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      “Why do you want to ruin a good thing?” he demanded.

      A wave of rage surged inside him. How dare Cecilia try to blackmail him? Did she comprehend who he was?

      He tried to reason with her, but the conversation escalated to arguing, followed by threatening. They had a mutually beneficial relationship. He’d paid for her time and expertise. Now she was pulling this stunt?

      They argued in her living room, a minuscule space with a small, flickering television and a couch that reeked of cheap perfume. He struggled to keep his voice low. No one could know he was there. He wouldn’t have stepped foot into this dump if she hadn’t turned against him.

      “Everybody gets mad. But everybody pays.” Her pupils were pinpoint, tiny little beads swimming in a sea of blue fire.

      No wonder she was being so brazen. She was high on drugs. She’d told him her routine once: amphetamines in the morning, cocaine in the afternoon, sedatives when she needed sleep.

      She knew how to regulate the drugs she gave herself, and nights with her intoxicated made for a fun time. But this drug addict thought she could get away with blackmailing him? Not in his lifetime.

      “Drop it,” he snapped, the force of his words driving her backward into the kitchen, another cramped room with bland white cabinets and cheap laminate countertops.

      “I’m not paying you a penny. You think you’ll ruin me? I’ll ruin you.” He poked a firm finger at her.

      “What’re you gonna do?” Cecilia scoffed. “Send me to jail for drug charges? Been there, done that. I’ll be out in a less than a month. I don’t have anything to lose. You, on the other hand, have a career, a house—well, a couple of them—and probably wife number three in the pipeline. You have a lot to lose, so don’t try to go head-to-head with me.” She poked a long acrylic nail into his chest with each of the last several words.

      Panic flared as fury saturated every crevice of his mind. He did have a great deal to lose. He couldn’t let her get away with this. On primal instinct, before he understood his own actions, his hand closed around the handle of one of her kitchen knives.

      And then there was blood. So much blood.
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        * * *

      

      Jenny sat at the prosecutor’s table watching the jury follow the defense attorney’s every move.

      He walked gracefully in his shimmering slate suit and spoke in a deep, authoritative voice, smooth as liquid satin while he began his opening statement. Like a fine, expensive bourbon with a burn so smooth you actually enjoyed it. “My name is Beaufort Montrose, but people call me Beau. Now, South Carolinians pronounce Beaufort as Bew-fert. Here in North Carolina, we say Bo-fert. To keep it simple, call me Beau.”

      Calm and congenial.

      Jenny suppressed an eye-roll. If she had a golden coin for every time she had to hear Beau Montrose talk about his name, she’d have a collection to rival her father’s. And yet, the jury always melted into an adoring puddle at Beau’s feet. Some combination of his impeccable hair, captivating blue eyes, confident stroll, and melodic voice lured them to his side. Of course, as the prosecuting attorney, she was immune to his charm—at least she wanted to be.

      
        
        Song of the Siren

      

      

      She scratched the words into her notebook with her black ballpoint pen. The scent of the fresh ink wafted toward her.

      What did she have to combat Beau’s glamor? Her suit was from a mall department store and never seemed crisp despite careful ironing. Her thick blonde hair was pulled back into a bun—because who had time for anything else? At least her bangs were even. Mostly. Her name certainly didn’t have a movie star ring like Beaufort Montrose.

      The smitten jury tracked Beau’s every movement as they sat in black high-backed chairs behind a half wall of polished mahogany. To their left, the wooden pews were packed with spectators.

      “Now, Miss Jenny Wiley here will try to convince you my client has broken the law,” Beau continued eloquently. “But I ask you to carefully focus on the facts and the facts only. Be careful not to confuse established facts with loose conjecture.”

      Truth, Jenny reminded herself. She had truth on her side. She reached into her pocket and rubbed the coin she carried as she glanced at the defendant.

      Guilty.

      She had the truth. The defendant had pulled the trigger and killed his employer. When Jenny walked the jury through events as they’d unfolded leading up to the murder, they would see the truth. No high-priced defense attorney—not even the best in Charlotte—could hide Bubba Hollins’ guilt.

      Work your magic, Beau. It’s all smoke and mirrors.
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        * * *

      

      Beau Montrose caught sight of the assistant district attorney leaving a judge’s chamber.

      He quickened his pace to catch up to her. “Fraternizing with the judge,” he teased.

      Jenny Wiley shot him a look of daggers without slowing her pace. Her heels clicked on the marble flooring. Beau chuckled. She was fun to rile, and her reputation was so squeaky clean that they both knew his words were weightless.

      “Nice presentation this morning,” he continued in honest admiration. “Although, you wasted too much breath on a case I’ll win.”

      “Not this time,” she said.

      He arched an eyebrow. “Such confidence.”

      Her tone of conviction was one of her tells—like a gambler. Whenever Jenny insisted the defendant was undeniably guilty, Beau’s job became an interesting uphill battle. He felt a little giddy at the thought of the challenge ahead.

      Jenny Wiley brought his acquittal ratings down, though he was still one of the most sought-after defense attorneys in the city. The damage to his record was mildly irksome but perhaps a needed dose of humility. She posed a challenge—an exciting call to action to stay at the top of his game. And because she was a formidable adversary, a victory against her would be that much sweeter.

      He glanced at her apparel. Her charcoal suit fit her slender figure nicely and revealed shapely calves. A faint ginger-orange fragrance wafted off her.

      “There’s a throng of reporters out there,” he mentioned mildly as a warning so she wouldn’t be caught off guard.

      She hesitated and touched her hair. The bun she’d started the day with had developed rogue fly-away strands, but they only added to her beauty.

      “Miss Wiley, I’m not suggesting you look unprepared. On the contrary, you look quite lovely,” Beau said.

      She frowned. “I don’t like reporters.”

      “Allow me. I’m happy to address them first. See if I can calm them down before you address them.”

      She eyed him suspiciously as if wondering if he was playing her.

      He wasn’t manipulating her, but she was free to think what she liked. His job description was to impress clients with his bold brand and media show, not the DA’s office. Some prosecutors disdained his flair, but others understood the purpose of his theatrics. Sadly, Jenny had always unmistakably fallen into the disdain category.

      “After you.” She gestured.

      He gave a polite nod before stepping outside. His smile widened. “If it pleases the press,” he said to the crowd of reporters, “I can take just a few questions.” He made a show of checking his watch.

      All eyes focused on him. The volley of anticipated questions came at him.

      “Do you have any evidence to refute the State’s case?”

      “How will you handle the witnesses who say they saw your client leaving the scene of the crime?”
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        * * *

      

      After grabbing a latte, Jenny returned to her office to work on additional legal notes. Her office was small, but she was one of eighty-five assistant district attorneys, so working space was always a negotiation and a source of contention.

      She’d made a solid case against Bubba, but logic and truth didn’t always prevail in the courtroom, especially when Beau Montrose was on the opposing team.

      Her discontent with him stemmed from simultaneously admiring what an outstanding lawyer he was and disliking his peacock display of strutting around the courtroom. His media antics added to her irritation, but that behavior was exactly what his clients wanted.

      “Jenny,” a voice greeted her at the door.

      She looked up from her paperwork to see Stu Winslow, Charlotte’s shining District Attorney, standing in her doorway. Stu wore a gray suit over a white shirt and red tie. His black leather shoes had been polished to a high shine.

      Despite his perfectly waved blond hair turning white, his neighborly charm, and easy smile, his presence set Jenny on edge. Stu didn’t appear in the doorway of an underling’s office unless he wanted something.

      “How are you, Stu?” She’d learned the hard way not to ask what she could do for him or why he was there when he spontaneously appeared. If he wanted something from her, she wouldn’t make it so easy.

      “I’m doing well. I wanted to see how you’re faring after your opening remarks on such a high-profile case.”

      He’d been hovering incessantly ever since she’d been assigned lead on the Bubba Hollins case. She supposed the trial of the son of a congressman who’d supported Stu’s election made him nervous. Because she wasn’t an elected official, she had no problem throwing her full capabilities into the case to convict a murderer. Stu had voiced his concerns about her being junior, even though she was part of the Homicide Team of prosecutors. She’d argued that her track-record indicated she was ready.

      When he hadn’t backed her a hundred percent, she’d refrained from reminding Stu of the many other cases she’d helped him prepare. When his success had been in some part due to her efforts, she’d received no credit for her impact.

      But that was okay; she was biding her time. All of the effort was part of office politics. She scratched his back; he’d scratch hers. When the time came for promotion or larger cases, more prominent cases, Stu would remember how she’d been a team player. He would remember, wouldn’t he?

      Reaching into her jacket pocket, she rubbed the coin, feeling the textured surface. “I’ve got wisdom, justice, courage, and temperance on my side. I’ll be just fine.” She had evidence also, but that didn’t guarantee a win.

      “That’s good, because I watched Beau Montrose putting on a display at the press conference, and I didn’t see you countering—reassuring the community that the killer would remain behind bars.”

      “I assure you, the killer will remain behind bars. I gave my statement after Beau. The media chose not to air it.”

      Stu smiled, somehow wide but not friendly. “Okay. These career-making cases are tricky things. They can also be career-ending.”

      With that edgy, veiled threat, he turned and left.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Beau observed Jenny’s closing arguments with interest. Her summation was precise, emphasizing key points in the trial without regurgitating every detail to a saturated jury. She appealed to their analytical reasoning rather than their emotion. Without straying from the facts, she kept her arguments concise.

      The courtroom was heavy with intense focus. He loved the ambience of the arena with its presiding judge on a throne of mahogany, cove of jurors, and array of spectators adding tension and drama. All of this encapsulated in room filled with a long history of life-altering decisions.

      Beau had represented his client as best he could, letting the burden of proof fall squarely on the prosecutor. He’d raised credibility issues with witnesses, where applicable, and argued against small timetable discrepancies that existed.

      But the prosecution had a solid case, and Bubba Hollins had been unwilling to plead guilty.

      Jenny spoke with a soft voice, yet still commanded the room. She and Beau had been on opposing sides for several years now as he built up his practice in Charlotte, but he knew very little about her personally outside of work.

      That probably wasn’t going to change. Jenny was a straight arrow, no nonsense, no fraternizing with the enemy type of person. And Beau preferred not to entangle himself in the kind of drama that would inevitably follow if he pursued the whimsical idea of getting to know an assistant DA.

      When the session was adjourned to allow the jury to deliberate, Beau stepped into the hallway and checked his phone.

      Five missed calls and three text messages.

      He debated for a moment whether to respond now or take a few minutes to see if his client needed reassurance before the final verdict was released. Bubba had been mostly rude, arrogant, demanding, and demeaning throughout the trial. Beau had enough self-worth that Bubba’s behavior didn’t bother him. He also understood that his clients were under a great deal of stress and their behavior wasn’t always reflective of their true personality. However, he didn’t think that assessment applied to Bubba Hollins.

      With that in mind, Beau opted not to play the role of consolatory hand-holder and listened to his voicemail instead.

      He stepped into a corner near the window to avoid the crowd awaiting the jury’s verdict.

      “Beau, this is Karl.” His cousin’s voice sounded edgy and distraught. “This is my one phone call, man. I need your help. I’m in jail. Cecilia is dead, and they think I murdered her.”
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      Jenny pulled a beer from the tin bucket on the table and twisted the top off.

      “Congratulations!” Mary, one of her work colleagues, raised her glass in a toast.

      “Thank you.”

      Jenny and several colleagues had gathered at Howl at the Moon in downtown Charlotte for an informal celebration. About thirty people from the office had come to the bar to bask in a big win for the DA’s office. But collegial outings were tricky. Jealousy and office politics were always factors, and she had to be careful about the role she played, which meant modest acceptance of praise and no over-consumption of alcohol.

      Although she had a plethora of colleagues, she didn’t connect with them on a personal level enough to consider anyone a friend. Some saw her as competition, others as a conquest. Some were jealous, others indifferent. The few most similar in personality to her were also too deep in their careers to make time to socialize.

      She wished her dad was alive to see her victory—her big win. He would be proud, and she could have been herself around him and enjoyed her success. Reflexively, she placed her hand in her suit coat pocket and touched her father’s coin.

      Bill, another colleague, slung an arm over her shoulder. “Hey, gorgeous. Congrats on the win.” His whisky sour sloshed in his glass, nearly spilling on her.

      “Thanks, Bill.” She eased out of his embrace, fairly sure he was less interested in her win and mostly wanted to sleep with her.

      Guilty, came the reply from the coin she still touched.

      “I have some ideas about how we can celebrate,” Bill said with a wink.

      She didn’t actually need the coin to tell her the man’s intentions, but having instant access to the truth made dating in general a challenge. Although she tried not to use the coin regularly outside the courtroom, she wasn’t trusting by nature.

      “No, thanks, Bill. It’s been a long week, and I plan to relax alone.”

      After she wriggled away from him and through the crowd, she made her rounds to greet everyone.

      Mary clinked bottles with her again. “Head-to-head with the gorgeous Beau Montrose. You’ve got nerves of steel to keep your wits about you around that man, am I right?”

      Jenny took a swig of beer. “He’s something, all right.” He was attractive, single, and impossibly full of himself, judging by his courtroom tactics. But Jenny was proud of her win because he was a formidable defense attorney, not because she wasn’t distracted by his good looks and smooth voice.

      A half hour later, when the crowd was several drinks into the night, Jenny quietly left, ready to relax in the comfort of her apartment.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, Jenny sank into her desk chair. After months of preparation, days of courtroom presentations, and her win in the Bubba case, she should have felt elated and energized.

      Instead, she was utterly drained. As she lit a small stick of orange ginger incense in a crystal vase on the edge of her desk, she looked disparagingly around her office. She needed to tidy the place up, especially organize loose papers, file folders, and discard sticky notes. But what she wanted to do was dissolve into a hot bath with a glass of buttery Chardonnay before crawling into bed to watch Alias reruns.

      As the incense burned, she breathed in the soothing fragrance and closed her eyes. Leaning back in her chair, she took a moment to recharge.

      “Victor’s remorse?”

      Jenny jerked upright to see Beaufort Montrose standing in her doorway. Her initial annoyance had her envisioning leaping over the desk and high-kicking him Jennifer Garner style, not that she had any of the TV character’s prowess.

      When Jenny saw Beau’s disarming smile, the Alias fantasy flipped upside down and mingled with her bathtub imagery, and suddenly, he was drinking Chardonnay with her.

      She cleared her throat and pushed to her feet. “Never,” she replied.

      His amused smile widened, crinkling the edges of his eyes. “Good for you. Congratulations on a well-deserved win.”

      The sincere note in his voice disoriented her, causing a mix of elation and wariness to shoot through her.

      “Why are you here?” Shouldn’t he be writing his next speech for his on-camera performance, soaking up the limelight and waxing poetic to the press about how his client was actually innocent and the courts would discover this in appeals?

      “I can’t congratulate you as a colleague?” he asked, blinking at her innocently.

      She didn’t like the way her eyes roved his tall figure lurking in her doorway. She wanted to shove him out of it and refused to acknowledge the part of her that whispered tell him to step inside.

      To her astonishment, he walked into her small, cluttered space. Filled with his presence, the temperature of the room seemed to rise.

      “You’re the only ADA I rarely win against. And when I do, it’s because the details of the case aren’t airtight.”

      “Um, thanks?” She narrowed her eyes at him.

      He continued, “You have a special selection technique when you pick your cases. Almost like you know who’s guilty.”

      Her hand reflexively went to her side—toward the pocket where her father’s coin rested, but she had taken her jacket off and laid it over the chair earlier.

      “Maybe you just choose to represent the guilty ones,” she challenged.

      “Everybody deserves representation.” He straightened her name plate on her desk, and for a moment her eyes fixated on his large hands and long fingers. They were more rugged and less manicured than she’d expected.

      “You sleep well at night knowing criminals walk the streets because of you?” she asked. She believed in representation for all, but she wouldn’t allow someone as showy as Beau to receive anything but polite disdain.

      “Win or lose, I go to bed every night knowing I did my best and held the prosecution to a high standard. Yes, I sleep very well.”

      Ugh. Now she was envisioning him nestled between the sheets with hair tousled and eyes half-lidded.

      He added, “Blackstone’s ratio: ‘for the law holds that it is better that ten guilty persons escape than that one innocent suffer.’ Of course, Ben Franklin suggested one hundred persons rather than just ten.”

      “Can I help you with something, Mr. Montrose?” As soon as the rhetorical question escaped her lips, she wished she could reclaim it. There was nothing in this world she wanted to help him with except exiting her imagination.

      A wolfish smile lit his face. “Yes, you can. I’m representing a new client, and he looks quite guilty.”

      “Shouldn’t be a problem for your conscience.”

      “Not at all.” He shrugged. “But I’d like you to meet him and give me your impression.”

      “You want me to meet your client?” She crossed her arms.

      “Yes. You’re not the prosecutor, so there shouldn’t be a conflict of interest.”

      She scrubbed her hands over her face. “I don’t have time for this.”

      “Sure you do.” He pointed at her with a light gesture. “You just won a big case. You can rub my nose in it on the way to the county jail.”

      She pursed her lips.

      He shifted his weight—his classic courtroom tell that he was about to change tactics. “Tell you what. If you meet him now, I’ll spring for golf tomorrow. Quail Hollow.”

      “You want to play golf with me?” She moved her name plate back to crooked just to show him he had no right to touch her things.

      “If you win, I won’t bother you about my new client ever again.”

      She strummed her fingers on the edge of her desk. She’d never played an elite course like Quail Hollow. “I like that wager.”

      He beamed. “Excellent. Now, come meet my man. And if you still feel like I wasted your time, I’ll buy you Greek takeout.”

      “Greek?” As if on cue, her stomach rumbled at the prospect of her favorite food. How did he know?

      She plucked her suit jacket off the back of the chair and followed Beau out of her office.
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        * * *

      

      Beau and Jenny walked down East Trade Street toward the Mecklenburg County Detention Center, passing attorney and bail bonds offices. Her practical heels clicked on the concrete sidewalk. The hot sun beat down on them, but fortunately, the distance outside was mercifully short.

      He was relieved the assistant DA agreed to visit the county jail with him. He genuinely was worried about his ability to clear Karl Dixon’s name.

      Beau wanted to get Jenny’s perspective on the accused, but he also wanted to see how she worked. She didn’t view every charged suspect as a criminal. She had a selection process to whom she assigned guilt, and her intuition was better than par. He wanted to know how she consistently outplayed the competition.

      Although pleasant in appearance with silky blonde hair and a trim brown suit, Jenny was such an introverted, absent-minded professor type. Her courtroom notes were chicken scratch on a legal pad. Her office was a mess of disorganized papers. She even had one of those old-fashioned typewriters. Who used a typewriter in this century? With such a haphazard workplace, it was a miracle she ever won a case.

      Still, she had a clever knack for painting clean, concise pictures for the judge and jury. And she even occasionally managed new evidence to condemn the accused before the trial concluded. So, while her life was a poorly maintained community golf course full of hazards, her legal cases were a clean, manicured Augusta National.

      This made Jenny a puzzle. Beau liked puzzles, but not complicated women. Was she complicated? Messy, yes, but maybe not so complicated. After all, in the span of five minutes, he’d won her over with a golf invitation and a meal. In preparation for winning Jenny to his side—at least long enough for her to meet his client—he’d discovered her favorite type of food through one of her work colleagues with whom he’d played golf.

      “What are the charges?” Jenny asked as they walked side-by-side.

      “Murder.”

      She gave a dry, humorless chuckle. “Of course it is. Beau Montrose doesn’t do dull.”

      “Life’s too short for dull,” he said.

      This time she genuinely laughed, and he was surprised to learn he liked the sound. For just a moment she wasn’t irritated with him for bribing her with sports and food or irritated with herself for acquiescing.

      “That’s funny?” he asked, smiling.

      “It just seems like something you’d say. I happen to like some very dull moments interspersed in life.”

      “Oh?”

      “The courtroom is enough drama. At the end of the day, I like a nice, dull evening of relaxation and stress relief.”

      “Stress relief doesn’t have to be dull,” he said.

      She shot him an incredulous look with heat in her cheeks. He hadn’t intended to flirt with her, but he enjoyed the response enough to do it again when the opportunity presented itself.

      “How far into the case are you?” she asked.

      Back to business. Was this because she wasn’t interested in him, didn’t date the opposition, or had a boyfriend? And why was he curious?

      “He’s been arraigned. I should receive the police reports Monday for review.”

      “Why do you doubt your client’s innocence? What are the circumstances?” she asked.

      “He was found over the body, murder weapon in hand.”

      “Seriously?” She stopped abruptly to gape at him.

      “He says he found her that way.” Beau put a hand on her elbow to keep Jenny walking. He didn’t want to stand in the North Carolina late spring humidity in a suit one minute longer than he had to.

      “Next, you’ll tell me he was covered in the victim’s blood.”

      “Well, yes, he was.” Beau smiled at her exasperation.

      Jenny shook her head before glancing up at the large, white concrete building that was the Mecklenburg County Detention Center.

      Upon entering the jail, they showed identification to the clerk and signed the roster.

      Jenny turned to Beau again before they entered the holding room of the accused. “You want me to meet this person and give you my impression? You realize I’m biased already from the picture you painted.”

      He nodded. “That works in my favor if you walk out of that room thinking he’s innocent.”
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        * * *

      

      Stu dabbed his mouth with a napkin after a bite of his sesame seared tuna at The Capital Grille off Tyron Street. Around him, lunchtime conversation mixed with the clinking of silverware and the ice in tall glasses of water and sweetened iced tea.

      Across the two-seater table from Stu sat Congressman Hollins wearing a sour expression and barely touching his food.

      “My son was convicted of murder, Stu. That wasn’t supposed to happen.”

      “Your son is guilty of murder, Congressman Hollins. I can’t work miracles. My underlings are a tenacious group of self-righteous, naïve, truth-seekers. They are exactly the type of lawyers they’re supposed to be in the DA’s office. They aren’t going to throw a case any more than a dog willingly surrenders his bone.”

      Stu rubbed his palm against his napkin, but the red stain on his hand didn’t wipe away. He hid his hand beneath the white tablecloth.

      The congressman irritably turned his fork on the table. Bags hung under his dark eyes, but he still maintained a tidy appearance with trim gray hair and a custom suit. “I thought if we hired the best defense attorney, combined with our working relationship, we could make this go away.”

      “I can’t work miracles,” Stu repeated. “You’ll take it to the appeals court. The drama of the trial will have died down by then, and Mr. Montrose will be in a better position to use his charm to win the appeal. The murder was simply too fresh in the minds of the jury.”

      Stu didn’t like the defense attorney, but he grudgingly had to admit that Beaufort Montrose was excellent at his job and had perfect showmanship.

      “That’s the best you can do? I supported your campaign,” the congressman reminded him.

      Stu had made a name for himself as a tobacco defense attorney before campaigning for DA. He had higher political ambitions, and angering a congressman wouldn’t work in his favor.

      “And I appreciate that. And that’s why I’ve given you inside information during the ongoing trial of your son.” Stu shifted his weight in the chair and lowered his voice. “Look. I obviously have a few friends in the police department who don’t mind helping with extracurricular activities for a price. Perhaps new evidence regarding your son’s case can come to light in time for the appeal. Or old evidence could be tainted.” Politics required tough decisions.
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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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