

      

      

      

      Beerlahairoi, 2005 B.C.

      Rebekah

      

      Rebekah tried to lean over her expanded belly to reach the dough that sat in a shallow bowl between her feet. Her fingers barely pressed into the soft ball.

      The baby in her womb displayed displeasure at being adjusted with a swift kick to her insides.

      “Ow!” She rubbed her stomach.

      “Here,” Hadiya pulled the bowl close to herself and pressed her fingers into the pliable mound, “let me do that. You need your rest.”

      Rebekah rolled her eyes at her handmaid. “All I do is rest.”

      “And look how well it has given your little one a chance to thrive.”

      Rebekah rubbed the top of her ever-growing midsection. “Yes, well, this little one better stop thriving or soon there will be no more room left.”

      Hadiya chuckled softly while she kneaded the dough.

      “How much longer will I have to endure this misery?”

      “Misery, is it now?” The handmaiden’s eyes never left her task. “You did nothing but yearn for your womb to be open for twenty harvest cycles and now that Elohim has answered your many prayers suddenly His blessing is a curse?”

      Rebekah flinched. As much as she didn’t want to admit it, Hadiya was right. “I didn’t mean it like that. I’m just so…”

      “Uncomfortable. I know.” She shook her head. “You’ve wanted so much to be like Eve, but you forgot her deception brought this particular part of the experience upon all mothers.”

      “Why did I ever pray to—” Another blow to her inside confirmed Hadiya’s point. Rebekah attempted to adjust herself near the fire, but it seemed no position soothed the baby-to-come. She looked helplessly at her handmaid. “Is there anything that can be done?”

      “We can inquire of the other women and see if any of them have ever experienced such.”

      “You’re wise beyond your years.” She flinched at another painful internal punch.

      Hadiya stood and dusted flour from her hands. “I’ll start now and find Deborah to help finish up these loaves.”

      Rebekah bit down on her bottom lip. “Hurry,” she grunted through clenched teeth.

      Hadiya rushed toward the nearest tent.

      Rebekah tried to reach the kneading bowl, but each movement seemed to gain more protests from her unborn child. A few more blows frustrated her attempts enough to give up and try to stand. She carefully rolled to her hands and knees. Her first efforts were met with internal objections.

      A familiar, calloused hand cradled her elbow.  “You should wait for help.”

      Rebekah looked up into the cloudy eyes of her nurse, Deborah. “Did Hadiya find you?”

      She nodded and set her feet to help with Rebekah’s weight. “She mentioned you were having a rough morning.”

      “Rough doesn’t begin to—” She grabbed her aching stomach. “Ow!”

      “Let’s get you into your tent.”

      “I want to walk around a bit,” she panted through short breaths. “The baby seems a little calmer when I’m moving.” She leaned on Deborah until she was on her swollen feet. With shuffling steps, Rebekah lapped her cooking fire.

      Deborah kept her hands on Rebekah’s elbow trying to bear some of her weight.

      Hadiya returned with a few women trailing behind her. “These are the most experienced mothers I could find.”

      Rebekah nodded to the group. “Ladies, any help you could offer would be greatly appr—” Pain sent her doubled over, forcing her hands to her knees.

      “Labor?” One woman stepped forward and placed a hand on the top of Rebekah’s stomach.

      “Can’t be,” another argued. “She still has at least another two moon cycles to go before the baby is due.”

      “But look at her,” a third protested. “Maybe her count is off.”

      “Not labor.” The first shook her head. “The top of her stomach is soft.”

      “Maybe false labor?” the second suggested.

      “Possible.” The first woman rubbed her pointed chin. “Though I’ve never seen even false labor come on this strong.”

      Deborah rubbed Rebekah’s lower back. “Can you think of anything at all that might explain this?”

      The women stood silently filtering through their combined years of birthing babies.

      “What is going on here?” A recognizable voice, though strained with concern, called behind the group.

      Rebekah looked up to find Eliezer rushing to her side. She reached for him, still unable to straighten to her full height.

      He grabbed her hand and shifted her weight to his aged frame. “Mistress Rebekah, you look as white as spun wool. Are you ill?”

      She shook her head and pointed to her stomach with her free hand.

      His eyes darted to her midsection. “Has your labor begun?”

      “We don’t think so,” the first woman with the pointed chin answered. “To be honest, none of us know what is happening to her.”

      “Has anyone called Master Isaac from the fields?”

      The women exchanged uncertain glances.

      “Go then. Tell him his wife needs him.”

      Two of the women picked up the hems of their dresses and headed in the direction the shepherds had set out for only hours before.

      “Now, you two,” Eliezer turned to Deborah and Hadiya, “get the Mistress some fresh water and make sure she has a comfortable spot in her tent. I’ll escort her in.”

      “I’m well—” Rebekah tried to speak, but the pain overtook her words again.

      He snorted. “If you’re fine, then I am a bright-eyed boy.”

      She chuckled despite her agony. No matter how old Abraham’s most trusted servant got, his eyes still reminded her of a handsome youth he must have been so long ago.

      “Come,” his tone took on that of a decisive leader, “I’m taking you into your tent to rest. When Master Isaac gets here, we shall figure this out together.”

      Rebekah wanted to protest further, but the increased pain in her midsection stole her strength along with her arguments. Perhaps a rest would do her some good. She yielded to his gentle leading.

      Eliezer turned her toward her tent and helped ease her onto a reed-mat Hadiya had laid out in the open area along with as many soft skins as she could find. “There now, just rest. Your husband should be along shortly.”

      Rebekah closed her eyes.
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        * * *

      

      Rebekah didn’t know how long she had been asleep, but the sound of Isaac’s voice woke her. She opened her eyes to find him sitting on one side of her while Eliezer sat on the other.

      A hint of teasing played at Isaac’s lips and his eyes were soft toward her. “I thought I told you to take it easy.”

      “I didn’t make it through one dough ball before your child decided to protest,” her voice croaked through a parched throat.

      Eliezer slid his hand under her head to raise it slightly and lifted a cup to her lips. “Drink.”

      She parted her lips and took in the cool water, draining the cup.

      “Now,” Isaac adjusted his legs, “tell me what has brought me from the fields.”

      Rebekah shook her head. “I’m not sure. I’ve been in such terrible pain lately.”

      “Pain is a natural part of childbearing.”

      Her attention drifted toward the fluttering tent flap. “The other women think it odd as well. I think this is something different.”

      “I see.”

      Rebekah turned to look him in the eyes, but his focus had shifted toward the servant. She licked her lips. “Is there a way to…I mean…Abraham can…”

      Both men stared at her with concern etched on their faces.

      She dropped her gaze. “Can we ask Elohim?”

      Isaac glared at Eliezer.

      The servant’s eyes darted to the ceiling and back again.

      She scrunched her brow. She knew the old man well enough to read him like a scroll. “So, there is a way?”

      Isaac shook his head. “I know Abba hears Elohim, but it is usually Elohim who speaks to Abba, not the other way around.”

      Eliezer closed his eyes and let out a long breath.

      “Eliezer?” Rebekah whispered his name.

      He turned his attention to her. His eyes were bright and kind.

      “Do you know something?”

      He gave a short nod.

      “Tell me.”

      “There is another who might be willing to hear such a matter and would be able to entreat Elohim for you.”

      Isaac leaned over Rebekah. “Who?”

      “Melchizedek.” Eliezer’s focus moved to Rebekah’s midsection. “He is Priest-King of Salem. Abraham encountered him on our travels. He is said to be very wise and seeks Elohim on matters such as this.” His gaze shifted to Rebekah’s. “It’s a slim chance.”

      “At this point, I’ll take any.” As if to confirm her words, a kick came from inside her womb.

      “But Salem is far.” Isaac shook his head. “And I can’t leave at this time in the season.”

      Eliezer bowed his head. “I will be honored to escort Mistress Rebekah.”

      “That’s thoughtful of you, but should she really be traveling this close to her time?”

      Eliezer looked to Rebekah.

      “I’m strong.” She smiled. “Elohim will be with me.”

      Isaac curled inward. “I guess that settles the matter.” He straightened. “By the way, Eliezer, what brought you to Beerlahairoi to begin with?”

      He smiled and looked up to the ceiling. “As a matter of fact, Abraham sent me to check on Rebekah since he had received no news of her progress.”

      Isaac rubbed the back of his neck. “I guess I’m not very good at sending messages to Abba.” He spread his hands in front of himself. “Life seems to be moving faster than I’d like most days.”

      “That it does, Master Isaac, that it does.”

      “Speaking of which,” Isaac stood, “I’ve got to get back to the fields.” He looked down at his heavily pregnant wife. “Are you sure about this trip?”

      “I know I’m in good hands.” She reached over and squeezed Eliezer’s hand.

      “Very well. I’ll leave word with the servants to prepare anything you request, Eliezer.” He moved to the door, but hesitated. “Please, just bring her back safely.”

      Eliezer chuckled. “If I managed to bring her all the way from Padanaram, I think we can manage a trip to Salem and back.”

      Pain flashed in Isaac’s eyes. “But as I recall, it wasn’t an event-free journey.”

      “You can trust me, Master Isaac.” Eliezer didn’t show any sign of the painful truth hitting its mark. “I will guard your treasure with my very life.” He squeezed Rebekah’s hand.

      Isaac's demeanor eased. “I know you will.” He turned and headed out of the tent.

      Rebekah sat up. “Well, if we are serious about heading out as soon as possible, we’d better start preparing.”

      “You rest.” He put a gentle hand on her shoulder. “I will make all the arrangements.”

      She sighed. “At least send in Hadiya. I’m sure she’s not going to let me out of her sight.”
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        “…So she went to inquire of the LORD.”

        -Genesis 25:22

      

      

      Salem

      

      Seven days later, Rebekah gave praise to Elohim when she saw the city of Salem come into view in the distance. The days had been long for Rebekah atop a camel with a still-growing child inside her who seemed to object to the ride as much as her aching body.

      Hadiya, who had insisted on accompanying her, filled the days with excited chatter about all Rebekah’s hopes and dreams for the little-one-to-come.

      Rebekah glanced over her shoulder to her handmaiden who rode on the camel behind her. A noticeable wave of relief washed over her as she spotted the city as well.

      Eliezer pushed the lead camel toward the impressive city that stood before them.

      Salem, like many Canaanite cities, was heavily fortressed and built on top of a hill. Its stone walls and well-designed layout impressed any visitor who was privileged to enter its gates.

      Rebekah eyed the many buildings they passed as they traveled the main street. “How are we going to find Melchizedek?”

      “Well,” Eliezer pulled at his long beard, “he is both priest and king. I would assume we could either find him in the temple or the palace.” He looked up at her. “Knowing the little I know about the man, I say we try the temple first.”

      Hadiya leaned over her camel. “Do you know which way that is?”

      The old servant looked up one street and down another. “No.” He smiled up at her. “But this city is no different than any other. If we can find the market street, we can find someone willing to point us in the right direction.”

      “And how do we find the market in a city where we’ve never been?”

      He put his finger on his nose and gave the woman a quick wink. “Just follow the smell.”

      Rebekah shook her head as a smirk spread across her face. She silently thanked Elohim for giving her a wise guide.

      It wasn’t long before the scents of a bustling market reached them; then the sights. Animals and people moved all around.

      Eliezer found an idol maker carving away and inquired of the man. “Could you please point us in the direction of the temple?”

      The seller sneered. “Which one?”

      “The one in which we can find King Melchizedek.”

      “Oh, that one.” He pointed north. “Follow this street here until it ends. You’ll see the building. Can’t miss it.”

      “Thank you.” Eliezer bowed and turned the camel’s reins in the direction the man indicated.

      The sway of the camel suddenly turned Rebekah’s stomach. “I’ll be glad to dismount.”

      Hadiya huffed. “I’ll be glad when we get you back to your tent.”

      “This is the most excitement I’ve had in a while.” Rebekah took in a deep breath. “I’m enjoying it.”

      The trio made their way through the crowded streets until the road under their feet ended. A group of buildings stood before them. One higher than the rest and immaculately well maintained. An inscription near the door announced to all who passed, “Temple of the Most High God.”

      “I think we found it.” Eliezer inspected the inscription. “Let’s hope Melchizedek is here.” He signaled for the camels to kneel and helped the women down. Once they were off, he ordered the camels to stand again and found a post nearby to tie their leads to.

      Rebekah rubbed at her stomach. Since the movement ceased her pains had started again.

      “This way.” Eliezer held out his arm for her to lean on.

      She appreciated the support, but felt guilty for having to use the limited strength of the older man.

      The three passed through the door and found themselves in the open courtyard of a busy temple. People rushed here and there. Most dressed in fine linens assisting the commoners who entered.

      Eliezer stopped one of them. “Excuse me, but we would like to see King Melchizedek.”

      The man let out a short snort. “You and half the city, traveler.” He looked the three of them up and down. “You can leave your offerings with one of the temple servants.”

      “We’re not here to leave an offering; we need to see the king,” he demanded.

      “The king is a very busy man.”

      Eliezer took in a deep breath.

      Rebekah knew that look. The faithful servant was making a silent request to a higher authority than the priest standing before him or even the king who sat on the throne in Salem. She smiled.

      “I can appreciate how busy the king is,” Eliezer said in a calm voice, “but if you would just get a message to him, I’m sure he would see us.”

      Obvious doubt crossed the man’s face. He adjusted his weight as he thought. “One name, but that’s it. I’m not a messenger.”

      “Tell King Melchizedek that Abram’s servant, Eliezer is requesting to see him.”

      “Abram’s servant.” He looked at both women.

      “Yes. Please.”

      “Stay here.” The man turned his back to them and went deeper into the temple.

      Eliezer moved toward a long bench perched up against a nearby wall.

      Hadiya followed with hands outstretched. “Now what?”

      “Now,” he eased his old frame onto the seat, “we wait.”

      “For how long?”

      “Who knows.” He shrugged. “The king is a busy man.”

      Hadiya huffed, threw her back up against the wall, and crossed her arms over her chest.

      Rebekah looked apologetically toward Eliezer.

      He patted the seat next to himself. “Maybe you should get off your feet.”

      She shook her head. Though her feet were swollen so much she could no longer distinguish between where her leg ended and where her foot began, sitting was not her child’s favorite position. “I’ll walk around a bit.”

      As she made small circles on the worn stone floor, Rebekah noticed the people moving around them. The city dwellers brought in offerings of food, animals, or precious items. Priests accepted gifts and counseled those who had come with questions. An occasional traveler still carrying their packs and coated in dust mixed in with the others.

      She looked down at her sand-covered dress. The priest had known right away they weren’t from Salem. She guessed he was used to seeing people of all kinds come to the temple. Kicks and punches from inside her caused Rebekah’s steps to falter.

      Hadiya moved to her side. “Perhaps you should sit down.”

      Rebekah rubbed the soreness. “Trust me, it doesn’t help.”

      The handmaiden massaged her mistresses’ back. “I pray this king can help.”

      “Me too.”

      What was probably a very short time, seemed like half a day to Rebekah when the priest who had been sent with word of their arrival finally appeared again. She was glad to see at least the message had reached the king’s ear.

      The man approached. “Well, I don’t know who Abram is, but the king seemed to recognize the name and has moved you to the front of the line. Please follow me. He will see you immediately.”

      Eliezer nearly flew off the bench and positioned himself beside Rebekah.

      She was grateful for the support.

      As they moved deeper into the complex, the man led them to a large staircase and began a hasty ascent.

      Rebekah hesitated at the bottom. Looking up toward the top, she swallowed hard.

      Hadiya moved to her other side. “We’ve got you.”

      With each step, Rebekah’s aching feet screamed. She would have preferred to walk into the sun itself than climb a grand staircase on swollen limbs. The pain in her stomach fought for priority over the agony of her burning legs. At some point, the world shifted sideways and she feared passing out.

      The hands under each of her arms gripped tighter.

      Eliezer whispered in her ear, “Just a few more steps.”

      She closed her eyes and allowed her two companions to guide her. She simply concentrated on putting one foot in front of the other.

      “Last one,” Hadiya informed her.

      Rebekah set foot on the flat surface and nearly shouted her relief.

      “The king won’t wait forever.” The priest had turned back to call to them.

      Rebekah glared at him.

      Eliezer adjusted his grip to move closer to her and took on more of her weight. “Don’t be upset with the king’s servant. Sometimes men speak without thought or observation.”

      “I was just imagining him pregnant.” Rebekah turned to the old servant and moved her eyebrows up and down.

      Eliezer chuckled. “I don’t think he’d enjoy that at all.”

      The three travelers followed the man through the doors leading into a main room. At the end of a long path sat an elaborate throne, though Rebekah thought it probably wasn’t as proper as the one sitting in the palace.

      “Approach,” the king’s voice boomed from the seat. The construction of the room ensured his voice would carry to every space.

      With steeled steps, Rebekah made her way toward the Priest-King.

      Melchizedek sat as straight as an arrow upon his seat. Olive skin and worn features revealed him to be a well-traveled man. The paintings of gray hair just above his ears exposed his aging. He was quite handsome, with a little roughness Rebekah was sure he used to keep his city in line.

      As they reached him, Eliezer bowed. “Your greatness, I am⁠—”

      “Eliezer,” the king answered. “I know. I never forget a face.” He looked to the two women. “Though I’ve never seen yours.”

      Rebekah bowed. “Great King, I am Rebekah. Daughter-in-law to Abra⁠—”

      “Daughter-in-law?” The king eyed her and then looked to Eliezer. “Abram finally had a son?”

      “Two, in fact, your greatness, and he is called Abraham now.”

      “Abraham.” The new name brought a smile to the king’s face. “Two sons certainly don’t make one a father of many, now does it?”

      “No, your greatness, it doesn’t. Though it wasn’t Master Abraham’s choice to change his name.”

      “Oh?” He leaned forward. “And whose idea was it?”

      “Elohim’s.”

      He eased back. “Was it.” He pondered the words for several heartbeats before returning his attention to them. “Well, I’ve heard you’ve come to Salem seeking me.”

      Eliezer pressed Rebekah forward. “It is Rebekah who seeks your wisdom.”

      “Rebekah?” The king turned his attention toward her with a raised eyebrow.

      “Your majesty—” she tried to continue, but the struggle within her increased. She reached for Hadiya and bit down hard on her bottom lip.

      Eliezer stepped closer. “Her pain has been increasing.”

      “Why seek me?” His brow fell. “I don’t birth babies.”

      “No, your greatness, but⁠—”

      “I come seeking Elohim!” Rebekah screamed.

      Melchizedek’s eyebrows shot up. “Why do you come for such a matter as childbearing pain?”

      “I need to know what is going on inside me. Even the women who live in our tent city don’t understand my pain. They say it’s not normal.” She clenched her jaw and continued through her teeth, “I know Elohim has all answers. Eliezer believes you would be the one to hear my pleas and take them to Elohim, but more importantly…” she took a deep breath fighting through the torture in her midsection, “…you could hear an answer.”

      His eyes focused on her.

      Rebekah started counting the internal jabs waiting for the king to make a decision.

      “I shall inquire on your behalf.” He looked to Eliezer. “For Abram—uh— Abraham’s sake.” He rose.

      “Bless you, great king.” The old servant bowed deeply.

      “Remain here while I prepare an offering. We shall see what Elohim has to say concerning this matter.” The king left the room through a side door.

      “Help me walk,” Rebekah panted.

      Hadiya held onto her elbow and guided her around the room.

      Rebekah closed her eyes and tried to think of words to say to Elohim. Every prayer she started felt as if she was interrupting the hopeful conversation with Melchizedek. She gave up and started counting the decorative floor tiles as she passed them.

      It was more than an hour later when the king returned to his throne.

      Rebekah moved toward the seat, expecting him to sit.

      He didn’t. Instead, he came to stand in front of her. His skin was noticeably lighter and his gaze seemed to be seeing another time or another place.

      She couldn’t wait any longer. “What did Elohim say?”

      A smile played at the corner of his lips as his gaze drifted toward her stomach. His countenance shifted to seriousness. “Congratulations, my dear woman, you are carrying a son.”

      The words reached her ears and then echoed in her mind. A son. Isaac’s son. He will be so pleased.

      “And another son,” the king continued.

      “Twins?” she barely whispered the impossible word.

      He nodded, keeping his eyes on her stomach.

      Twins. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Twin boys.

      “But I’m afraid…” his voice trailed off.

      The silence ushered in concern as fear wrapped its cold claws around Rebekah’s heart. “What?”

      His gaze finally moved to meet hers. “I’m afraid the news is not all joyous.” His glance shifted far away. “Two nations are in your womb. Two manner of people will be separated from your bowels. The one people will be stronger than the other. The elder shall serve the younger.”

      “I don’t….” Rebekah shook her head. The words didn’t make sense. It sounded like some lesson a father would try to teach a son too far beyond his young comprehension. A message wrapped in mystery.

      Eliezer moved closer. “Are you sure that’s Elohim’s message?”

      The king set his firm gaze on the old servant. “I know when Elohim speaks. He was clear. Those were His exact words.”

      Rebekah wrapped her arms around herself. “But what does it mean?”

      “It’s true that the pain you’ve felt is not normal to pregnancy, it is your boys warring with each other. A war that I’m afraid will continue even after they are born.”

      “Why?” Rebekah watched the king’s face twist in pain. His eyes watered, catching the sunlight pouring in from the open windows. Her heart ached as much as her midsection. What terrible words would tumble from his lips next?

      “Elohim has separated one of your sons for Himself. He will love one…”

      Rebekah’s heart lifted. Elohim loved one of her sons. It was too good to hear.

      “…but hate the other.”

      As high as her heart rose, it fell twice as far. “Hate? How could Elohim hate my son before he is even born?”

      “Elohim knows us before we take our first breath. He weaves us together in our mother’s womb. What right do we have to question His ways?” his voice broke with emotion. “I’m sorry. I know it’s not the message you came for, but it’s the one you’ll have to carry with you. Elohim has spoken.”

      “Thank you for your time.” Eliezer cradled Rebekah’s elbow and bowed. “We don’t want to keep you.”

      Rebekah stood still as if her feet had frozen to the tile. She tried to untangle the words from Elohim, but couldn’t allow them to sink into her heart. She had prayed for a very long time to bless Isaac with a son of his own. Finally, the fruit of their love had taken hold. Now, this man stood before her telling her Elohim will hate one of her sons. A child who had yet to make a single decision. A child who had yet to take a step in any direction.

      “Rebekah,” Eliezer’s voice brought her back. “We need to find a place to stay for the night. We can travel in the morning.”

      She shook her head. Words had yet to find their way back to her mouth.

      “I can make arrangements for you,” the king offered. “She looks like she could use a good night’s rest.”

      “Thank you, Great King.” Eliezer bowed.

      Hadiya grabbed Rebekah’s free arm and helped turn her around.

      Rebekah moved her hand to stop them. “Wait.” She turned over her shoulder. “Thank you for hearing my pleas.”

      “I’m glad Elohim answered. He doesn’t always.” He bowed his head. “I will continue to pray for you, Rebekah.”

      She nodded and allowed her two servants to escort her from the room.
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        “When her days to give birth were completed, behold, there were twins in her womb.”

        -Genesis 25:24

      

      

      

      Beerlahairoi

      

      Two months had passed for Rebekah, though it seemed more like a lifetime. She spent her days pondering the words from Elohim.

      “Your hands are still again,” Deborah’s stern words brought Rebekah’s concentration back to the tent.

      “Sorry.” She adjusted the cloth in her hand to pick up her sewing.

      “We need to work quickly if we are going to have enough clothes for two growing boys.”
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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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