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      I know that this series is set in the Eighties, but I have added a flare of present times to enhance the reading enjoyability of this storyline. Things will begin moving further along in years so that when I get to the next generation, they will be on our current timeline. Also, if you don’t like cussing, provocative scenarios, fighting, rowdy and raunchy bikers, this book is not for you. But if you do… happy reading.

      

      XOXO,

      Lib
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        I’m dedicating this book to everyone who believed in the DreamCatcher MC and asked for more. For all of you, this was written for you. Enjoy!
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      Plans can be thwarted, and people can be astoundingly manipulative and deceptive. It’s a lesson Tyson should never forget. One he’s learned numerous times by those he should’ve been able to trust. But then someone new crosses his path, and he lets them get past his manifested defenses. Amara's desperation to escape and end her life ripped his heart out. As a result, a fortified shield encased his heart, one that’s nearly impenetrable. Inner turmoil cripples him when he has doubts and suspects that maybe he had been wrong to build it as volatile and unwavering as he had. The free-spirited person he used to be no longer exists. In its place is a hardcore casing that strangles him and refuses to release its grip.

      A well thought out future, one that has been calibrated down to the smallest detail, can collapse and tumble around you. No one knows that better than Hemmingway. She went into the armed forces with the mindset to better herself and make herself a stronger, formidable woman so that she could try to tweak her fate and weave her fantasy into reality. Make him see her instead of through her. Hemmi’s heartfelt crush, that once seemed so imperative, is now a superficial ambition. Her goals and aspirations have been altered, because the motivation to find love was obliterated by two sinister men, and it no longer fuels her desires.

      Will their past win, or will they give into the temptation? The draw to each other is hard to deny, but they both have demons that hold them back. They have a rocky road before them. It’ll be jolting, but the longer they’re confined, and on the run, the harder the tug is to resist.
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        Tyson

      

      

      My ass is numb from the hours I’ve sat here idly watching and waiting for my target to make his way here. My snitch told me he’d be making a pit stop today at this exact location to cash a check from his old man.

      “Gotch you, motherfucker,” I growl as I watch the soldier, who’s been documented by the military as being AWOL—the acronym our government uses for being absent without leave—slither out of the supermarket, through the lens of my binoculars. I’ve been searching for this piece of shit for going on six months now, and finally, I have him within my sights.

      Miller James Aarons.

      He’s who Hemmingway reported to her superiors as being her lead tormentor and rapist.

      For that accusation alone, the fucker deserves to die a painful, drawn-out death.

      A death that will be dished out by me.

      But first, I need to follow him and find out where he has Master’s sister stashed. I’m not sure who he has in his pockets. But someone has been able to keep them under wraps, and whoever it is has a far reach and must be high up on the government's tree branch.

      Paperwork has been shredded and destroyed. What was left untouched has blackened-out lines. Only someone with some legislative pull would be able to get that done without being caught.

      I have a feeling in my gut that Miller hasn’t been acting alone and may actually be the scapegoat, covering for someone he either fears or someone who’s holding something over his head.

      Either way, I will figure it out and I will be bringing Hemmingway home to Master.

      Thoughts of another woman, one I undeniably believed myself to be half in love with, float through my mind.

      Amara.

      She would’ve been the perfect woman for me in every way a woman can be for a man.

      After her ordeal, she couldn’t have kids. After an untreated blood disease from childhood, neither could I.

      I thought we were the perfect, ideal match.

      Every time I looked into the future, I saw us adopting a few kids, filling the house with others who’d lost everything before they ever had a chance to enjoy life. We’d join forces, overcome our tragedies, and be strong… together. But she didn’t wait for me. She took her own life.

      I didn’t get a chance to bring her home. But, nevertheless, she knew my intent. I made endless promises through a locked door that she refused to let me through. At the end of the day, I failed her, but I will not fail Hemmingway. I will not sit idly by and watch the light drain from another woman’s eyes while she gets lost in her head and loses hope, giving up on life. Not now. Not ever again.

      As the slimy fucker leaves the gas station, a place that I’m certain doesn’t check IDs when they cash checks for lowlife fucks, I watch as he steps over a crackhead who’s shooting up a vial full of dope into the cleft of his arm. When I read the junkie’s lips, I smirk when he asks Miller for money. I quickly pack up my go-bag and crouch down low, prepared to follow behind his every step. Instead of driving, he’s traveling on foot, making it easier for me to keep up with him.

      I blend into this town like a tourist. I even do a little incognito window shopping to look the part as we make our way out of the crowd and start walking down a chipped concrete path leading into an obsolete, forgotten neighborhood.

      Trash litters the streets. Yards are full of ramshackle furniture, and stray animals scrounge through trash bins looking for their next meal. A black-and-white tuxedo cat begins winding his lithe body around my feet, attempting to trip me, to either steal the snacks from my knapsack, or force me to pet him.

      All the same, he’s deterring me from keeping up with my nemesis, which isn’t acceptable. Swinging the bag around my shoulders, I unzip the front pouch and toss some beef jerky at him. He quickly forgets about me and scurries after it, hissing at the calico cat who comes up to join him for his meal.

      “Don’t blame you, little fucker,” I state, naming the feline. “I’m not much into sharing my food, either. Sorry, shithead,” I add, addressing the second cat. “It’s a dog-eat-dog-world out there. First come, first serve and all that shit. Better luck to you next time.” The cat hisses at me and I hiss right the fuck back at him. “Beat his ass for me, little fucker.” The tuxedo cat winks at me as he continues chowing down on the hard, beef-flavored sticks, still unwilling to share.

      Finding my target has stopped in his tracks, I slide into the shadows of the dilapidated house where the cats are now having a knockdown, drag-out round of fisticuffs, so he doesn’t see me. Miller fearfully scans behind him before he slips down the back alley between the two rows of houses. I’m not sure if his instincts are screaming at him that he’s being trailed, or if he’s just a paranoid motherfucker, but it doesn’t matter. I need to be more mindful and observant.

      Sticking to the darker parts of the alleyway, I follow him until he makes it to a two-story house that has seen better and brighter days. The lacquered siding is splintering, chunks missing here and there, while most of the windows are boarded up in order to keep the elements of the weather at bay through the shattered or missing panes. The screen door hangs on its hinges and groans as Miller pulls it out so he can enter through the battered back door. Again, he analyzes his surroundings before hastily shutting it. I can hear the lock mechanism engaging and hold back my mirthful laugh.

      “Who the fuck does he think that’s gonna keep out?” I ask myself. “A soft breeze could knock that piece of shit down.”

      As I stealthily tiptoe my way to the ass end of the house, a baby crying from the second floor has me looking up. Damn, what kind of dumb fuck keeps a kid in a place like this?

      “A piece of shit, that’s who,” I say, answering my own question.

      “Shut that kid up!” I hear a loud shout vibrate from down below. Squatting, I notice there’s a basement to this place.

      It’s not normal for a Texas dwelling since our soil doesn’t support that foundation. It’s not stable enough, which means it’s been purposefully dug and will be a thicker substructure than if it was built up north.

      “That blows,” I mutter. It’s a hindrance, but not impossible to infiltrate. I’ll just need to do it from the inside instead of from the outside.

      No biggie. It’ll take more than a little mortar and cement to keep me out.

      
        
        Hemmingway

      

      

      This time, the blade cut a little too deep, and I know that I have an infection. The skin around the injury is angry, red, and swollen. I’ve been the unfortunate captive of these men going on nine months now.

      In that time, they’ve done everything they could to torture me, force me to retract my story, and scare me to comply obedience. But there’s something else lying behind their beady eyes… another option that they’ve decided I’m no longer going to be offered. It’s just a feeling that’s caught in a loop inside of my brain, but their actions and words have made me feel the truth of that feeling over a time.

      Newsflash, I will not now, or ever bow down to a man… any man, no matter his status or who he is.

      Especially one that wants to silence me.

      Right is right, and wrong is wrong, and what they’ve done to me is wrong.

      I’m chained in this dingy basement—the chains outstretch far enough for me to reach each corner of the concrete-blocked room. My toilet is a bucket that’s shoved off in the right corner, the furthest from the steps that lead up into the main part of the house. My bed is four layered blankets piled on top of each other. My pillow is a rolled-up sweatshirt, and my shower is a water hose that gets turned on for twenty minutes every day—regardless of the outside temperature.

      I hear two babies crying through the filtration system.

      My babies.

      My twins.

      Honor and Haven.

      They are the only reasons I fight to live, to escape, to plan the demise of one Miller Aarons and his father, my baby's father, Admiral Franklin Aarons… my monster, my rapist, my torturer.

      Revenge will be mine.

      My vow does not go unheard by me. Their punishment will not go unanswered, I refuse. I’ll personally sever their heads and dig their graves. I made the mistake of thinking that if I went about things through the right channels, my tormentors would have to answer to the higher ups in the military, only I misjudged how high Franklin’s reach was.

      I should’ve guessed that his elevated station meant that he was the first in the chain of command to see all written and documented accusations. Especially if they were flung in his and his son’s way.

      The rotten bastards.

      If anything, once the nurse reported my pregnancy from the rape I’d mentioned, I became their prey. I had no peace from that day forward.

      The day I was taken, I was sitting on the toilet when the lights went out. Everything within eyesight became pitch dark, and the once noisy and hustling latrine went eerily silent. Warning bells sounded in my head and my hunch told me I was in trouble, the type of turmoil I wasn’t going to be capable of digging my way out of.

      When a dirty, smelly bag went over my head and tightened around my neck like a noose, I panicked—dread and cold chills ran rampant through my body. I ended up passing out from the lack of oxygen from the anxiety that wrapped itself around me like a heavy-weighted blanket.

      When I later awoke, it was to find myself chained down here like a dog, where I’ve been kept prisoner and abused ever since.

      Nausea rolls through my belly as the pain envelops me, pulling me into the darkness. Normally, I’d enjoy the escape from this excruciating reality, but hearing my babies squalling from upstairs has me begging for someone to find me and rescue us. If we stay here much longer, the only way I’ll be leaving this dump is inside of a pine box.

      “Help,” I whisper to the universe as I give up and allow the black void to steal me, allowing me to sink into its numbing embrace.
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        Tyson

      

      

      Walking away from the place I know in my soul Hemmingway is being held prisoner guts me, but seeing as it’s still daylight hours, I can’t go in undetected. This operation needs to be put into play in the dead of the night. The people of this neighborhood need to be passed out from whatever their alcohol or drug of choice is.

      I don’t need any busybodies sticking their noses into my business, and the less chance of that happening, the better. I shake my head in disgust as I walk back the way I came. On every corner, someone’s shooting or lighting up.

      No cops come to this area and patrol. It's known for its illegal dealings. Drug and gang occupants are the majority of who you’ll find housed in this community. Now that I know where to look and where to go, I can bide my time and sneak in when there’s less chance of being seen or anyone hindering our escape.

      I’ve been corresponding with Pops more than the club. Each time I’ve tried touching base with one of my brothers, I get put on hold for a long time, which indicates they're dealing with something and I should be there. Instead, I’m tracking down Master’s sister and rescuing her.

      I plan to hold back my judgment until I hear Hemmi’s side of the story and understand how she’s found herself in this predicament. It chaps my ass that I’m on a rescue mission when my family needs me.

      I got fucking sick of hearing Cole whine, browbeat, and blame himself for my girl, Amara, leaping from the top of the building and taking her own life, regardless of who she hurt in doing so. I sent him back home, citing that I could do the job better if I were doing it on my own, which isn’t far off from the truth. It’s always nice having someone watch your back, but not one so riddled with grief that he can’t manage to separate the two from each other.

      Unlocking the door to my motel suite, I push the door inward and walk directly over to the phone on the bedside table. When I pick up the receiver, I dial the number nine to get an outside line. Once I hear the dial tone, I follow it up with inputting the area code and phone number I’m wanting to call.

      Luca answers with his monotone, one-word welcome, “Alvarez.”

      I grunt before saying, “It’s Tyson. Need to talk to Pops if he’s available.”

      “Got the girl?” Luca asks.

      “Tracked down that dipshit, so I know where she is, but I don’t have my hands on her yet.”

      “Julius isn’t gonna be happy. You should’ve already had her out of that hellhole days ago, son,” Luca admonishes me.

      “Ain’t your son, Luca. I’m doing the best I can with what I have to work with. I refuse to jump the gun and get her out of there on y’all’s timeline if she’s gonna end up getting hurt in the process.”

      “Do we need to send our guys in, Tyson? I have men on standby, waiting for word from me to hit the streets.” Luca continues pressing the issue and pissing me off further, the more he talks out his ass.

      “I’ve. Got. This,” I grit through my clenched jaw. “Is Pops there or not?”

      I’ve had enough of Luca’s gibberish. As far as I’m concerned, he’s inconsequential.

      He’s all steel, thunder, and full of shit, but I ain’t got time for his caveman tendencies, browbeating, and posturing. He’s not going to swoop in at the last minute after all the time I’ve dedicated to this and save the day.

      Fuck. That.

      He’ll get to do that over my six-foot, dead, and buried body.

      As far as I’m concerned, he can go wrap his overachieving, silver-spooned fist around his dick and go fuck himself because he won’t be screwing me over. I have too much time invested in this. I won’t sit back and let someone come in and take the credit for my hard work.

      “He’s here. I’ll go get him for you.” The man is too cheery when he says this, like our back-and-forth standoff didn’t just take place.

      “You do that,” I issue, but hear nothing but silence greet me on the other end. “Jackass put me on hold, having to have the last word, just like a fucking asshole who thinks he’s royalty and us commoners need to bow down to him.”

      “Who’d that be?” Pops’ voice comes over the line, overhearing my tantrum.

      “Just some asshole, Pops.”

      “Of that, I have no doubt,” he remarks with a chuckle protruded in every syllable. “Luca, leave me.” His unquestionable order to his younger brother has a smile broadening on my face. I’m not a petty person, but I feel like pumping my fist through the air, as if I’ve won this round of wills.

      Childish? Maybe, but Luca seems to bring that ugly side out of me. It’s a conundrum because he’s not my favorite person in the world, but he’s also not one of the ones I dislike the most. He’s like that annoying older brother, in that what he says goes, and he expects the younger sibling to follow along and do his bidding.

      I have a feature story for him. I don’t operate that way and I never will. The only people whose dictates I willingly follow are my president and vice president… as well as Pops, because he’s Pops.

      I can have mad respect for you, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to be a pansy or your patsy.

      “Have you located our girl?” Pops asks, interrupting my inner victory dance.

      “Found her, don’t have her… yet,” I add, answering his question.

      “Problems? Anything my association can do to help, Tyson?” A smile forms on my face when he says my name.

      Tyson is the road name he provided me with. The name I was birthed with no longer exists outside of my birth certificate and state driver’s license—anything that’s official and that the government insists I carry on my person or have in a file. Tyson is because of the way I hit. I always manage a complete knock out of my opponent before I acquiesce.

      A lesson I learned as a kid, from the roughneck neighborhood I was raised in, and kept in mind through adulthood. If you leave your adversary where they can pop up and retaliate, you’ve failed and could possibly land yourself in a shit load of trouble. Never turn your back, not until you know the other is out for the count and not bouncing back.

      “I’ve got it covered.” I answer Pops’ question, pulling myself out of any and all thoughts of the area and people I grew up around and near. They aren’t worth it. Not anymore.

      “There’s a lot happening back home, but I won’t bother you with that yet. Your mission requires your mind to stay on task.”

      “Pops, gotta know. Is everyone alright?”

      “Yeah, Tyson. Everyone is whole and things will be good. I’ll make sure of it. For now, you worry about you and Hemmingway. Master needs you to get her out. He’s having trouble staying rational, holding onto his temper, and not hitting the road to come and get his sister himself. Especially with his old lady expecting and due any minute now. I’ve never seen a man so torn.”

      “He’ll do what’s right by Aspen, Pops,” I impart, knowing that as much as he’d like to be on this reconnaissance and rescue mission himself, he’s where he needs to be—with his family.

      “When are you going in?” Pops asks, changing the topic back and keeping things on track.

      “That’s in the plans for tonight,” I answer, wanting to get on with it already and set her free. Hopefully she has enough information that we can take these men down and let the military deal with them, rather than me having to get more blood on my hands.

      “Call me tomorrow with an update.” This is a demand, not a suggestion. Pops may be old, but he’s not anyone I’d cross and strife with. He knows how to hit you where it hurts, if not with his hands, with other things—too many to sit here and list or think about.

      “Will do. Later, Pops.” Without any comebacks, he disconnects the line. “That was rude.” I chuckle, not surprised at the least that he didn’t say goodbye or wish me luck.

      Needing to be in top-notch condition for tonight, I decide to grab a bite to eat and rest my eyes for a few hours. As soon as I have her removed from that rathole, I plan on getting the hell out of this town. Not too far away, close enough to where we can still keep an eye on these guys and take them down, but putting enough distance between us and them to where we’re not easily found.
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        * * *

      

      Being part of the DreamCatchers has taught me a lot of things. Each man had something he’s taught me as far as how to be a good tracker, the patience one needs while gathering all the intel before infiltrating that person’s homestead, and how to be stealthy when entering that abode.

      Last time I sat out behind this house, I heard one baby cry. This time, I could swear I heard two different babies crying. What are these assholes doing with a set of babies? Are they snatching and trafficking them? That thought gets me up in arms, ready to fucking slit their throats. Fuck being tactful. Now, instead of rescuing one person, I’ll be rescuing three.

      There’s no way I could sleep at night if I were to leave such innocent kids behind for whatever malicious intentions they have where their lives are concerned.

      No fucking way.

      I’m not that kinda man.

      Kids don’t ask to be born, and they most certainly don’t ask to be whisked away and sold to the highest bidder for a profit. I’m not sure how I’m going to pull this off. My planning only had one extra person in mind, not three.

      Running my fingers through my hair, I begin to mentally revise and amend my approach. Hemmingway, no doubt, is going to be weak and need my help to get out, but those babies, if I grab them last, may give the men inside a chance to snatch them and get away. I can’t let that happen either.

      “Shit,” I hiss, trying to decipher who I should go after first.

      Rifling through my backpack, I go through the tools of the trade I brought with me. My 9 mm sits on top in case I needed it if things get sticky, but I dismiss that. It’ll garner too much unwanted attention, only giving me a short amount of time to make our escape. Something so loud and deafening as the kick from the bullet leaving its chamber would alert the neighborhood. I can’t take the chance of them waking up, coming to investigate, and charging in.

      In a neighborhood such as this, they’d all come brandishing their own weapons, and I’d end up in the midst of a shootout with three rescuees at my hip. Here’s the thing about communities like this. They all stand up for one another and don’t allow outsiders to come in and wound one of their own.

      Criminals stick together. They watch out for each other, not wanting the law to come in and figure out their misdeeds and cart them away in cuffs. I’ve witnessed how they stand strong while fighting at one another’s side. I don’t have the backing with me to wage an all-out war with a suburb full of gangbangers and drug dealers.

      Shaking my head, I continue digging. “Yes,” I say in triumph. I forgot about this device I’d purchased from some punk on the streets when I started sneaking around and hunting. How some wannabe arms dealer got his hands on an arsenal of tranq guns and ammunition for it is baffling, but in this instance, I’m glad I got it and the projectiles from him.

      “Shut those fucking brats up before I come up and do it for you!” The voice that shouts is from someone who has years of commanding under his belt. His timbre crackles but is full of unquestionable authority. If I were a lesser man, I’d quiver in my boots. This lets me know that the Admiral is in attendance. He, unlike his son, is not considered as being AWOL from his base. He’s been making physical appearances at his post, to keep up the charade of being a loyal and dedicated leader, keeping up with his delegated duties, and has actually been ordered to lead the troop that’s been assigned to find and bring in his boy so he can face charges.

      Gritting my teeth, going against all of my instincts, I stick to the plan. I do not attack and extract Hemmingway and the young ones until the house shuts down for the night and those two assholes are tucked into their beds.

      “I’ve got it, Admiral!” Miller hollers back at his ole man. This tattered house, one I worry will fall down around me when I enter, allows me to hear everything with a crystal sharp clarity.

      “See that you do!” Admiral shouts in response. Their voices echoing through the vicinity grates on my last nerves. They only stretch so far before they snap. I couldn’t be around those two. I’d have to strangle them just to shut them the hell up.

      Keeping to the shadows, the snapping of twigs has me stiffening. I only relax when I see that I’m being tracked by Little Fucker, the black-and-white pelted tuxedo cat, and his frenemy, Shithead, the calico cat. The two begin meowing and purring as they rub against my squatted frame. Not wanting them to catch the attention of anybody that should pass by, I try to shoo them away. They both stop, slant their heads to the sides, and I shit you not, they both narrow their eyes at me.

      “Don’t fucking scold me with those fucking slitted cat eyes. Get the fuck away. I got a job to do and don’t need any tagalongs.”

      “Meow,” Little Fucker responds.

      “Yeah, meow to you too,” I grunt. “Argumentative shithead, aren’t ya?”

      “Meow.”

      “Fuck you too, Shithead. Y’all go on now. Get gone.” They both look at me for a short second before they plop their asses on the ground and refuse to move. Shithead starts grooming himself and Little Fucker lies on his back with all four paws stuck up in the air.

      “What game is the universe playing on me?” I grumble, leering at the two mini terrorists who are determined to stick their furry asses to my side. “You guys are needy. At least stay out from underneath my feet and don’t trip me when it’s go-time.” My instructions are met on deaf ears as the two stop grooming and posturing themselves. They start winding themselves around me and rubbing their scents all over my clothing. “Don’t listen for shit, just like every other asshole in this world.” My harrumph is met with another round of purring.

      All I can do is hope there’s not a dog tucked away in the house that I haven’t heard or seen. It’d have a field day trying to get to me and attack based on the odor I now carry on my person. Stupid little fuzzy assholes.

      Two hours, fifteen minutes, and forty-nine seconds is how long it takes before the house shuts down for the night. I give myself an extra hour before I begin breaking in.

      “Go-time,” I mumble to my two observers. As if they understand how important this task is, they prowl into the shadows and disappear from sight.

      That was kinda cool. They only stuck around to keep me company, so I wouldn’t be alone. Maybe they’re not so bad after all.

      Shaking my head, I grab my assembled items and focus on the only task I have right now—rescuing Hemmingway.

    

  

OEBPS/images/liberty-logo-black-writing.jpg





OEBPS/images/depositphotos_70295011_l.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"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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