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      "It's really broken," Raelin said as she followed Mother around the Tourmaline Seas' hulk.

      "Beyond broken," Mother growled. "This is a wreck for all that it made it to shore."

      They'd paid to have the Tourmaline Seas hauled up into dry dock in the hope that it could be fixed. Raelin and Gwen had been there for that process. It had been amazing; dozens of women working in teams as they hauled on ropes. The pulleys had screeched from the weight of the Tourmaline's bulk as it moved up out of the water and along the dry dock's special gutter. The whole process had taken under an hour though bracing the Tourmaline so that it didn't shift or move while the shipwrights worked on it had taken another two hours after that.

      Raelin knew that realistically she wasn't ever going to be tall enough or strong enough to handle the huge sledge hammers the women at the dry dock used to set the supports in place but she wished that she would be. The heavy thuds when they swung around and pounded the supports into position had made her grin with delight.

      There was less to grin about as she picked her way across the broken deck with Mother today. After drying the Tourmaline off and scraping off the barnacles that had taken up residence under the water line, the shipwrights had found more cracks and broken boards than expected. As they'd made their way up onto the deck, Raelin had seen daylight through the hull in several spots.

      "Can they save anything?" Raelin asked as she peered into the gaping hole where the first mast had been.

      "Maybe the keel," Mother said with a tired sigh. "The other masts are fractured. The hull's a mess. Possibly some trim, the interior, the kitchen. Other than that, I don't know."

      She knelt next to Raelin, running her fingers along the ragged edge of the broken deck where the mast had torn out of its home. The broken wood was paler than the deck's surface, blond compared to dark brown. Mother's expression was angry but her sigh was sad when she stood back up.

      "Brought one of the girls back, did you?" Mistress Chie from Chinwendu said as she climbed onto the deck with them.

      "She was curious about the process," Mother said with a little shrug. "Always good to have a shipwright trained girl in a shipping family like ours. You willing to have her watch and help out?"

      Mistress Chie studied Raelin. She was only a finger's width taller than Mother at a bare five feet four inches tall. Where Mother was burly, with thick arms and legs full of muscle, Mistress Chie was whippy and thin like a saber blade. At some point she'd shaved her head and had a tattoo of interlocking red and black snakes put on the right side of her face, scalp and neck. The tattoo was old and faded, just like Mistress Chie's hair on the left side of her head which had faded from black to steel gray.

      Despite her age, Mistress Chie's stare made Raelin twitch a little. She was so fierce that it was hard to keep her chin up and her expression confident the way a girl should be. After a long stare at Raelin, Mistress Chie nodded thoughtfully. Raelin started when she held out one hand towards her.

      "Let me see the hands, girl," Mistress Chie said. "We don't take pampered nobles, not that your family is pampered. I won't be responsible for a girl who can't work. Your hands will tell the truth better than your tongue."

      "I know how to work!" Raelin huffed. "I've been helping in the warehouse and loading things since I was six."

      Mistress Chie snorted as she took Raelin's hands. Her hands were covered with callouses, rough and so strong that Raelin couldn't have pulled her hands away even if she wanted to. Apparently Raelin's much milder callouses were acceptable because Mistress Chie ran her thumbs over Raelin's hands a couple of times before nodding.

      "Not bad for a seven year old," Mistress Chie said.

      "I'm nine!" Raelin bellowed. "I'm just short like you!"

      "Be polite, girl," Mother said.

      She smacked the back of Raelin's head but it was a light smack, one of the ones that barely stung at all. Mistress Chie laughed at Raelin's outrage. Rather than give Raelin the much heavier smack she deserved for being rude to a Mistress shipwright, Mistress Chie let Raelin's hands go and nodded her approval.

      "At least she's tough," Mistress Chie said. "Leave her here. We'll send her back home before dark."

      "You do as you're told, Raelin," Mother said. "We've worked with Chie for decades now. Grandmother brought her here from Chinwendu back when they were both young women."

      "Really?" Raelin asked, surprised that Mistress Chie was that old. She looked to be in her sixties, not her eighties or older.

      Mistress Chie whooped a laugh that made the other shipwrights on the dry dock grin and laugh with her. There was no answer to Raelin's question from Mistress Chie or from Mother. Instead Mother patted Raelin's shoulder and then clambered down the ladder and headed out of the dry dock.

      "Well, come on, girl," Mistress Chie said. "Let's get to work."

      "What will I be doing?" Raelin asked as she followed Mistress Chie down the ladder and then across the dry dock to the little office near the street.

      "Watching and learning at first," Mistress Chie said. "In a day or so I might let you help carry things, tear boards loose, but for now you don't know enough to keep yourself or anyone else safe. Stick by my side and we'll see what you understand by the time dinner rolls around."

      "Yes Mistress," Raelin said.

      The office had blueprints of ships pinned to every wall. Almost all of them had neat red pencil handwriting on them with rough drawings indicating problems, broken keels, loose masts and sprung hulls. The Tourmaline's blueprint was on the paper-strewn desk at the far back corner of the tiny office. Mistress Chie picked it up and folded it carefully before clipping it to an oversized clipboard that Raelin thought was made of the iron wood brought in by Dana ships for soon-to-be Uncle Ruark's family.

      Mistress Chie led Raelin back out into the dry dock, clipboard in one hand and a red pencil in the other hand. They spent the next four hours scrambling over every single inch of the Tourmaline Seas, from the battered and broken crow's nest down to the apparently undamaged keel. Raelin held the clipboard at times. Other times she held long fabric tapes or plumb bobs so that Mistress Chie could get accurate measurements of what was wrong.

      "She's a mess," Mistress Chie sighed when her second in command, Befind, came back with meat buns from up the street.

      "Damn shame," Befind sighed. "She was a fine ship."

      "Can you fix her?" Raelin asked around a bite of her bun. It was spicy enough that her eyes watered and her lips burned but it still tasted good after all the exercise.

      Both Mistress Chie and Befind made faces as if they'd bitten into something bitter. Befind swallowed first, jerking her chin at the Tourmaline with a mournful expression that Mistress Chie echoed while chewing more slowly. Neither of them seemed bothered by the spiciness of the buns.

      "Not sure it's a good idea, even if it is possible," Befind said. "All three mast steps are broken. Most of the inwhales are broken towards the bow. Good number of the gunwhales are cracked all along the hull. Hull's got more holes in it than a sieve. She's damn near sunk. I still can't figure out how they limped into port, especially in that storm. The Goddesses love your family, that's all I can figure."

      "The keel's still strong," Mistress Chie said.

      "Far as we can see its strong," Befind countered. "Could have a thousand fractures and we wouldn't know it yet."

      Mistress Chie sighed and nodded as she took another bite of her bun. Raelin followed suit even though the spices made her want to cough. She could just barely see the amusement on Mistress Chie and Befind's faces through the tears filling her eyes. It only made her more determined to eat the darn thing without complaining.

      Water didn't help the burning in her mouth very much once they were done eating but one of the younger shipwrights passed Raelin a little sweet milk candy when Mistress Chie and Befind weren't looking. That helped enough that Raelin could stop sniffling. Her lips still burned but she'd get over that in time.

      Raelin spent the rest of the day helping the crew rig up tackle to take the two remaining masts out of the Tourmaline's hull. Her duties were mostly running back and forth with messages from Mistress Chie and Befind but once they started hauling the first mast out Raelin was given a guide rope with an older apprentice.

      "Easy!" Mistress Chie bellowed as the women hauled in unison. "Keep the tension steady!"

      The mast slowly slid upwards out of the Tourmaline's deck, creaking and wobbling from the strain of being lifted from its home. Raelin watched, holding her breath as the butt of the mast finally came free of the deck.

      "Guides, flip ends!" Mistress Chie bellowed.

      Raelin had to run to stay with her partner as they tugged at their rope, heading towards the water. Another dozen young women had guide ropes attached to the bottom of the mast like Raelin and her partner and they hauled together while a second set of guide ropes pulled the top of the mast towards the street.

      The mast slowly tilted sideways, jerking and then tipping onto its side as the shipwrights somehow switched the pulleys from lifting it upright to pulling it over onto its side. She didn't see how they managed that. Raelin was jerked right up off her feet and into the air when the mast bounced down onto its side and rocked, but she didn't let go of the guide rope. A moment later her feet were back on the ground as the winch overhead slowly slid to the right, allowing them all to drop the mast onto the ground next to the Tourmaline.

      "Wow," Raelin breathed, her heart drumming in her chest.

      "Not bad," Raelin's guide rope partner said. "I was afraid that it would snap when we lifted it."

      "It could have?" Raelin asked, shocked.

      "The next one probably will," the other girl snorted. "It's cracked so bad that I'm surprised it hasn't snapped already."

      The girls and women around Raelin didn't seem too upset about that thought but it made Raelin feel sick. It was like imagining her father's arms breaking or his spine. Raelin patted the Tourmaline's side as she followed Mistress Chie's bellowed orders to get to work freeing the mast from its ropes. By the time that was done to Raelin's surprise it was getting dark.

      "Dana!" Mistress Chie bellowed.

      "Yipe!" Raelin squeaked in spite of her determination to be strong and brave and do whatever she needed to. "Yes Mistress!"

      She ran over to find Mistress Chie staring at her with a bemused expression. Raelin stood with her hands behind her back, chin high and legs spread just wide enough to look confident despite that fact that her knees were shaking with tiredness. Hopefully she looked strong enough. Mother always liked them to look strong and calm when in public, no matter how tired or confused or angry they might really be.

      Mistress Chie shook her head while smiling. "You're a Dana to the bone, aren't you?"

      "Uh, Mistress?" Raelin asked.

      "Four generations later and still as wild as a storm at midwinter," Mistress Chie said.

      This time she didn't seem to be talking to Raelin. Her eyes were distant and had the sort of happy-sad expression that Raelin had seen on Mother's face when she talked about Great-Grandmother Anwyn. Raelin didn't let herself cock her head curiously even though she wanted to. She could see the other shipwrights watching them so it wouldn't be right to do so.

      "Never mind," Mistress Chie said. "Come with me. Time you went back home."

      "I can get there myself," Raelin said even though she wasn't entirely certain that her legs were going to hold her up all the way there.

      "Got to talk to your mother anyway," Mistress Chie said. "She likes regular reports."

      "I know," Raelin sighed. "I'm probably going to have to keep a journal of everything I do while I'm here."

      Mistress Chie fixed Raelin with a stern look. Raelin squirmed a little, more than she wanted to but less than she would have if no one was watching. Outside of the dry dock the lamp lighters were running by, starting the gas lights so that everyone could see as they made their way home.

      "You'll record no secrets," Mistress Chie ordered.

      "Um, well, I'll do my best not to," Raelin said slowly, "but it's all new to me. I don't know what's common practice and what's secret knowledge not to share."

      Mistress Chie snorted a laugh as she put one hand on Raelin's back, guiding her steps because despite Raelin's best efforts she wasn't walking a straight line. "Point made. I'll tell you want you can't record."

      "Fair deal," Raelin said. "I'll ask Mother if she wants you to review my journal before I turn it in."

      "Agreed," Mistress Chie said.

      She offered a hand to Raelin to shake to seal the agreement just like Raelin was a grown woman and it was a real deal. Raelin thought back over what they'd agreed to make sure she hadn't said something that would get the family in trouble but there didn't seem to be anything that Mother would dislike. When Raelin shook Mistress Chie's hand as firmly as she could Mistress Chie blinked and then looked at her palm.

      "How'd you burn your palms that bad?" Mistress Chie huffed.

      "Huh?" Raelin asked. She shrugged. "I kind of got jerked off my feet when the mast toppled over."

      Mistress Chie sighed, shaking her head in dismay. "Don't hang onto a rope like that, girl. You're too small to do anything but hurt yourself."

      "But that would have meant my partner was hauling by herself," Raelin protested. "That's not safe."

      "Dart around back of her and grab the trailing end," Mistress Chie said in the sort of stern tone that always promised a solid spanking at home. "Dangling in the air just distracts everyone."

      Raelin blushed as they reached the north entrance to the Dana warehouse. It was just a small door that people used to get into the offices but it was the closest one to the shipyard so Mistress Chie used it. She hadn't thought of going around to grab the rope behind her partner. That did make more sense.

      "I have a lot to learn," Raelin sighed.

      "The day you stop learning is the day you die, girl," Mistress Chie said as she patted Raelin's shoulder. "There's always something new to learn, especially for a wild-child Dana like you. Go on. I'll find your Mother myself. Be back at the shipyard by dawn tomorrow."

      "Yes, Mistress," Raelin said.

      Mistress Chie strode off into the warren of passages that connected the offices to the warehouse. Raelin watched her go, wondering how old Mistress Chie actually was and what her connection was to Great-Grandmother Anwyn. It didn't really matter. She'd find out or not over time. Right now all she wanted was to go eat something and then fall into bed to sleep for hours. Hopefully her siblings wouldn't pester her with questions she was too tired to answer.
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      "Rae!"

      Raelin groaned as Anwyn hissed and shook her shoulder. She batted at Anwyn, trying to savor a last few precious moments of sleep before she had to get up. Anwyn growled and tore the blankets off Raelin's bunk, nearly rolling her onto the floor. When Raelin glared at her and opened her mouth to yell all that came out was a gasp of horror.

      "It's midmorning," Anwyn huffed at Raelin. "You were supposed to be up by dawn!"

      "Oh no!" Raelin squeaked as she scrambled out of bed. "I'm late!"

      "I woke you up four times," Anwyn complained, her crutches thumping against the floor until she sat on the bunk opposite Raelin's. "You said you were getting up every time."

      "Why didn't Father wake me?" Raelin wailed as she pulled off her sleep shirt and pants, scrambling into her sturdiest work clothes.

      Anwyn just snorted. It took a moment for Raelin to remember that today was market day. Father and most of their uncles and brothers were busy selling goods, buying things and recording all the transactions. He'd said the night before that they were all responsible for getting up on their own, with an especially stern look at Raelin.

      "I'm so late," Raelin complained as she dragged a comb though her hair three times and then decided that was good enough.

      "The back is all knotted," Anwyn commented. She grinned when Raelin glared at her. "It is. Looks horrible."

      "I'm late!" Raelin groaned as she struggled with the knots.

      "Yeah, and I tried to wake you up four times," Anwyn said. "You're lucky I didn't give up entirely."

      The thought of not waking up at all until Father came home made Raelin whine. She tore her comb through the last couple of knots, wincing as she pulled out chunks of hair. Anwyn winced with her but she just pointed at the great room. When Raelin ran out there was a now-cold breakfast bun and a piece of fruit. Anwyn growled when Raelin ran past them to get to her boots.

      "Eat them," Anwyn huffed.

      "I'm late!" Raelin said while waving one boot at Anwyn.

      "You'll only be a little more late if you eat," Anwyn said so sternly that she seemed like a miniature version of Mother, "and you won't be as distracted while working if you have food in your belly."

      Raelin stuck her tongue out at Anwyn but she still ate the breakfast bun as quickly as possible because she knew that Father would fuss if he came home and found that she hadn't eaten. She ate the fruit in two big bites that had her cheeks bulging as she chewed but at least that got her back to her boots and then out the door.

      She heard Anwyn call something but Raelin was too focused on taking the fastest route through the Clan house and then running down the stairs and through the hallways towards the north entrance. Several times she nearly ran into someone, male relatives that she didn't pause to apologize to, but there weren't any impacts so Raelin didn't fuss over that.

      "Late, late, late!" Raelin panted as she ran the six blocks to Mistress Chie's dry dock.

      "You're late!" Befind shouted when Raelin ran in.

      "I know!" Raelin yelled back at her.

      Three other shipwrights called the same thing to Raelin as she ran the length of the dry dock, homing in on Mistress Chie by aiming straight for the most activity and loudest yelling. The women around Mistress Chie went silent when Raelin skidded to a stop in front of her, panting and sweating and red in the face.

      "You're late," Mistress Chie said.

      "I know!" Raelin whined. She didn't stare at her feet like a boy about to be scolded but she did let her hands curl into fists from the sheer frustration of it all. "I'm sorry. I overslept. I got here as quickly as I could once I woke up."

      Mistress Chie snorted before turning back to the other women. "Get to work on those last timbers. I want them all down so that we can verify the keel by lunch. You," she said turning back to Raelin, "come with me."

      "Yes, Mistress," Raelin sighed, her dejected words disappearing under the loud, enthusiastic and amused 'yes, Mistress's from the other women.

      She followed Mistress Chie back up the dry dock, acutely aware of all the other women looking at her and smirking. A few of the younger apprentices had sympathetic expressions but no one said a word as Mistress Chie and Raelin walked by. What could they say, after all? Raelin was horribly late and that's all there was to that.

      Once they were in Mistress Chie's blueprint strewn office, Raelin stood in front of her desk while Mistress Chie settled into her seldom used chair with a tired sigh. She studied Raelin while rubbing her fingers through the hair on the left side of her head. Raelin waited. If it was Mother, Raelin knew that she'd get a solid scolding for embarrassing the family. If she was older, thirteen or so, Raelin knew it would have been more than that, maybe a beating. With Mistress Chie there was no knowing. Raelin hadn't seen her discipline anyone in the week and a half that she'd been working at the shipyard.

      "Do you want to be a shipwright when you grow up?" Mistress Chie asked finally, well after Raelin had started to sweat from sheer nerves.

      "Me?" Raelin asked, started. "No, Mistress. I want to be a ship's captain and a trader."

      "So why are you here?" Mistress Chie asked. She waved one hand at the dry dock on the other side of the wall.

      "Because Mother wanted me to learn about how ships are made," Raelin answered much more slowly. She wasn't sure what Mistress Chie wanted as an answer. "And, well, it's interesting. I like knowing how things are put together. It's fun."

      Mistress Chie nodded slowly, thoughtfully. "You've been on time every single day. Never shirked, never asked for help, done everything we've asked of you even when you were too small to do it properly."

      Raelin nodded, sure that her face was a study in confusion. Of course she'd done as she was told. How else was she supposed to learn how ship building was done? You learned from those who did the job, practiced under their supervision, asked questions where you didn't understand something. That's just how learning things worked.

      Apparently Mistress Chie didn't agree with that because she snorted and stretched her arms towards the ceiling before sighing and dropping them again. When she leaned forward to put her elbows on her knees Raelin blushed at how amused she looked.

      "I haven't had another apprentice who was this diligent, Raelin," Mistress Chie said. "Ever. Never seen anyone who worked this hard at something, either. Not since your great-grandmother swept me up and deposited me in this city. I wasn't that diligent when I was your age. I thought that you were looking to become my heir from the way you were acting."

      "Me?" Raelin squeaked and then winced because her voice came out so high. "No, Mistress! I just…"

      She looked towards the Tourmaline Seas, her heart hurting at its condition. In the fifteen days since she'd started helping, the Tourmaline had been stripped back to the keel and the ribs with practically nothing else left. It was a skeleton of a ship, just a sketch of what she had been before the storm broke her.

      Raelin still hoped that they'd be able to save the Tourmaline. A lot of the boards had been stacked off to the side and most of the trim had been saved and was being restored. It was just a process of making sure that her structure was strong before they rebuilt her. The thought of her keel being broken made Raelin's stomach churn her hastily eaten breakfast.

      It was like Uncle Jarmon's old religious stories of the Goddesses healing the ancient ship of the stars Muirin. In the old stories the ship Muirin had limped from the Morrigan's Berthing to here but she'd died in the end, just as they made it to the world Muirin. Just the thought of a ship dying that way made tears well up in her eyes. Tourmaline Seas had done exactly the same thing, limping into port with her crew and cargo even as she died.

      "The ship itself," Mistress Chie breathed, reaching out to catch Raelin's chin. "It's the ship itself that you're working so hard for."

      "I just… will she live?" Raelin asked in a quiet little voice that showed way too much of how much she hurt at the thought of the Tourmaline Seas dying. She dashed the inappropriate tears away with the back of one hand. "Can we fix her? That's what I really want to know. Will the Tourmaline sail again?"

      Mistress Chie stared into Raelin's eyes, amusement mixing with a sort of deep emotion that Raelin didn't recognize. There was sadness and pride and regret and a little bit of fear in Mistress Chie's expression though Raelin didn't know what there was to be afraid of. After a moment of mutual study that extended long enough for Raelin's cheeks to go blazingly red, Mistress Chie nodded once, firmly.

      "Let's find out."

      She let Raelin's chin go and stood, striding back out of the office as if the discussion had never happened. Raelin stared after her, shocked by the sudden switch, only to scramble after Mistress Chie when she barked "Dana!" over her shoulder. Befind passed Raelin the precious clipboard and its blueprint, giving her a stern look and a fond cuff against the back of her head for her tardiness.

      "Is the keel fully exposed?" Mistress Chie called to her crew.

      "Almost, Mistress!" one of the senior shipwrights called back, sounding and looking thoroughly harried. "Start at the bow. We'll have the rest done by the time you get to us."

      "You better," Mistress Chie snapped but she was grinning and the rest of the women on the dock grinned back at her. "Dana, you're on notes. Stick by my side."

      "Yes, Mistress!" Raelin said, her voice going squeaky again despite her efforts to keep it firm.

      For the next three hours Raelin clambered over the spine of the Tourmaline, taking notes on everything that Mistress Chie found as she examined the keel and the ribs. Every time she crouched to check something on the keel Raelin held her breath for fear that this would be the sign that the Tourmaline was truly dead.

      Six of the ribs on the port side had to be removed and replaced. By the time Mistress Chie and Raelin had made it to the aft and the mount for the rudder Befind had a team of women working to remove the cracked ribs. Mistress Chie nodded once they stepped out of the Tourmaline's skeleton, brushing off her pants and shirt absently.

      "So?" Raelin asked quietly enough that hopefully the other women wouldn't overhear her being a baby about the ship.

      "She'll live," Mistress Chie said smiling at the way Raelin gasped with delight. "There's a long road to recovery for her but she'll sail again. Might have them take all the ribs off and laminate on another layer of wood to strengthen the keel just in case but she'll make it."

      Raelin managed to throttle her urge to cheer but she still made a squeak of joy. Mistress Chie laughed, ruffling Raelin's hair before striding back towards the office. She gestured for Raelin to follow with the clipboard. Once inside the office Mistress Chie carefully unfolded the blueprint and laid it out on her desk.

      She started adding instructions to the careful notes that Raelin had taken. This was to be replaced. That was to be laminated. Several places needed extra cross-braces and one set of bulkheads in the hold were to be eliminated entirely to allow for larger loads but Mistress Chie added notes on strengthening the beams all around that area.

      "Do we know what happened to the Tourmaline to break her?" Raelin asked as she watched Mistress Chie's pencil. Her handwriting was much sloppier than Raelin's.

      Mistress Chie froze and then sighed as she set the pencil down, looked over her shoulder to make sure that the door was shut and then leaned back in her chair. Her expression was black and angrier than Raelin had ever seen. Raelin held her breath, abruptly worried that she'd poked her nose into something that she should have ignored.

      "Two possibilities," Mistress Chie said without meeting Raelin's eyes, "either they ran into a rogue wave that damn near sunk them in a matter of seconds or they tried to belly up alongside another ship and broke the hull in the process."

      "…pirates?" Raelin hissed in a shocked whisper that finally made Mistress Chie meet her eyes.

      "It's possible," Mistress Chie said. "I've seen the same sort of damage from your great-grandmother's battles. Not that severe, granted, but the same sort of thing. She used to break her ships on a regular basis. That's why I'm here. She needed someone to repair her ships after battle."

      Raelin realized that her hands ached from gripping the edge of Mistress Chie's desk so tightly. She let go, staring blankly at the blueprint for the Tourmaline Seas. Wouldn't Mother have said something if the Tourmaline had been attacked by pirates? She normally ranted for days whenever pirates were reported in areas that they shipped to and from.

      It took Mistress Chie putting her hand on Raelin's shoulder for her to realize that maybe Mistress Chie wasn't worried that the Tourmaline had been attacked by pirates. Maybe she was worried that the captain and crew had gone pirate while out at sea. The sheer thought of it made Raelin's stomach lurch.

      Aunt Kennis wouldn't have let that happen, not after all the effort the family had put into reforming the Dana Clan's image. Great-Grandmother Anwyn was the last pirate in their family. There was no way that it had been their ship attacking another ship.

      "Time to get back to work, Dana," Mistress Chie said.

      Raelin nodded, following her back outside onto the dry dock. Her thoughts weren't on the work they did, though. For the rest of the day Raelin tried not to think about the possibility that the Tourmaline might have attacked another ship while at sea.

      She wasn't very successful at avoiding those thoughts.
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"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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