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        A

        A body

        A mountain.

        A town full of questions.

        A week that changes everything.

        A Pleiadian ship with souls in transition.

      

        

      
        A young adult mystery–thriller where the supernatural brushes against the everyday, and one extraordinary week changes a village forever.

      

      

      
        
        ‘They believe they can trap souls in transition-between death and rebirth-and extract their energy to extend their own lives.’

      

      

      When a body is discovered near Thunder Mountain, the disturbing mystery soon spirals into something far stranger.

      As the investigation falters, a small group of young psychics steps forward, forcing the investigation to tighten.

      Their psychic abilities enhance the search, draw out buried truths, and link the events on the mountain to something far beyond the ordinary.

      As the week unfolds, lives intersect in ways no one could have predicted.

      And in the aftermath—weeks, months, even seasons later—those caught in the storm must decide what to believe, what to fear, and who they are becoming.

      

      Thunder Mountain is for thoughtful young adults, nostalgic adults, philosophical minds, adventure seekers, and anyone who’s ever wondered what makes a life worth living.
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            CHRONICLES OF ARTHUR TEMPLAR

          

          PLEIADIAN LEGACY
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      The Timethreader Chronicles is set up as a five volume psychic adventure, a tantalising blend of fantasy, YA, sci-fi, and a touch of the supernatural.

      The Timethreader Chronicles is a fresh canvas that stands out from most typical speculative fiction conventions as Arthur Templar and his Pleiadian cousins begin their adventures as eleven-year-olds in primary school then advance through five years of study at EASE (The Elderberry Academy of Special Education).

      They all emerge from their training with a powerful mix of innate Pleiadian gifts and psychic skills mastered through intensive training. The story arc of the series takes place in Elderberry Valley near Perth in Western Australia, the Earth, and in our Galaxy.
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            WHERE IT ALL BEGAN

          

        

      

    

    
      To understand volume 4, it is helpful to know how we got here. The question on most readers’ minds is, how did these cousins gain their temperament and extraordinary skills?

      Arthur Templar’s personal journey to save Elderberry Valley from an elite gang of Nibiruan criminals and bring his parents home begins in Volume One.

      Volume One, ‘The Curse of Nibiru’, is intertwined with family secrets and mysterious Pleiadian powers.

      In Volume Two, ‘The Secret Codex’, Arthur and his friends combine their developing powers to uncover secret hidden destiny parchments. These deep mysteries position him as both a victim and a chosen one, adding depth to his character.

      In Volume Three, ‘The Serpo Gambit’, infuses the story with a captivating duality in motivations.

      Now in ‘The Secret of Thunder Mountain’, the fourth volume of the Chronicles - Arthur and his cousins are confronted by a mysterious group of intergalactic criminals who harvest the souls of dead star people.

      In Volume five, ‘Soul Ships of the Stars’, the final prophecy comes into play with deadly, energised intergalactic soul-harvesting as angry new Nibiruan blood drives a mass attack on soul ships across the galaxy.

      Powerful elements of an unfolding Pleiadian family legacy, paired with advanced psychic skills and technology, such as remote viewing, time threading and dimension jumping, create an intriguing intersection of what looks like old magic and advanced science.
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        Arthur Templar and the Curse of the Nibiru

      

      

      
        
        Twelve-year-old Arthur Templar knows he is different. But he does not know he is a Timethreader. He is not alone, even though he often thinks he is. Arthur’s two best friends also have unique psychic powers. Are their undeveloped psychic and mind-reading powers enough to stop a dangerous Nibiruan mining operation from destroying Elderberry Valley and the star people living there? While they play at being amateur detectives they are surprised, deceived and misdirected by cunning Nibiruan criminals. Can Arthur and his friends devise a plan to defeat these other-world criminals and save their precious valley? How?
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        Arthur Templar and the Secret Codex

      

      

      
        
        Elderberry Academy for Special Education has the only Eternal Library in the world. It disappeared.

        Arthur Templar and his friends attempt to unravel the dark secrets of the missing library.

        A shape-shifting evil lurks in the shadows and corridors of the Academy, and it is out to destroy them.

        The stakes are high as Arthur and his friends risk everything to find the Eternal Library of the Psychic Academy.
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        Arthur Templar and the Serpo Gambit

      

      

      
        
        Arthur Templar has been thrust into a world of danger on the war-torn planet Serpo, but his enemies have scores to settle and want to kill him. His parents could die if Arthur tries to rescue them. But, if he does not rescue them, they will certainly die at the hands of Serpo’s evil Nibiruan dictator. The fate of his parents and an entire planet rests on his shoulders. In the end, he must face the Nibiruan dictator alone. But he’s not alone! A dead librarian and a gang of Rebels turn out to be unlikely allies.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            THREE

          

          
            THE MYSTERIOUS BODY

          

          SATURDAY PRE-DAWN/EARLY MORNING

        

      

    

    
      ‘Justice?’ The entity’s laugh was bitter. ‘They said he was dead three months ago. Filed the papers. Made it official. Now they killed him. How do you find justice for a man who’s already dead?’

      Arthur and Ashkenazy both caught the distant voice as they walked toward the Dingle Bottom rickety bridge. But it did not come from the bridge.

      The entity watched from Thunder Mountain as Arthur and Ashkenazy approached the rickety bridge over the slow flowing stream.

      The entity willed them to look under the bridge.

      

      Arthur Templar was seventeen now, much taller than he’d been at twelve, though still as lean as a whippet. His final year at Elderberry Academy for Special Education was supposed to be about preparing for medical school: anatomy revision, organic chemistry, endless essays on the philosophy of healing—not early morning walks in the freezing cold because Ashkenazy had a premonition.

      ‘You felt something, didn’t you?’ Arthur asked, watching his breath mist into the icy pre-dawn air.

      Ashkenazy, the Yorkshire terrier who was anything but ordinary, paused at the edge of the wooden bridge. His small body had gone rigid, the way it did when he sensed something profoundly wrong. ‘Yes,’ Ashkenazy said in his precise, cultured voice. ‘Someone wants us here. He looked directly at Arthur as if he was going to ask a question, ‘Wants you here.’

      Arthur glanced up at Thunder Mountain. It shimmered in the pale morning light, its pyramid shape unmistakable to those who knew what to look for. Most humans saw only a very large, peculiarly shaped hill. Arthur saw it for what it truly was—a repository of souls, a pyramidal spaceship disguised as an extinct volcano, humming with the energy of the Elderberry Core far below.

      The mountain looked different this morning. Wrong, somehow.

      ‘There,’ Ashkenazy said quietly, his nose pointing toward the shallows beneath the bridge.

      ‘You knew,’ Arthur said.

      Arthur saw it then—a shape in the water, face down, arms spread wide as if the man had tried to embrace the stream as he died. The current moved around the body gently, almost tenderly, but the man didn’t move. Couldn’t move.

      Arthur felt his stomach clench. He’d seen death before, on Serpo, during their battle with Zardaq. But this was different. This was Elderberry Valley, his home, where death wasn’t supposed to visit uninvited.

      He scrambled down the bank, his trainers slipping on the damp grass. The smell hit him as he got closer—not the sharp stench of decay, but something else. Something that made the hairs on his arms stand up.

      ‘Don’t touch him,’ Ashkenazy warned, following more carefully. ‘Bob will want the scene undisturbed.’

      But Arthur had already seen what mattered. The man wore good clothes, expensive by Elderberry standards—a wool jacket, now sodden, and beneath the water’s surface, Arthur could make out dark trousers and leather shoes. Not hiking gear. Not the clothes of someone who’d accidentally drowned.

      And on the man’s left hand, just visible above the waterline, was a ring—a signet ring, silver, with a symbol Arthur recognised instantly.
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      ‘A Trefoil,’ he breathed. ‘Like on Aunt Dotty’s first aid kit.’

      Ashkenazy came closer, peering at the ring. ‘Pleiadian healing symbol. But look—there’s another ring. See it?’

      Arthur crouched lower, the cold water seeping into his shoes. Yes, there it was—a second ring pulled from the killer’s hand and clenched tightly in the left hand. An inverse trefoil, glowing, twisted somehow, wrong in a way that made Arthur’s head throb. The person had put up a fierce fight—a fight for his life.
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      The moment his eyes focused on it, pain lanced through his skull. Not a natural headache—this was psychic, intentional. Someone had placed a trace on that ring.

      He jerked back, clutching his temple.

      ‘Arthur?’ Ashkenazy’s concern was immediate.

      ‘I’m alright. Just... someone’s marked it. Psychically.’

      ‘It’s blackened silver alloyed with iron meteoric traces,’ Ashkenazy said. ‘Glowing with the colour of blood.’

      ‘Then we definitely don’t touch it.’

      Ashkenazy tilted his head, listening to something Arthur couldn’t hear. ‘The entity. It’s still here.’

      Arthur looked up at Thunder Mountain again and saw a shimmering silhouette against the pale sky, lit by the first rays of sun creeping over the valley. The entity moved like smoke, like grief made visible. It had the rough shape of a man, but translucent, fading even as Arthur watched.

      He reached out psychically, the way Aunt Dotty had taught him. Deep psychic sensing. ‘Like scanning,’ she’d said. ‘You see and feel everything. Don’t censor.’

      The connection between him and the entity formed instantly, and the entity’s anguish flooded though him. Then the entity was next to him. Its sense of loss and failure engulfed Arthur. He felt the entity’s overwhelming sense of having let someone down at the moment it mattered most.

      Arthur sensed the entity admonishing itself. ‘Some Guardian.’

      Guardian, Arthur thought, understanding now. ‘You’re his Guardian?’

      The entity turned toward him, and Arthur felt its surprise. Most beings couldn’t see entities—they were too subtle, too interwoven with the person they protected. But Arthur was a psychic timethreader, and Ashkenazy was a Cosmological Philosopher. Between them, they could see much more than others.

      ‘You see me!’ the entity said.

      Arthur sensed it didn’t just mean ‘looking seeing’—it meant ‘acknowledge.’

      The entity’s voice was a whisper in Arthur’s mind, thin as vapour. ‘He’s dead. I failed. I failed him.’

      ‘We’ll find out what happened,’ Arthur promised. ‘We’ll try to find justice. If you need me, come to the rooftop vantage at Aunt Dotty’s farmhouse. Let me know you’re there.’

      The entity seemed to understand the offer Arthur made. It pointed to the body, then Arthur saw the scratching in the mud near the right hand—TM = SHIP. Thunder Mountain equals ship—had to be.

      Arthur had suspected that long ago. But it was important for whoever this was to make it his last message. That was what mattered. The entity needed to point to it too.

      Before Arthur could respond, the entity began to fade, drifting up toward Thunder Mountain like soft grey smoke from a fire.

      ‘Beware, young sir.’

      ‘Wait!’ Arthur called out, but it was gone.

      The scene fell silent except for the gentle burble of the stream and the distant call of a nocturnal boobook owl greeting the rising sun.

      Arthur stood in the cold water, staring at the body and the message, his mind already racing through what he’d learned and what it might mean.

      Arthur touched his medallion, remembering the exercises his mother had taught him—seeing backward, seeing forward, and the most difficult of all, bending time into loops. The smaller the loop, the higher the cost. ‘Only in emergencies, Arthur,’ she’d warned. ‘We all have gifts, but some come with a price, even an innate one that comes naturally to some of us. You can go backwards and forwards all day at no cost, but looping is time folding. Only use it if you have to.’

      He held back in spite of being tempted. He would leave it to modern forensics, sensing this was more than a cut-and-dried murder.

      Ashkenazy broke the silence. ‘Your Uncle Bob?’

      ‘Yes.’ Arthur closed his eyes and reached out with his thoughts. His uncle’s mind was familiar, comfortable, like worn leather.

      Uncle Bob? We’re at Dingle Bottom, by the old bridge. We’ve found a body. This is one for you.

      The response came immediately, crisp and professional. Are you and Ashkenazy the only ones there?

      Yes.

      Stay put. Touch nothing. Observe everything. Look around for tracks, anything that seems out of place. Stay observant. Preserve the scene.

      Arthur opened his eyes and began to scan properly. The banks of the stream were disturbed on the far side, about a metre up from the water’s edge. Someone had stood there, watching. Someone with small feet. The grass was flattened into a rough circle, and there was a clear footprint—maybe two. Someone else. Someone who had large feet.

      ‘Ashkenazy, can you smell anything?’

      The terrier’s nose worked furiously, snuffling along the bank. ‘Expensive perfume, like a cologne. Not from the valley. And something else... incense? No, not incense. Ritual oils. Ancient recipe. Benzyl acetate, linalool, p-cresyl methyl ether, and methyl benzoate.’

      Before Arthur could ask what that meant, the air beside him shimmered and Uncle Bob stepped through, dimension-jumping from wherever he’d been to this exact spot beside the bridge.

      He looked as he always did—solid, dependable, his detective’s eyes already taking in every detail of the scene.

      ‘Right,’ Uncle Bob said. ‘Tell me everything.’

      Arthur did, leaving nothing out—the entity, the ring, the psychic trace that had given him a headache, the spot where someone had stood watching.

      Uncle Bob listened without interrupting, his face giving nothing away. When Arthur finished, his uncle was quiet for a long moment, staring at the body.

      ‘The entity said he’d been declared dead three months ago?’ Uncle Bob finally asked.

      ‘Yes. That’s what it said.’

      ‘Then we’ve got a problem.’ Uncle Bob pulled out his mobile, but instead of calling, he held it. A moment later, it chimed. ‘Coroner’s on her way. Should be here in thirty minutes.’ He glanced at Arthur. ‘You’re going to be late for school.’

      ‘It’s Saturday.’

      ‘Right. Then you’re going to miss breakfast.’

      Uncle Bob’s attempt to get Arthur away from the scene before the Coroner arrived was too obvious and didn’t quite work. His face was too serious, his jaw too tight.

      ‘This isn’t going to be simple, Arthur. You should not get involved.’

      ‘I didn’t think it would be. Simple.’

      ‘I mean it. A body with a Pleiadian healing ring, already officially dead, left where you’d find it?’ Uncle Bob shook his head. ‘Someone wanted you here. Wanted you to see this. Remember the branch that broke when you were building the tree house and you fell into the pile of chook poo? They wanted you dead then. Pay attention to the warnings.’

      A chill that had nothing to do with the morning air ran down Arthur’s spine. ‘Why?’

      ‘That’s what we need to find out. But Arthur,’ Uncle Bob turned to face him fully, ‘you’re in your final year at the Academy and you’ve done a full pre-med semester. University applications and medical school interviews are coming up. Everything that matters in your life starts in a few weeks. Don’t throw it all away. If you get mixed up in something controversial now...’

      ‘You think I should walk away.’

      ‘I’m your uncle. I care. So does Aunt Dotty. We think you need to be careful. Very careful. There’s not a Nibiruan on the planet woudn’t kill you, just for fun.’ Uncle Bob stood, helping Arthur up the bank. ‘I’ll handle the investigation. You focus on your future.’

      But even as his uncle said it, Arthur knew it was too late for that. The entity had looked to him for help, had chosen him. It had asked him for justice. And that ring, with its twisted symbol, was meant for him to find.

      Arthur said nothing.

      ‘Okay,’ Uncle Bob relented. He knew he needed Arthur for this one. He was well aware of the tension he felt between wanting Arthur to follow his dream of doing medicine and helping with this case - this was exactly Arthur’s kind of conundrum. Like his parents, he would be a splendid doctor. But no one could winkle impossible insights into a crime like this better than Arthur and his cousins. Their psychic powers were legendary now. ‘OK, but keep me in your investigation, and I’ll do the same for you.  We work together on this. Agreed?’

      ‘Alright,’ Arthur agreed.

      The entity’s last words rang in Arthur’s mind. ‘Beware, young sir.’

      Uncle Bob picked it up and flinched, but said nothing.

      Arthur looked up at Thunder Mountain one more time. The sun had fully risen now, and the pyramid gleamed in the morning light. Thunder clouds were forming around its peak. Somewhere inside that ancient ship, thousands of souls waited in their transition state between lives, protected by the spaceship that masqueraded as a mountain. He was sure that’s what it was—a repository of souls.

      Someone’s trying to get into Thunder Mountain, Arthur realised with sudden certainty. And this dead man knew about it.

      

      Dr Bamford’s white van came bumping down the track through Dingle Dell to the scene right at the lowest part of Dingle Bottom, dust rising behind in its swirling wake. She had two assistants with her, both wearing protective gear.

      Arthur stepped back to let them work, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that this was only the beginning. The entity had been desperate, terrified. And somewhere out there, someone was watching, waiting to see what Arthur would do next.

      ‘Come on,’ Ashkenazy said quietly. ‘Let’s get you home. You need breakfast, and I need to think.’

      They walked back up the path toward Aunt Dotty’s farmhouse, leaving Uncle Bob and the Coroner to their grim work. But Arthur’s mind was already racing ahead, connecting dots, seeing patterns.

      Ashkenazy could hear him thinking. He wasn’t masking.

      The entity said he had been dead for three months, but he had just been murdered, wearing a Pleiadian healing ring and clutching another ring with an inverse trefoil.

      

      There was a psychic trace on the other ring meant to warn someone or harm anyone who looked too closely. Very few of the known intergalactic peoples knew how to invest an object with a psychic trace. Nibiriuans did.

      Thunder Mountain loomed over it all, still keeping its ancient secrets.

      ‘The chemistry,’ Arthur remarked. ‘Wasn’t that ylang-ylang?’

      ‘So your organic chemistry and forensic science are coming together,’ Ashkenazy said. ‘Yes. Put benzyl acetate, linalool, p-cresyl methyl ether, and methyl benzoate together, you’ve got ylang-ylang.’

      ‘Maybe it’s a clue. Somebody was there wearing ylang-ylang. Does that mean they came from the tropics, maybe Queensland?’

      ‘Maybe. But the Cananga odorata flower is found on hundreds of planets. We saw it on Nibiru, it was on Serpo, and all over the place on Erra and the other Pleiadian planets. It’s not called the Queen of Perfumes for nothing... mind you, I prefer Lotus Blossom.’

      By the time they reached the farmhouse, Arthur had made his decision. All it took was a trefoil ring, an entity who called him ‘young sir’, a perfume, and a sense of responsibility for thousands of souls in transition. Whatever was happening was bigger than medicine. Whatever threat was emerging, he couldn’t walk away from it. Not when a spaceship full of souls was at stake.
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            RUMOURS AND WHISPERS

          

          SATURDAY MORNING

        

      

    

    
      News travelled fast in Elderberry Valley. By the time Arthur and Ashkenazy reached Aunt Dotty’s kitchen and sat down to a proper breakfast, half the valley already knew about the body at Dingle Bottom.

      ‘The phone’s been ringing all morning,’ Aunt Dotty said, sliding a plate of scrambled eggs and mushrooms sprinkled with herbs in front of Arthur. ‘Big mistake installing that thing! We don’t need a telephone, do we?’ Her long silver hair was plaited down her back, and she wore her usual apron—the one with pockets full of herbs and the Trefoil embroidered by the hand of an artist.
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      ‘Millie from the Watering Hole rang twice,’ she noted. ‘Nobody rang from his mine. Even the postmistress rang, and you know she never admits to knowing anything about anything.’

      ‘What did you tell them?’ Arthur asked, tucking into his breakfast, realising how hungry he was.

      ‘That you’d found something unpleasant during your morning walk and that Bob was handling it,’ she replied. ‘Which is the truth, near enough.’ She poured tea into Arthur’s mug from a real teapot—proper tea, loose leaf, none of that bag nonsense. ‘Ashkenazy, love, there are two sausages with your name on them. Should be at room temperature by now.’

      ‘You’re a saint, Dorothy,’ Ashkenazy said, accepting the sausages with the dignity of a lord receiving tribute.

      Arthur ate quickly, his mind still preoccupied with the bridge. He recalled the way the entity had drifted toward Thunder Mountain, the wrongness of that inverse trefoil, and the certainty that someone had wanted him to find that body.

      ‘Arthur.’ Aunt Dotty’s voice was gentle but firm. She sat across from him, her pale blue Pleiadian eyes seeing far more than he was comfortable with. ‘Whatever you’re planning, be careful.’

      ‘I’m not planning anything.’

      ‘Really?’ She reached across and squeezed his hand. ‘I know that look. You had it when you were twelve and when you decided to take on Zardaq. You’ve got it now.’

      ‘Someone’s threatening Thunder Mountain,’ Arthur said quietly. ‘I’m sure of it.’

      Aunt Dotty’s expression didn’t change, but her hand tightened on his. ‘What makes you think that?’

      He told her about the entity, about the two rings, and about the feeling that had settled in his chest like a stone. She listened without interrupting, and when he finished, she was quiet for a long moment.

      ‘Your uncle’s right, you know,’ she finally said. ‘Your medical school application is more important.’

      ‘I know.’

      ‘If you get involved in something controversial, something that reflects poorly on your character...’

      ‘I know, Aunt Dotty.’ Arthur met her eyes. ‘But I can’t ignore it either. That entity was desperate. You had to be there to feel what I felt. And if Thunder Mountain’s in danger...’

      ‘Then we need to be very, very clever about how we handle it.’ She stood, moved to her herb cabinet, and pulled out a small tin. ‘Take these. They’ll help with psychic traces. If someone’s marked that ring, they might try to track whoever’s been near it.’

      Arthur accepted the tin of silvery-green leaves that smelled of mint and something sharper. ‘What do I do with them?’

      ‘Chew two leaves before you sleep tonight. They’ll scramble any psychic signal trying to follow you home.’ She hesitated. ‘And Arthur? Talk to your cousins. If this is what you think it is, you’ll need them.’

      ‘I will.’ He finished his cup of tea, stood, and kissed her cheek. ‘Thank you.’

      ‘Just be careful. And for heaven’s sake, don’t let this ruin your chances at uni. Your parents would never forgive me.’

      The mention of his parents sent a familiar pang through his chest. They were working on Erra now, doing important work helping to rebuild the medical system destroyed during the Pleiadian wars, but he missed them fiercely, especially at moments like this, when everything felt uncertain.
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            THE WATERING HOLE

          

          SATURDAY MID MORNING

        

      

    

    
      By mid-morning, Arthur found himself at the Watering Hole, Elderberry’s combination cafe, bookshop, intergalactic stopover, and gossip central. Millie Thornton ran the place—a cheerful young woman he once thought was the waitress, who had an uncanny ability to know everyone’s business.

      ‘Arthur Templar,’ she said the moment he walked through the door. ‘Sit yourself down. You look like you’ve seen a ghost.’

      ‘Something like that,’ Arthur admitted, sliding into his usual booth by the window. From here, he could see every seat and each banquette in the restaurant.

      A woman sat by herself studying maps and documents, occasionally gazing up at Thunder Mountain off in the distance. She seemed distracted. He felt a deep sadness in her. Then he saw it—a kaleidoscope of images, all jumbled but real. The woman was in a state of reverie as she gazed out of the window, lost in a vivid memory. Arthur saw a laboratory. She was younger, exhausted, standing over her daughter’s hospital bed. Ancient texts spread before her.

      Millie took the woman a fresh cup of coffee. It broke Arthur’s psychic image. The woman said to Millie, ‘I’m researching geological formations. Can you walk the mountain’s eastern approaches? Paths?’

      Millie pointed to a pamphlet, went over to the little rack of tourist materials, pulled one out, and brought it back to the woman’s table. ‘All the access paths are mapped in the pamphlet.’

      Arthur noticed her expensive ring. She watched Thunder Mountain with barely concealed intensity.

      Millie brought Arthur a blue moon milkshake and a Portuguese custard tart without asking—she knew his order by heart.

      The woman got up to pay her bill and looked around the restaurant. Just some kid having a milkshake. As she left and headed for Thunder Mountain, Arthur felt unsettled but dismissed it.
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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).
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"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
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Software, subject to the following conditions:
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
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DISCLAIMER
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COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
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