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      For the strong. The recovered. The “I’m going to be okay” sayers. For everyone stuck in the dark and still standing.

      For you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        There is a calm in the middle of uncertainty;

        A peace amid the storm.

        At a time when knowledge guides,

        And children grow

        To realize what they’ve learned.

        Through hardship

        And trying times,

        It was the people that we knew

        Who gave love

        And took love

        That made our place

        A home
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      I ducked down low, hidden in a patch of trees off to the side of the road. Hartley flanked me on the right with Raddich on the left. The rest of the platoon wasn’t far behind, but we they’d catch up. The building across the street was our target.

      We’d left our vehicles a little ways back, needing stealth to take us the rest of the way.

      I looked to Hartley, her eyes signaling to me that she was in agreement. Raddich motioned us forward.

      The dust kicked up under our feet as we sprinted into position. A simple snatch and grab. Our intelligence said he was alone, but that’d been hours ago, and he’d probably moved on by now.

      I pressed myself up against the stone wall at my back and gripped my M4 tighter. Raddich, our team leader, nodded and ducked into the side door.

      Gun fire erupted, shattering the silence of the night.

      I ran in, followed by Hartley. Barely glancing up, I raised my gun and fired, hitting both shooters in quick succession. They dropped with loud yells, and I kept my gun trained on them until they no longer moved.

      Hartley ran to Raddich, her med kit already in her hands. Blood gushed between her fingers as she put pressure on the wound in his abdomen.

      “Crap.” I snapped to action. “I’ll search the rest of the house. Barrette and his crew should be here any second.”

      They’d been held up at the last house we searched, sending us ahead to what was supposed to be a preliminary search before the full team arrived to do a sweep. We didn’t actually expect to find our target here anymore.

      “Did you check them?” She nodded toward the dead men nearby.

      “Not him.”

      “You sure?”

      “Yes,” I snapped, turning to search another room. I couldn’t just sit there and watch a man die. Because that was happening. I’d seen enough bullet wounds to realize a hopeless case.

      We’d been in Somalia for longer than anyone was comfortable with, and our mission still eluded us. It wore on all our nerves, and Raddich wasn’t our first loss. I had to steel myself. Hartley would be much better at comforting him than I would. She’d done it for me two years ago when I thought I was dead. Shaking my head, I realized the difference. I didn’t die.

      Man, I was pathetic. I couldn’t even hold his hand, knowing how it’d haunt me later. They always haunted me.

      “Clear,” I called back once I’d checked the last room. Mission still incomplete. Brother in arms dead.

      Rangers lead the way. Well, not these Rangers.

      Something fell to the ground in the front room, and I picked up my pace, bursting through the door just in time to witness the knife drag across Hartley’s throat.

      What felt like a sledge hammer crashed into me from behind, and I was falling. My knees slammed into the dirt floor seconds before my face followed, and everything went dark.
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      My eyes popped open in the darkened room. Manner’s heavy snores sounded like a chainsaw as they came through the wall.

      I lifted a heavy hand to rub my sweat-soaked face.

      That dream was all wrong. Again.

      Jessica Hartley died in Somalia one year ago. That was true. She wasn’t supposed to be in combat, and that would forever weigh on me. We were down a medic, and I’d let her climb into the truck back at base.

      Her death didn’t make a difference. Our mission went unfinished when they pulled us out. We didn’t get our man, and none of us could forgive ourselves. Glenn Raddich had also died that day. A good man.

      But I’d come home in one piece. The rest of the events of that day were still a blur. I remembered the rest of the team showing up and sounds of a firefight.

      I shook my head, trying to clear it. There were six months separating that from the day I was taken in Nigeria. They shot me and held me for a total of ten hours before my brothers showed up to get my butt out of there. The medic who’d replaced Jess said it was just in time too, because I was bleeding like nobody’s business.

      I hadn’t been sent on a mission since. Nerve damage.

      The dream replayed in my mind as I tried to shut my eyes. It was my fault Jess was dead. Two years together and I got her killed. I let her come with us. We all did.

      “Hell,” I grumbled, sitting up and swinging my legs out of bed.

      Passing Manner’s room, I headed out into the common room where I found my platoon leader, Barrette.

      His cropped black hair was pushed to the side, and his eyes were glazed. I blamed the bottle of tequila in front of him for that. He turned down the TV and looked at me.

      “Couldn’t sleep, Daniels?” he asked.

      I sank into a chair across from him and ran a hand over the top of my head. I’d never told the guys about my dreams. We all had our demons. It came with the territory.

      “A lot on my mind.”

      “There’s a cure for that.” He gestured to the bottle.

      I chuckled with a forced smile. “What the hell? Tomorrow is an off day.”

      “Exactly.”

      Zane Barrette was hard as nails when it came to training and missions, but he was also a good buddy. Our entire platoon was close, but Zane was the best friend I’d had since… I shook my head. I stopped thinking about that years ago.

      Taking the shot Zane was offering me, I threw it back and set the glass down for another. He smiled and poured. We’d spent many nights like this since our Somalia mission. Even though neither of us would admit it, we both blamed ourselves. He thought he should have been there sooner.

      “My enlistment is almost up,” I said as if he didn’t know.

      “Yeah?” He waited for me, and when I didn’t say anything, he asked, “what are you thinking?”

      I raised my arm, flexing my fingers as best I could. “It’s only been six months.”

      “But?”

      Pain shot through my arm. Douchebag knew me too well.

      I sighed. “It should be better than it is. Doc doesn’t think it will be. Too much damage.”

      “Hmm…” He turned to the TV, his mouth suddenly going slack.

      I followed his gaze, my eyes landing on my father’s face for the first time in ten years. Zane turned the volume up.

      “Senator Daniels’ service will be held in Washington D.C. for close friends and family before a second service in his home town of Gulf City, Florida,” the reporter said.

      “Service,” I croaked. “What the…?”

      The broadcaster explained about the car accident that took Senator Daniels’ life the day before.

      Barrette held out another shot, and I accepted it with shaking hands. It slid down my throat, the warmth keeping the ice out of my veins.

      Feel something, dammit, I told myself. Be a normal human being. But I wasn’t normal. I was one messed up dude with daddy issues the size of Texas.

      My father was dead, and I couldn’t seem to care.
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      Sergeant Carlson sat behind his desk with a face of stone. His eyes flicked up toward me, then to the empty chair nearby. A command.

      I was a different man than I used to be. There weren’t many things that made me nervous. That office, that man, did.

      I wiped my hands on my pants and sat down, keeping my back ramrod straight. Show no weakness. Have no fear. Barrette was in the habit of saying that before every mission.

      “I’m sorry to hear about your father.” The sergeant folded his hands together on his desk.

      I looked up in surprise, meeting his gaze.

      “I don’t know if I ever told you, but I met your father when he came to the base after you were injured. Good man.”

      My brain didn’t have time to dwell on the good man part because it’d frozen before that. “My father was here?”

      He narrowed his eyes, scrutinizing me. “He came to see me to get a report on your condition. Of course, I couldn’t tell him much since you were overseas, but I assumed he would contact you.”

      “I don’t even know how he would’ve found out about it.” But I did. My father always seemed to be able to find any information he searched for. He was sneaky and smarmy enough to know everything.

      My damaged hand spasmed, and I clenched my teeth to keep from crying out. The stress made it worse, but I couldn’t let that show.

      Sergeant Carlson looked away when my arm jerked against my side. He didn’t want to show that he saw. I didn’t know if that made it better or worse.

      “Daniels,” he said, back to his commanding self. “I know today is difficult for you with your father’s death, but maybe this is a good time to re-evaluate.”

      “Re-evaluate, sir?” I asked, prying my fingers flat against the palm of my other hand.

      “Son, let’s cut to the chase. Your enlistment is almost up, and I can’t have you in my regiment any longer.”

      “Sir-”

      He put a hand up to stop me. “You are unfit for the kinds of missions I need to be sending my men on.”

      I felt my posture slipping and snapped it back into place. I would not show that man just how right he was.

      “I think you’re wrong, sir.”

      “Of course you do, dammit. You wouldn’t be a Ranger if you weren’t willing to risk life and limb out there. But I am not sending a soldier into the lion’s den when he might not be able to hold his weapon.”

      Each word he spoke was like another shot to the arm.

      “We would have discharged you months ago, but doc was hopeful. Now he isn’t.” He stood up, walking around his desk to face me and put a hand on my shoulder. “Go home, son. Mourn your father. Be with your family. I’m putting you on leave for the last few weeks of your enlistment.”

      He opened the door, nodding at me that I was dismissed.

      As I walked back to my room, a million scenarios ran through my head showing why my dad would have come. Even in death he had a hold over me.

      But it wasn’t because he was family. Never that.

      Sergeant Carlson told me to go be with family, and I couldn’t help the feeling that I wasn’t moving toward it. I was leaving it behind.
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      “California R-McCoy here.” I mentally kicked myself for almost doing it again. California Ryan was another life.

      “Ms. McCoy, this is Isabel Knight,” the voice on the other line said. “From A and P productions.”

      Does that stand for arrogant and pushy? I wondered.

      “Yes, I talked to someone from your studio yesterday.” I sat on the bed to pull on a pair of socks as someone banged on the door.

      “Mom!” It was my middle kid, Liam.

      “I want to talk about optioning your book.” The woman on the line wouldn’t quit.

      “Are you coming out, Mom?” Liam yelled again.

      I searched the floor for my shoes, wishing once again that I’d gotten the organization gene my brother had.

      “Aha,” I mumbled to myself, finding a pair of sneakers.

      “Mom.”

      “Ms. McCoy.”

      “Cal, you coming?” Of course, throw my father into the mix.

      “Ms. Knight,” I said. “I’m sorry you’ve wasted your time. The rights to Emma are not for sale, and if they were, Hendrick’s productions would be first on the list. Have a good day.” I hung up and jammed the phone in my pocket before swinging open my door to find Liam and his younger brother, Declan, waiting.

      “Hi, guys.” I ruffled Liam’s copper hair and swung Declan up into my arms. “What has grandpa made for breakfast?”

      “Star Wars pancakes.” Liam’s smile widened, and my gut clenched. It was getting better, but Liam and Declan both looked so much like their father - perpetually tanned skin, copper hair, and deep mesmerizing green eyes. Jackson, the oldest, was more like me in every aspect.

      “Morning dad.” I leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. We’d been living with him for the past eight months. I would have felt bad, but I thought he secretly liked us all here, and his house was definitely big enough.

      “Hi, darlin’.” He smiled. “Heard you up bright and early on the phone.”

      “A and P again.” I rolled my eyes and started cutting up a pancake for Declan. “I told them I already had a buyer for Emma.”

      “You would if you’d actually let me buy it.”

      “I thought we were done with this conversation,” my brother, Colby, said, walking into the room. “She says it took her nine years to finish the darn thing - her word, not mine. And you said that’s why you should handle it and no one else. Did I miss anything or can I go play with my nephews?”

      He shot me a wink as he plucked Declan from my arms and took his plate from the counter.

      It was always strange seeing Colby in L.A. He felt like home, but not this home. I’d been in California for almost ten years now. One marriage, three kids, and a book later, I didn’t feel much different from when I came here. I was still scared, sarcastic, and aimless. Now I just had more responsibility.

      When Colby came to visit, it reminded me of all of that, but of good things too. He was always telling me to relax, to have fun. Sometimes I forgot to do both. Kat and Jay were regular visitors over the years, but I never went to them. Kids were my excuse, but I had my other reasons.

      Too many memories. I still woke up some nights and listened for footsteps outside the door or saw the faces from that locker room out on the street. The shooting was ten years ago, but some things never faded from memory.

      While the kids ate, I scrolled through emails on my phone. A and P again. When were they going to stop? It took me nine years of starting and stopping to produce a finished book. My mother’s story. The beginning of mine. The mystery of Emma Bay was now solved for the world. I wrote it under the name C. Bay, but many who knew my father made the connection.

      I refused every interview request, and my publisher hated me for it at first. Then the sales numbers quieted them down. It turned out, the people wanted to know the truth behind one of Hollywood’s big mysteries.

      I was eighteen when I found out my mother was the Hollywood starlet who disappeared from prying eyes. Emma Bay wasn’t her real name, allowing her to melt into a small town in Florida to escape the father of her boyfriend, my grandfather. It was such a mess, and every time I thought about it, I felt so sad for her.

      But she had a good life with us before she died. I think. We were twelve - old enough to remember her as happy.

      It wasn’t until I got to know my dad that I realized everything she’d left behind.

      Now it was me walking away from the man I thought I’d loved. Only this time, he didn’t love me back.

      I shoved Dylan from my mind and joined the boys at the table. He didn’t stay gone for long when I looked into their faces.

      He didn’t love them enough either. That fact broke my heart more than anything. He didn’t even fight for them.
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      I stood on the edge of the water at Venice Beach with the pier looming nearby. It was crowded as it always was on a Saturday. Heck, it was packed pretty much every day of the week. Such was Los Angeles.

      When I arrived ten years ago, it was all so new, exciting. I’d come as a scared and broken girl and let the thrill overwhelm me. My dad turned out to be more than I was expecting, and my grandma took me under her wing.

      Then there was Dylan. I met him the day I met my father, and that time was all such a blur. I’d used him to make me feel better; to ground me in this unknown city. I’d used him to forget.

      I never meant to fall in love.

      Glancing back to where the boys played in the sand, my eyes stayed on Jackson’s face. I hadn’t meant to get pregnant either. That came before the love. Way before. But it was the part I didn’t regret. If it hadn’t been for him, I might have gone home.

      Home. That was what Florida was. Never L.A. I didn’t fit here. It was Dylan’s city. I guess that was one of the many reasons he forced me to walk away.

      The saga of the divorce was over. I’d gotten over Dylan’s affair. I had full custody. My book was out. Now was the time. I’d been preparing to take my boys away from here for months. That was why Colby came. My brother. My twin. Always there when I needed him. It was time I returned the favor. He wanted me back.

      I felt a presence beside me before I saw him.

      “You’re here,” I said, harsher than I’d intended.

      Before he could respond, Liam came running. “Daddy!”

      Dylan dropped his board and scooped Liam up. “Hey, little man.”

      “I miss you, Daddy.”

      A tear escaped from my eye, but I chalked it up to sweat from the hot sun.

      “I miss you too, buddy.” He put Liam down and gestured to the other boys. “Go tell your brothers I’ll come over in a minute. I need to talk to mommy.”

      Liam flashed a smile and darted off.

      “I’m always here surfing on Saturday mornings.” Dylan turned back toward me. “You know that. We used to come together.”

      “I must have forgotten, you know, with taking care of three kids and all.”

      He raised a tanned hand to scratch his chin. “Jesus, Cal. Don’t be such a-”

      “Such a what? Girl? Wife? Mother? Which term were you going to use to tear me down?”

      Silence stretched between us before he laughed. “Gosh, I’ve missed that tongue of yours.”

      “I’ll bet.” A smile formed of its own accord. “Look, Dylan, I did know you’d be here. I thought you’d want to see them before we leave this week. I’m not here for you. This is for them.”

      “You’re really going, huh?”

      “Already finished my work at Hendrick’s. We’re packed. My brother came to drive with us.”

      “I don’t know why anyone would leave this city.”

      And that was one of the many reasons we didn’t work out. He didn’t understand a thing about me.

      “I left all the info on your desk at work. Address. Phone numbers for my people there. I may not want the boys growing up here, but they’ll still need their father.”

      “I’ll always be here, Cal,” he said.

      I know. That’s the problem. You’ll always be here. Not where we need you to be.

      After I’d left him, I waited for him to come after me, after us -  even after I found out he’d been sleeping with an extra on a movie he was working on. When I told him months ago that we were leaving, my eyes had begged him to ask us to stay; be the family we were. He’d nodded, knowing before I did that we weren’t meant to last forever.

      I left him to spend time with the boys, gesturing for Colby to join me. He hooked his arm through mine.

      “Colby and Callie McCoy, together again.” He grinned. “It’ll be good to have you back.”

      I looked back over my shoulder at Dylan, who was wrestling the boys in the sand.

      “It’ll be good for you too,” Colby went on.

      “I just hope it’s the right thing for them.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “I’m sure going to miss you around here, sweetie.” Grandma hugged me tightly. “And those boys of yours. They do tend to put the life in you.”

      “I know what you mean,” I said. “Thanks for everything. I’m expecting you to visit. Both of you.” I turned to my father and hugged him as well.

      “Christmas in Florida,” he said. “Sounds perfect. I will need some face-to-face time to convince you to give me those movie rights.” He winked.

      “For that, you should be talking to my agent. Then you won’t have to come so far for another no.” I smiled, patting his arm. He knew that if I let anyone tell mom’s story, it’d be him, but writing the book was hard enough. I wasn’t ready for it to be on screen.

      When I’d set out to find my father all those years ago, I wouldn’t have even hoped for it to turn out like it did. We missed a lot of time, and we still had a lot to make up for, but we were working on it.

      They both hugged Colby and then the boys. Most of our things were being shipped, so we all crammed into a single car and left the city behind us.

      I fiddled with the radio as Colby drove, settling on NPR.

      “Senator Daniels was a well-respected man in Washington,” the man said.

      “Turn that up.” Colby didn’t have to tell me twice.

      “Such a tragedy,” a woman spoke this time.

      “For those just tuning in, Senator Mark Daniels was in a car accident yesterday evening that claimed his life. His services in Washington will take place in two days’ time. In five days, there will be services in Gulf City, Florida. Our condolences go out to his family. He leaves behind a wife and two sons.”

      I turned off the radio and didn’t speak.

      “Mommy,” Jacks called from the back seat.

      “Yeah, honey?”

      “Are we there yet?”

      “Not yet, but can we be quiet for a minute? Mommy needs to make a phone call.”

      How did you call your best friend right after they lost their father? Especially when your first thought was that the world was better off? I looked back into Declan’s sleeping face, Liam’s inquisitive eyes, and Jackson’s warm smile. Guilt at that thought melted away. I felt better raising my sons in a town without that man.

      Jay answered on the first ring. “We’re on our way,” I told him.

      That was the only thing I could do. I wouldn’t be there to mourn Senator Daniels, I’d be there to comfort his son. Sons? No, I knew Jamie wouldn’t come. I wasn’t sure I could handle it if he did.
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      Four days later we pulled into the driveway of the house I’d grown up in. It belonged to me now, well to me and Colby, but he didn’t want to live there. Kat lived with her husband, Noah, about an hour away. She’d come to meet us and came running out of the house with such a huge smile it made me forget about everything else.

      I met her halfway and let her hug squeeze the air from my lungs.

      “It hasn’t been the same around here without you, Callie.” There were tears in her eyes as she spoke.

      “I haven’t been the same without you,” I responded, knowing just how true that was. Kat raised me through my teenage years. She’d been everything to me when I felt like I had nothing.

      “Let me at those nephews of mine!” She pushed by me as Colby released the boys from their seats.

      “Aunt Kat,” Jacks yelled.

      “And just who would you be?” She bent down to look him in the eye. “The Jackson Ryan I know is at least a foot shorter.”

      “It’s me, Aunt Kat.” Jacks bounced nervously. “Can’t you tell?”

      “Come here.” She pulled him into a hug, reaching her other arm out to snatch Liam into the hug as well. Liam didn’t know Kat quite as well as his brother because she hadn’t been out to California in a year or two, and he was almost too young to remember. But she’d win him over.

      Declan toddled over. “The last time I saw Dec, he wasn’t even walking.”

      “Hello there,” Declan said in his serious way.

      Kat muffled a laugh and picked him up. “Hello, I’m your Auntie Kat.”

      We walked inside to where Noah was preparing dinner and it was as if I’d never left.
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      I never thought I’d be back in Gulf City. That first year gone, all I’d wanted was to come back and regain what I’d lost. My friends. My girl. Then I got used to being away. It became easier with each passing day until it lost its power over me.

      I became a part of a new family. Had new friends. Even a new girl. My platoon. They were the ones I wanted to be with now, but they were back on base in Georgia, and I was here.

      It was the first leave I’d taken where I’d gone home instead of on some trip. Now, I had no choice. There was a funeral, and no matter how I felt about it, this was where I was supposed to be. And it wasn’t like I could go back. My hand cramped as if sending me a reminder. I massaged it until it loosened up.

      The church was packed with mourners, but I paid little attention to any of them. They didn’t recognize me. They wouldn’t. My once scraggly blond hair was buzzed short. My lean frame had bulked up considerably. I wasn’t the Jamie Daniels they knew. This new Jamie had seen things, done things, that changed a person.

      I kept my head up, catching the attention of quite a few people with my dress uniform, but managing not to be pulled to the front.

      I watched as my brother, looking just as he always had, sat in the front pew. His mother, having had a service in Washington D.C. wasn’t there. Two people joined Jay, and I recognized them at once. Colby, dressed in a stylish suit, was greeted by each person he saw. His face had grown leaner, losing the softness of youth. Callie stood beside him, standing tall in her elegant black dress. Her hair was different - dyed dark chocolate and sitting just above her shoulders in soft layers. Gone was the simple long braid. This version of Callie was older, yet still mesmerizing.

      The confidence I’d been cultivating for ten years slipped.

      She put her arm around my brother, and I wanted nothing more than to feel her touch, see her smile.

      I slid out the back after the funeral, needing to drive around for a little while to regain control before I saw all of them.

      Control. It got me through my missions. I became a Ranger because I wanted to do something big with my life. I was good at it. We ran into the situations everyone else ran from.

      How did Florida feel more like a mine field than that?

      He’s dead, I told myself. My dad was gone. So, why did the thought of him still make me feel so inadequate?

      After a while, I pulled to the side of the road in front of a house that held too many memories and a street that was overflowing with cars. The place looked the same as it always had. That porch was the first place I’d ever gotten my heart broken when Cal and I recognized our different futures. My face had been broken by my father’s fist in that entryway. Hell, pretty much every room held a memory like that. His anger felt like it was seeped into the walls.

      I stood by the open door, watching the people who only knew the face my father put on, not the real man.

      A young boy sat on the bench by the door, and I stopped, not quite ready to go in.

      “Hello,” I said, stalling the inevitable.

      He looked at me with wide eyes. “Are you a soldier?”

      I laughed, the sound seeming foreign in this place. “I am. What’s your name?”

      “Jackson.” He puffed out his chest. “You can call me Jacks. I’m nine!”

      “Well, hello Jacks, I’m Jamie and nine is a very good age.”

      “Jackson, your mother is looking for you” a familiar voice called, coming outside. Kat looked at me in astonishment. “Jamie Daniels.” A grin formed. “I didn’t know you were coming.”

      I stood to give her a hug. “No one did.”

      “Oh, this is going to be good. None of them have talked to you in ten years. Boy, you have some explaining to do.” Her face softened. “It’s so good to see you. I’ll handle Jacks. You go on in.”

      I breathed deeply, pulling open the door. The place was packed, but as I walked through, only one person caught my eye.

      She stood in the kitchen, putting out dishes of food with the help of a few other ladies from town. Grabbing a pot of coffee, she glanced up, letting out a yell as she dropped the pot to the floor. The glass didn’t break, but coffee spilled everywhere. One of the other women immediately started cleaning it up as Callie stepped out of her way.

      I rushed forward, crushing her to me. In my dreams, I’d held her so many times over the last decade. But now, here, this was real, and for the first time, I knew coming home was the right thing to do. The only thing to do.

      Callie sucked in a shaky breath, pulling away as she did. Before I knew what was happening, I was kissing her, and her fist connected with my jaw. I fell back against the counter and saw Colby and Jay nearby with matching stunned looks on their faces.

      “We’d do the same if she hadn’t beaten us to it,” Colby said. “Ten years, man.”

      Callie looked from her brother to Jay to me. She shoved me once more and stalked away.

      “Mom,” Jacks yelled, trailing behind her. “Why are you beating up the soldier?”
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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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