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      Rob Brady knew three things. His sister was dead, he was the guardian to her two boys, and he was stuck in Hell.

      And why am I fixating on Hell?

      Oh yeah, the room, the kids, the crushing grief of absolutely fucking everything.

      If Hell was a small, airless room with no windows, a flickering light, and two utterly silent children staring at him as if he’d personally murdered their mother.

      Oh, and a thin-lipped woman from Child Protection Services looking at him the same way.

      Of course, he hadn't killed his sister because he only ever took out the bad guys. With ruthless efficiency, he’d carved out the poison in the US and kept its citizens safe. Most people would’ve described him as an assassin, but he was more than that; the last resort when normal lines of defense failed.

      At least, he used to be until he caught a bullet things went to shit.

      “How long have they been on their own?” Rob Brady didn’t know what else to ask. He wanted to be angry with the DCFS but how could he be? Instead, he wavered between anger and guilt, and it was guilt that was winning.

      “Mr. Brady, they were never on their own.”

      “My sister—” He stopped talking when he realized he was just about to state how long ago his sister died when her children were sitting right there in the room. Lowering his tone, he then turned to Sylvia from the DCFS, efficient and steady, and just ever so slightly pissed at him. “A year. They’ve been on their own a year.”

      Sylvia inhaled sharply and clutched her folders to her chest.

      “And for a little less than that, we have tried to track down their uncle and been unable to find anything.”

      “I know. I get that.” Anyone trying to find him would reach several dead-ends whichever way they went. First of all the navy and his time in the SEALs, then when he joined the team combatting mainland terrorism. At every turn, his existence was classified, and in the end, he'd become nothing more than a ghost. “That isn't my point.”

      Sylvia tapped a finger on the files in a steady rhythm. “Then please, can you enlighten me as to what exactly is your point?”

      He opened the door and gestured for her to go into the hallway, following her out and shutting it behind them. He had questions and didn’t want to ask them in front of his nephews.

      “Why has no one adopted them? Why don’t they have a forever home with a new family?”

      “Because your sister’s intention was that you would take the boys. It’s explicitly stated in every legal form we have, and it was her dying wish.”

      “But she couldn’t have known I would ever come back. Or that I was even alive…” He floundered for something to say. He’d come back to town on the off chance he’d see what was left of his extended family from a distance, and instead, he’d learned his sister was dead, after losing a battle with cancer, that there was no father in the picture, and that his nephews were in the system.

      “Nonetheless, they are legally your responsibility. Given you worked so hard to get authorization from Governor Chilton, something I’ve never seen before, along with psych evals that no normal person would have access to, you are now in a position to leave with your nephews.”

      The minute he’d heard about the boys, he'd realized he needed to get things done. He’d called in favors, had people who owed him create a backstory so tight he seemed like Mother fucking Teresa, and now he was here. His nephews needed a home, and he thought on his feet because he only had another three good months to put anything in place for them. He wanted them looked after, safe, and so he had one more mission before leaving. He’d have to delay spending his last weeks on a beach in Aruba, sipping cocktails and sleeping with anything that moved.

      “I can take them today?” he asked. A small, hesitant part of him wanted her to say no, that there were more details to be ironed out.

      “Yes.”

      “Now?”

      “Yes.” She pursed her lips as if it were against her better judgment. But he'd passed all the checks, and the references were sound, he had the governor's endorsement. It was done.

      “Okay then.”

      He pushed back into the room. Bran, the older of his two nephews, stared at him steadily. Toby, the youngest, sniffled and gripped his brother hard. Any ordinary uncle would’ve hugged them close and told them everything was going to be okay. But he wasn't a regular uncle, and he swore Bran knew that because there was accusation in his eyes.

      You don’t even know us; he seemed to be saying.

      Was it right for Rob to be taking them from their new foster home? They’d been placed with a family currently fostering six kids, and on the surface, everything seemed okay. He’d done his due diligence, and the parents checked out, but there was a weird vibe in the house, a rule of fear, and he didn’t like it.

      He’d stayed alive this long by listening to his instinct, and his gut told him he should take Bran and Toby, that he was the boys’ kin. He also knew where he could find them a better home. In the mountains, with rivers and horses, and a whole group of people who would look out for them.

      “Everything will be okay.” Was he reassuring himself or the boys?

      If anyone who knew him had seen he was being handed two children to take care of, they'd call the cops.

      Of course, he could handle the cops. He’d done it before, but the kids would slow him down. Unless he strapped them to his back and⁠—

      “Mr. Brady?”

      Sylvia talked to him, or at him, and from her expression, she wasn't impressed he'd stopped listening.

      “Sorry, say again?” He glanced at Toby who was sniffling harder and snuggling deeper into his brother. I should go to Toby and…

      And what?

      Do what? Say what? Scare the kid rigid by being all up in his face?

      “We need an address for our records. Unless you reside with Governor Chilton?” The last she added sarcastically.

      Oh yeah, a house, an address, he probably needed those. He’d managed to fool them with his credentials so far, and the recommendation he'd gotten from the governor for a favor owed had cut through the red tape. The address was easy; it was the only place he had on his to-do list, the one where the kids could maybe have a home. He just needed to hire a lawyer, update his will, get Justin to agree to his proposal, and he'd be able to leave without any worries.

      “Crooked Tree Ranch, outside of Helena, Montana.”

      She dutifully filled it in.

      “And a phone number?”

      He gave her his private cell number.

      “Okay then,” he said enthusiastically, causing Toby to jump a mile.

      Bran immediately gripped his brother’s hand and sent Rob as much of a condemning look as an eight-year-old could muster.

      “Sorry,” he apologized, meeting the stern gaze of a not-at-all-amused Sylvia. He gave her his best smile, the one that got him into the beds of men and women all over the continental US. She didn't smile back or thaw in any way. Maybe he was losing his skills.

      Probably a side effect of lead leaking from the fragments of the bullet lodged in his thoracic vertebrae.

      “Come on kids." He stood, and the boys, holding hands, left the room first. He followed, but as he was about to walk past the caseworker, she stopped him, and he found himself under the scrutiny of her dark gray eyes.

      “Tell me what you’re doing now,” she demanded and then softened it with a, “please.”

      He could’ve lied his way out of there, he could’ve tried to charm her, but she cared for the kids she had on her books and needed him to be entirely honest, and that was something he’d forgotten how to be. So he spoke from the same heart that wouldn't turn away his flesh and blood, despite the world of limited possibilities he was trying to live in.

      “Bran and Toby are my family; I will protect them for as long as I live."

      Okay, so that was a bit melodramatic, but sue him. It felt as if the occasion called for it, and he wasn’t lying. No one was getting past him to the kids. Not bullies or the authorities or even political assassins. Not while he could still stand, anyway.

      She squeezed his arm, and he waited for more questions, but she released him. “You will be contacted by a local office near you. Welfare checks, not even you can avoid."

      “I’ll welcome them,” he murmured.

      She dropped her hold. “Okay,” she said and then watched them as Rob gathered up his new family and left.

      He’d bought everything Sylvia had said he needed to get. She’d given him the list a week ago when he’d first found out what had happened. Everything was crammed into his brand-new SUV. He'd handed over a credit card at a store and told them to go mad. There was the correct size booster seat for Toby, along with numerous bags of things that the lady told him boys of eight and five would need. Everything except clothes because she didn’t know their sizes, and Rob couldn’t give her those. The bill was massive, but he felt more in control knowing he’d ticked all that off the list.

      Of course, Bran and Toby had their belongings. Not too much, but a couple of boxes and a small suitcase each. Toby carried a ratty old bunny around with him on a permanent basis, and Bran kept telling him he needed to take good care of it. Bran didn’t appear to have anything he needed to keep hold of. Except for his little brother of course.

      Rob helped strap them in, tested everything twice, then surrounded them with the softer things like blankets and boxes because there was absolutely no room for it all in the trunk. Then he shut their doors, climbed into the driver’s seat, and locked them all in.

      Habit.

      His stomach rumbled. He hadn’t eaten since last night, and even though he was sure the kids had eaten breakfast somewhere, he decided it was his duty to keep them fed.

      “So, Bran, Toby, are you hungry?”

      Toby hid his face in his bunny, and Bran answered for both of them.

      “We’re both hungry, Uncle Rob.”

      “McDonald's?” he suggested, which got Toby to peer from around the rabbit. “I know it's not the healthiest food, and I should find you vegetables or something, but that can wait, right? A road trip deserves McDonald's. Am I right?” He was rambling, and Bran stared at him with what he was sure was disapproval and disappointment.

      He turned back to face the front, holding the steering wheel so tight his knuckles whitened.

      He’d stared down death.

      Hell, he’d been death.

      Keeping his country safe had meant he’d been in situations that others would run screaming from, but he couldn’t face the disillusionment in one little boy’s eyes.

      He was so fucked.
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        * * *

      

      They reached the edge of Crooked Tree land in the dark, after a solid day of driving, and Rob deliberately stopped at a gas station on the edge of town, so that they could all take a comfort break.

      It was a little after eight in the evening, no more than five miles from the ranch, and he was so close he could taste the fear in him that Justin would send the three of them away.

      He needed to make a small amount of time for himself to formulate a proper plan, as opposed to the one he was using right now. This mostly consisted of running to Justin and hoping for the best.

      “Cute kids,” a woman with dark curly hair said to him in the queue, all kinds of friendly and smiling. He was probably supposed to say something back to her; objectively he knew that. So he channeled one of his undercover personas and became a man acceptable to socialize with.

      “Thanks.”

      That was the wrong move because it opened the floodgates for this very proud momma. “I remember when my Jillian was that age, and now we’re driving through the night all over the country visiting colleges. Time flies so fast.”

      “I know.”

      “Enjoy them this age while you can,” she added, then smiled at him again and finished paying. He felt himself smile in return and thought that if he’d been in front of a mirror, his lips would’ve curved into something more innocent than blank-faced suspicion. He even congratulated himself for acting normal enough that he hadn't scared the shit out of her as he grabbed random snacks, probably unhealthy ones, with high levels of fats and god-knew-what kinds of colorants. Along with cereal bars and cartons of orange juice because that was healthy for kids, right?

      They’d eaten at drive-throughs the last day, journeyed through the night, with short breaks like this one, and he’d driven straight to Montana. He’d been so damn tired when he reached Helena but energized when he realized he was so close to a bed and maybe a real meal.

      And somewhere the boys might one day call home.

      His back ached like a bitch. Over-the-counter meds had taken the edge off, but he held back on the Fentanyl as he was driving. That was for when he was in his room and only had himself to consider.

      Listening to the curly-haired woman had seemed so normal. The kids deserved better than an Uncle who didn’t have a freaking clue what he was doing. They deserved someone like her or Justin and his Sam or maybe one of the other families at Crooked Tree. Family and safety. Crooked Tree had all of that. He’d seen it. Brothers, sisters, family, friends; it was like some goddamned Little House on the Prairie. Only in the mountains. By the Blackfoot River.

      And not on a prairie at all.

      Justin would give him and the kids somewhere to sleep. He was sure of it. There was no way he would turn them away, right?

      With the kids strapped back in the car and Toby looking as if he was dozing off, Rob pulled his cell phone out, intent on calling Justin, giving him a heads-up. It seemed only right that he offered at least that level of politeness. The curly-haired woman gave him a wave and climbed into the backseat of an old car, buckling up and leaning forward to talk to her husband or daughter, or whoever it was driving.

      The car pulled forward, indicating to turn right, the opposite way to where he and the kids would be going. In that car was a normal family, doing normal things.

      He was almost envious.

      Then, right in front of his SUV, a semi hurtled out of nowhere and rammed into their car waiting to turn onto the main road. The world exploded into a chaos of fire and trapped civilians. Cursing, he reversed the SUV away from the carnage, parking it well back. Then instinct and adrenaline kicked in.

      He didn’t hesitate to run toward the twisted burning wreckage.
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      “Your brother is on line one!” Grace called through the open doorway.

      Aaron sighed and turned to face her, not wanting to talk to any brother who was going to mess with him getting off shift on time. He had ten minutes to go, and then freedom. Not that he hated his job. That wasn't an issue. He'd been an EMT here for six years now, and the slower pace suited his goals for the rest of his life. Peace. Quiet. Family. It’s what he’d promised himself when he’d left the Army, and so far everything was on track.

      Until his brother’s wife got pregnant. She was due in three weeks, and Eddie was freaking the hell out. Which was stupid, given he’d already been through the new baby thing twice with Milly and Jake.

      “Which brother?”

      Please let it just be Saul organizing a dinner, or Jason wanting to meet up for a beer, or Ryan wanting to catch up about last week’s EMT crossover with his team at the sheriff’s station. As long as it's not Eddie. Please, not Eddie, with his awkward questions about things no brothers should discuss over Sunday dinner.

      “I’m not your answering service,” Grace snapped before vanishing into their bus which they were cleaning down from the last run.

      Great. A brother and a pissy Grace. He went to the phone, pressed the flashing button, and forced himself not to sound at all irritated. It didn’t work.

      "I have ten minutes to the end of my shift," he warned whichever brother this was. "And I’m due at Hepburn House.”

      Ordinarily, that would be enough to get his brothers to back off. Hepburn House was a private place just outside of town, for veterans like him who'd seen too much and needed some space to readjust to civilian life. They respected his need to be involved in something so supportive, and never asked a single question about his time overseas.

      That didn’t mean they wouldn’t listen to him on a bad day, but mostly they left his past where he needed it to stay.

      “No worries,” Saul replied, and Aaron heaved a sigh of relief. Saul, he could handle. “I was making sure you're going to be here Sunday. Jordan and his brother are here, and I’m just ticking the boxes.”

      “Of course.” He could have added that he was always there. Every Sunday he’d made it to dinner. Sometimes, if he was on shift, there was only enough time to pick up a bag of food from whatever was left, but he always tried.

      All his brothers attended, because Saul was the head of the family and had spent his entire life keeping them together, and every one of the remaining four brothers respected that.

      “Good. Stay safe.”

      Saul ended every phone call with those words, always the worrier. That was why they loved him so much, given he’d been both Mom and Dad to them all since he was eighteen.

      “Always.”

      Glancing at his watch, he saw he had only five minutes left, so he went to help Grace with finishing the bus duties.

      Which is when he found her up on a stool as it wobbled and nearly deposited her on the floor.

      “What the hell?” he demanded, setting her carefully on the ground, then dropping the new supplies next to her. “Grace Mya Davies, I told you to call me,” he added, and she winced up at him.

      “I’m not useless,” she snapped, and tears collected in her eyes.

      Oh god, no. Not emotion. He could handle blood, gore, amputations, war, even his brother’s kids after they’d had soda laced with colorants, but when Grace cried, it was game over. He pulled her in for a hug, holding her carefully. Pregnant women surrounded him. Or at least two, his sister-in-law and his partner.

      “Not useless,” he murmured. “Just four months pregnant and very short. Which is why you let me reach the top shelves, and you don’t climb on the stool to get to things.”

      She nodded against his shirt, which felt damp. “I’m not that short.”

      He wasn't unusually tall, a solid six foot, but at five one she was and always would be shorter than him by a mile.

      “Leslie says I should stop working,” she murmured.

      “She would say that. She’s your sister, and she’s worried about you.”

      “Stupid crying.” Her tone changed to one of self-recrimination, and he squeezed her tight and then let her go. Grace Davies was a spitfire as well as being a focused serious professional, and being pregnant was messing with her head.

      “I could go for a coffee after shift,” he suggested. “I’ve got some time if you want in with a hot chocolate?”

      She pulled away from him and shook her head, not even meeting his gaze. She’d done this a lot recently, and he put it down to hormones because he really couldn't think of another reason. They were friends, and he could only guess that it was something to do with his stupid question four weeks back about who the father of her baby was. Things hadn’t gotten back to normal yet.

      Me and my big mouth.

      The emergency announcement was loud, startling him and Grace, even though they were used to it; RTA at the Ester Gas Station on Pine Ridge Road. It didn’t matter that they were only one minute from the end of the shift. A call was a call, and they were both ready to go.

      They were leaving the hospital within a few seconds and reached Pine Ridge in less than five minutes. Firefighters were already on the scene, the scarlet engines blocking the road and only allowing a small space for the EMTs to get through. Aaron spotted his brother Jason immediately but bypassed him and quickly crossed to the crushed metal of what remained of an SUV, pinned to a gas pump by a semi.

      “Stay back,” Jason shouted, reached for him, and yanked at his arm, stopping him from getting closer. “We have a fire near the main fuel tanks.” Jason was his brother, but he was also controlling the scene, and Aaron knew it was Jason who would have answers.

      “Talk to me,” Aaron demanded.

      He could see enough; a semi had lost control coming down this side of the mountain, crashing into a car waiting to turn onto the main road, pushing it into the gas pumps. They were lucky they weren't attending a conflagration where everyone was dead already.

      Where there is life, it’s my job to bring hope.

      “Semi driver out, not a scratch, family in the compact trapped. A further civilian in the car who won’t get the hell out.”

      Aaron scanned the area, checking for ingress. The driver of the semi was standing by his truck, pale and shaky, covered in blood, but walking. They were the first EMTs on the scene. He assessed the situation and pressed a hand to Grace's shoulder. There was no way into the twisted, mangled metal except for climbing, and he was taking point on this.

      “I'm going to look." He motioned for Grace to move back and away. At first, she stubbornly stood there, and he waited until it hit her she had the baby to think about and didn’t need to get involved yet.

      “Aaron, stay back,” Jason ordered, right up in his face and gripping his arm. “Suppressing this fire is going to take time.”

      Aaron shrugged him off. “I’m not watching people burn to death.” The words “little brother, try to stop me” remained unspoken.

      Shouting cut through their seconds-long standoff, ordering to get closer and kill the fire. Then Jason finally released his hold.

      “Don’t you fucking die.”

      He was away before his brother had a chance to stop him, scrambling over the back of the car, peering through the sunroof, and assessing what he could see.

      A woman lay awkwardly on the back seat, pinned by the seatbelt, blood from a wound on the side of her head matting her dark curly hair. Her eyes were open, and he reached through and checked her pulse. Visually she looked like she’d walk away from this, but only tests would tell what had happened inside her. For a moment she was confused, and then she gasped.

      “Lewis, Alana.”

      Two names. Two more souls inside the car.

      Jason crawled in behind him, and between him and another firefighter the woman was removed, and that just left the other two, designated in his head as Driver and Passenger Two.

      He couldn’t see a way into the front; there was no gap big enough for him to get through, and what was there was crushed and mingled with the semi.

      “Paramedics!” A man called, forceful and demanding. Evidently, the civilian who had taken it upon himself to climb into this death trap. “Bleeding out.”

      Aaron peered through the only space he had, saw one hell of a lot of blood and not much more.

      “Paramedic. I can’t get to you.”

      “Wait,” the voice said, and then the seat on the right moved, and in a scramble of limbs, a terrified teenager pushed through or was shoved through. At first glance, she seemed fine, untouched, and Aaron had seen that before in crashes like this where, by some miracle, a passenger was entirely unharmed.

      “Mom,” the girl cried, crawling past him and stumbling to where her mom was on a gurney being pushed away.

      “Quick,” the man called, and a hand came through and gripped Aaron’s shirt, blood slick on his fingers.

      Aaron slid through the space vacated by the daughter and assessed the scene with speed and the necessary dispassion.

      A driver, bleeding, neck wound, and a man crouching awkwardly over him like the specter of death, his fingers pressed to a gash in the driver's neck. Aaron couldn't see the man’s face, but he heard him well enough.

      “Penetrating neck injury. Conscious and alert on arrival. Continuous blood loss,” the man reported, staccato and clear. “We need to get this bleeding stopped.”

      Aaron glanced behind him. There was immediate asphyxia and hemorrhagic risk, and they had to move fast. “We’re pinned in." He wriggled again to get closer; his bag stuck awkwardly until he managed to yank it through. The roar of blades cutting metal filled the cramped space. Jason and his fellow firefighters were attempting to get them free.

      “Tell me you have a hemostatic dressing in there.” The man shifted a little to give Aaron another chance of getting even closer. He had a neat beard, dark hair, and a steady, focused precision to his movements.

      Of course, Aaron had a hemostatic dressing. Even if he’d had to fund it himself, he’d have the lifesaving bandages in his kit. One-handed, he grabbed the packet and shimmied back, pressed hard against the stranger holding his hand over the driver's neck. He ripped open the package, using a combination of his only free hand and his teeth and winced as it spilled out.

      “On three,” Aaron ordered. “One, two, three.”

      The man moved his hand, and Aaron applied the bandage to the gash, holding it firm, watching as blood spilled out of the side of it and then slowly stopped. With the immediate danger of bleeding out from the neck wound averted, Aaron carried out as many checks as he could.

      “Get out now,” he ordered the other man. This was a dangerous situation. There was fire, and the smell of gas was all around them. This car could go up in flames at any moment, and the last thing he needed was an extra civilian on his watch.

      The man was conflicted. Aaron could see it in his expression and the way he glanced over his shoulder and then back at Aaron. But the conflict died immediately, and he was completely focused.

      “Staying.”

      “Don’t be stupid. Get out now.”

      The man shook his head. “I’m holding him still.”

      “It’s dangerous.”

      “Not moving until we get someone in here backing you up.”

      “I don’t need you here,” Aaron snapped, but the man wasn’t shifting at all.

      “Noted,” was the stranger's reply.

      He had that same stubbornness in his expression he’d seen so many times in the war. No man is left to die alone.

      “Stubborn fucker,” Aaron announced, narrowing his focus when the man winked at him.

      Winked at him. Arrogant asshole.

      “Always,” he murmured.

      Aaron had seen his share of idiot heroics, and the expression on this imbecile’s face was one he recognized. It was unshakeable belief that he was indestructible, that nothing could hurt him. That was how people died. This man was forces-trained the same as he was.

      Like recognized like.

      So Aaron went for an order instead of a request. “Get the fuck out of the car, soldier.” Something snapped and crackled above their head, and the car heaved to the left.

      “Sailor, and no.”

      The car moved again, the space getting smaller, and Mr. Navy shifted his position, using his back to push up on the crushed metal, holding it steady. Goddamned idiot. Probably some freaking Navy SEAL, just waiting to get himself killed.

      “Last time someone insisted on staying with me against orders, a bullet tore an artery, and he bled out in seconds."

      “That’s life.”

      “I’m ordering you to get the hell out.”

      “I probably outrank you.”

      “Fuck you, Navy,” Aaron snapped, aware this was not a fight he was going to win.

      “Fuck you right back, Army.”

      They stared at each other. The chaos of noise as the jaws of life wrenched at metal stole any more chances of talking, and the space over their heads increased a little. Navy had dark green eyes and the focused determination of someone who'd seen war and learned not to show fear. There was a fire in their depths, and yeah, between them, they were supporting the driver’s head and neck. With both of them, there was a chance this guy could get out of this alive.

      So they stared and waited, and it seemed like a lifetime of memories passed between them.

      I’ve seen things. I’ve known war. I’ve held a man as he died.

      The car roof shifted again, no longer pressing against Navy, and Aaron saw the relief in Navy’s eyes the moment the pressure lifted.

      Then Jason was giving orders, dictating to his men how to maneuver the patient out of the wreckage.

      “Get out of here,” Jason told Navy. “We’ve got this.”

      Only when Jason and another firefighter had the guy onto the backboard did Navy leave, with a final nod as if he was clearing the situation.

      Aaron used his feet to push back, and Jason helped him out, moving immediately into the space Aaron had just vacated. Here was where the firefighters took over to get the driver and backboard out and then onto the nearest emergency room, which was in Helena. He clambered up and out, but there was no sign of Navy.

      “You okay?” Grace asked, patting him and checking for injury.

      “The blood isn’t mine,” Aaron murmured.

      They didn’t talk about the chances of the driver making it out alive. They just got him into the bus and headed from the scene in the direction of Helena. He drove, and Grace was in the back monitoring vitals, the wife, and daughter of the driver with her. As they left, he looked at the wreckage. The tangled semi was half in the road, and just beyond it, the fire trucks and an SUV, with Navy next to it watching them leave.

      Aaron raised a hand in acknowledgment as they passed, and Navy nodded.

      I wonder what your story is.
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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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