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      Meg swore the mountain moved. Her instinct was to press her face closer to the small airplane window, but then she pulled back.

      “Did you see that?” she asked, turning away from the window to her traveling companion, Colleen. She had to pitch her voice a little louder over the squeal of the engines and the thrum of wind against the fuselage.

      Colleen was squished into a seat much too small for her. The seat itself was probably okay, but the large man—actually, Meg amended, the average-sized man—sitting with them, made Colleen’s middle seat seem smaller than it was. The man’s shoulders were too wide and the extra weight on his waist, while not much to notice, was enough that he seemed like an adult in child’s seat when he attempted to get comfortable on the plane. He had finally crossed his arms over his chest as if he were in an old vampire movie. It was a good thing the flight wasn’t all that long.

      “What?” Colleen asked. She’d been leaning towards Meg, reading a small paperback book but Meg wasn’t sure what it was. She’d looked and hadn’t been able to read the whole title—something about Don Juan. She hadn’t figured Colleen for a romance reader and the cover didn’t appear very romantic either. Not that Meg would know anything about book covers. She tried to remember the last time she’d sat down and read.

      “I saw the mountain move,” Meg said. She pitched her voice low so that the man in the aisle seat wouldn’t think she was talking about him and being rude. Two rows up a baby started to cry.

      “I didn’t notice,” Colleen said. “Maybe because the plane was moving?”

      They were already on the ground, taxiing towards McCarran airport. It wasn’t a trip Meg would have ordinarily made. She was too much of a Pacific Northwest girl, made for snow and rain and evergreen forests. This place here was for a desert girl—but she’d been ordered off the mountain and into this desert, so here she was.

      “Las Vegas,” Peter had told her before she left, “Is too busy to attract many spirits, whether those of the elements like air or fire, or those of the dead, which are the ones causing your sister such problems.”

      Just a few days before, Meg had tried to help her sister, Amy, and managed to open her own being to the spirit world. Living in Whisper, one would think one would learn to protect oneself. Lots of unusual things were drawn to Whisper. Sadly, Meg had no clue how to protect herself, though she had often been noticed by things, like spirits, and even a vampire, that shouldn’t have noticed her because of her bond with Peter, Whisper’s earth spirit.

      Meg and Peter’s bond was an unusual one and allowed for a much more intimate romance than most people would be able to achieve with the earth spirit. It was something Meg had dreamed of, and mostly she was happy with the arrangement, except when Peter was ordering her around or suggesting she take a deeper look at her own issues.

      This last issue had to do with Meg’s sister, Amy, who had tried to help her live-in boyfriend, Marcus, fight off a ghost who was trying to take possession of his body. She’d succeeded, but then the ghost had possessed her. While they’d successfully rid her of the ghost, she’d become very attractive to other spirits in the process, and had nearly died trying to fight them off. Peter had decided a place with fewer spirits would allow her to heal faster. Meg’s involvement meant she was also banished from Whisper for a few weeks.

      Amy had been on an earlier flight. She and her best friend, Heather, available at a moment’s notice, had arrived about three hours ago and were settled in a hotel on one end of the strip. Meg and Colleen had a room at the other end. Peter had insisted she couldn’t spend more than a couple of hours with Amy.

      “It wasn’t just an optical illusion,” Meg said. She hadn’t been certain at first, but now she was. “That mountain moved.”

      “Peter said you were going away from elemental spirits,” Colleen protested. “How could the mountain move?” She closed her book and watched Meg.

      “I don’t know,” Meg said. “But I’m sure the mountain moved. And it wasn’t my imagination.”

      Colleen shook her head. She leaned over Meg to look out the window as the plane turned towards the terminal where they’d deplane. “I can’t even see a particular mountain, really. Unless you think the whole range moved?”

      Meg shook her head. She didn’t know Colleen well. Unlike her sister who had a best friend who could drop everything to go on an impromptu trip, Meg had very few people she could count on to leave the mountain with her. Her best friend, Lacey, had died over a year ago, and times like this reminded her that she still missed her. Amy was out, since the two weren’t supposed to spend much time together. That left Colleen, one of the security people, who was basically told that she was taking a working vacation to Las Vegas to keep Meg out of trouble.

      Of all the people in the office she could have been ordered to go with, Colleen was certainly one of the best choices. It might have been fun to have RaeLynn around, but as much as she liked her coworker, Meg and RaeLynn didn’t have all that much in common. Colleen, however, had already indicated a fondness for hiking and climbing, which were activities Meg liked.

      Unfortunately, she’d been ordered to stay on the Strip for this particular vacation, so any hiking would be limited to the strictly-urban variety.

      “I don’t see it,” Colleen said.

      “You don’t suppose…” Meg trailed off. Could her ability to see the mountain move be related to the reason she had to leave? Was this why she had to stay on the strip? Was it just her mind playing tricks on her? Meg had to force herself not to reach out for Peter. She could feel the bond, like a lifeline. She knew if circumstances were different, he’d be examining her memories to find out exactly what she saw. No doubt, in a week, when she returned, he’d do exactly that. Until then, she would be forced to rely on her own investigations. But that was what she did after all, when she was working. Investigate.

      Colleen shrugged. “I could call Rain when we get to the terminal and have her find out what Zari and Peter think?”

      Meg shook her head. No need to send Rain running to Peter for answers for her. Peter was always running to Rain to find things out, anyway. Meg didn’t need to start.

      She looked back out the window even as a corner of her mouth turned up. It was kind of funny in a strange way. She hated it when Peter went to Rain. What would Rain do if she started coming to her, too? Rain would have a fit. Meg rather enjoyed the idea even though she knew it would torture her worse than it would Rain.

      The plane jerked slightly as it came to a stop. The large man immediately stood up, allowing Colleen to stretch in her seat, but neither Meg nor Colleen jumped up. The baby two rows up was crying in earnest now that the plane was down. Perhaps it wasn’t a fan of gambling?

      “I wonder what this hotel is like,” Colleen said. “I’ve never spent any time at the big resorts.”

      “I’ve never even been here,” Meg said. “And when I thought about it, I was more interested in Hoover Dam than the Strip.”

      “I have orders to keep you on the Strip or in the hotel room, you know.” Colleen gave Meg a wicked grin. Meg thought that the two of them might end up having a very good time. She didn’t glance out the window again. If the mountain moved once more, she wasn’t aware of it.
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      I don’t usually do investigations, but Kyle was out on a call. Oddly there was a bear in New Whisper troubling one of the residents. The woman had first called Animal Control, but the creature had come back. She had links to the Old Families, so instead of calling Animal Control again, and perhaps getting the bear killed, she’d called us. Kyle, Meg’s right hand investigator, could talk to animals, so he was checking the bear out.

      Kyle had walked out the door a little after noon to check on the bear problem. Why would a bear be up in the middle of winter anyway? Was that a problem? I knew so very little about bears.

      “I can search them for you,” Zari A suggested telepathically. Zari is my “cat who is not a cat” and communicates telepathically. Zari may look like a lithe, ruddy Abyssinian, but she’s actually an alien. She and her people study planets by taking the form of various creatures native to each planet and living as one of them. Zari was spending the next twenty years as a cat. From my viewpoint, that’s like a twenty-year vacation.

      “Maybe later,” I said.

      I was making notes on a personnel proposal I wanted to float by Meg. I had an idea for our next receptionist, and knew just the person I wanted to hire, but it was the sort of thing Meg might not like if I didn’t ask first. Actually, I was thinking of having RaeLynn smooth the way for me in case Meg decided to not like the idea just because it was from me. While she might have gotten on a plane out of town despite my having made the arrangements, I knew that had more to do with Peter, our resident earth spirit, than any new-found trust in my abilities.

      Helen, our temporary receptionist, appeared in the door. Normally she runs Amy’s office, but since Amy had been sick and was now out of town, she was temporarily running ours. Our last receptionist had run off to Hawaii with her boyfriend giving us no notice. In fact, we’d have begun searching for her if Helen hadn’t gotten word through the grapevine that the girl was in Hawaii. As Helen knew most of what happened in Whisper, she’d also shared that Kaitlyn was hoping for a marriage proposal, although, to Helen’s knowledge, that had not yet come about. From what I understood, Helen was not holding her breath.

      “What’s up?” I asked.

      “I have an investigation call. RaeLynn is at lunch and Kyle is out. Should I take a message or do you want to talk to her?”

      “Who is it?” I asked.

      “Zenava Dupree,” Helen said.

      I must have looked blank.

      “She’s Mary Margaret’s daughter. She doesn’t live here but she’s been visiting for the last three months. I’ve heard rumors that even the most die-hard church fans are eager for her to leave,” Helen continued.

      Mary Margaret ran the First Church of the Sacred Light in New Whisper. It was a new age sort of church, mostly harmless. Mary Margaret’s biggest flaw was that she was certain nothing bad would ever happen from the use of magic. I had other stories to tell, and tended to distrust people with that sort of limited view.

      On second thought, that may not have been her biggest flaw. Her biggest flaw was probably that she thought she knew more than she really did. I wondered if her daughter was the same way. I also wondered at the last name. I wasn’t sure I’d ever heard that Mary Margaret had a last name, certainly not Dupree.

      “What does Zenava need?” I asked.

      “She says there’s a problem at the church and she’s worried about her mother. She’d like someone to investigate.”

      “What sort of investigation?” I wasn’t at all eager to get involved with that particular church. First, because I probably wouldn’t be doing the investigating and that meant having to assign one of Meg’s employees to it. Second, I didn’t like the church any more than Meg did. The large building and the chimes outside it always reminded me of the worst clichés of the New Age. Mary Margaret wasn’t the least of them. But should I let my own prejudices interfere?

      “I think so,” Zari A said, telepathically answering my unspoken question. “If you don’t like her, how will you work with her?” The cat stretched a paw out on her cat tree and gave Helen a long look.

      “She wasn’t clear,” Helen said. “I think she’s worried about embezzlement or something. She keeps saying that someone is trying to cheat her mother.”

      “Maybe she should call the police?” I suggested. “That sounds more like something they would deal with.”

      “She said she has,” Helen said. “I heard from someone that Wade was out there the other day. I can call Sheri and find out if there’s an open case if you like. Just be thankful it’s Zenava and not her twin, Ishtar.”

      I held up a hand, not wanting Helen to say more. I’d be confused before I answered the phone.

      As to the embezzlement, no doubt Helen would find out soon enough if there was an open case, no matter what I asked her to do. She had more sources than J. Edgar Hoover and I didn’t want to owe her any favors. Fortunately, her own little spy pool was much more benign than the FBI director’s, at least as far as I could tell.

      “I’ll take the call,” I said. Better I should find out for myself.

      “And I can help,” Zari said. Zari had been in quite a mood for the last few months. It had started some time back when she felt she wasn’t being used enough, and now she was always offering her services to help. She was bored, I knew, and no amount of playing with cat toys was going to help.

      I had, after all, spent time studying up on feline behavior. Zari preferred a good internet mystery or reading up on a subject to chasing a feather toy. This did not preclude her demanding, on occasion, to play with the feather toy. After all, feather toys were designed to make cats love them and Zari was there to experience all cat experiences.

      “Let’s see what she wants first,” I said. Maybe I could parlay this request into a security job as well an investigation? Who knew?
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      Meg marveled at the size of the hotel lobby. She and Colleen had taken a cab over. Meg would have opted for a shuttle or a bus, but Peter and Rain had made the arrangements, and Colleen said they were to take a cab.

      “Peter doesn’t want you accidently wandering around in the desert. I’m not sure he trusts shuttles,” Colleen explained.

      Probably true, Meg thought. Peter had a great distrust of anything he couldn’t control. It wasn’t that he was controlling, really, or maybe he was and she just didn’t notice, but he liked to understand things. There were no shuttles on Whisper, so he wouldn’t understand the concept, perhaps envisioning a car that drove randomly around the area dropping people off whenever and wherever it felt like it.

      Inside the hotel, Meg could smell a sort of citrus fresh smell, but not the cigarette smoke she’d worried about. The ceilings were higher than she’d expected, and the whole place looked large enough for someone the size of the mountain she thought she saw move. Maybe the mountain had moved and it sometimes came down to gamble? Meg smiled a little at the thought.

      She dragged her small bag and backpack up as the line moved slowly forward. A long, shiny black desk sat to one side of the lobby, and a half-dozen or so well-dressed men and women stood behind it checking people in or answering questions. Meg and Colleen waited in the line. Around her the sounds of people talking faded into a white noise. She couldn’t make out any particular conversation. Colleen seemed to keep her head down, bent over the book she was carrying as if trying to read. Who could possibly read in such a place?

      “Is it that good?” Meg asked, trying to make conversation. Alone in the sea of voices she wanted to make her own connection.

      “Not really,” Colleen said. She turned to look at Meg but continued to keep her head down, as if her neck hurt.

      Meg thought the action strange but she wasn’t going to push, not in the middle of the lobby. If Colleen wanted to tell her about it, she would. Meg pushed her bags up again. A large man puffed his way into the lobby. Colleen followed the entrance with her eyes. Meg noticed the sag of her shoulders. It was the large man from their row. Fortunately, three other people were between them. He couldn’t crowd them there. It was odd, but he didn’t look nearly as large here. In fact, he was far smaller than many of the people wandering around. He just hadn’t fit on the plane.

      “They ought to make plane seats bigger,” Meg mumbled. “Look at that guy. He’s not even that big.”

      Colleen looked. She shrugged a little.

      After a short time of trying to read something more she said, “You know, I know Rain thinks this is a great break, but I can’t say that Vegas is my favorite place.”

      Meg’s truth sense told her there was far more than that to the story, but once again she knew this wasn’t the place to ask the question. Maybe after a drink or two at a bar Colleen would loosen up.

      Beyond the noises of the talking were whistles shrilling, bells ringing and music. Meg picked up a song from her youth, played softly and without vocals. She looked for the sources of the bells and rings but didn’t see one, although they seemed to come from the slot machines further into the building. It must be deafening in there.

      Someone hurried by carrying a paper cup of coffee. Another person had a plastic shopping bag. A blonde woman wearing heels that were much too high wandered into the building and took off her sunglasses. A young couple got in line behind the large man from the plane.

      “I can’t believe how many people there are. I didn’t know there were lines like this all the time. It’s barely three,” Meg said.

      “Vegas, Baby,” Colleen muttered and there was more than a little bit of sarcasm there.

      The woman in front of Meg sighed a deep heavy sigh. She turned and looked Meg up and down as if assessing her. Meg was in her usual blue jeans and a white pair of athletic shoes. She did have a pair of black flats that were dressier, but still easy to walk in. The woman in front was probably in her sixties and smelled of chemicals and gardenia. Her breath held the faintest whiff of alcohol. Her hair was styled, coifed in a way that only Meg’s grandmother might wear, although Emma wasn’t likely to be that fancy. If Meg’s outfit spoke of an outdoor hike in the northwest, this woman’s outfit spoke of hours on the golf course in good weather.

      The slight eye roll that happened upon seeing Meg’s shoes sealed the deal. She wasn’t interested in discussing this adventure with someone of Meg’s class. That was fine with Meg, who wasn’t that interested in talking to the older woman, even polite chitchat. When the line moved ahead a few feet, the old man next to well-dressed woman turned to say something. Was he really wearing a knit vest?

      “I cannot believe Peter sent me here. This is like the third circle of hell,” Meg muttered.

      “I’d tend to go with the fourth circle,” Colleen said, still barely looking at Meg. “The third circle is gluttony which certainly works, but the fourth is greed. That feels more appropriate.”

      “Yeah, probably.” Meg moved her bag again.

      Time seemed to slow down. Hell would definitely include being stuck in such a place. The air had the canned fragrance. The temperature was neither too hot nor too cool, which Meg thought must be an art.  The noise was partly manufactured. She wasn’t even sure she saw anything real. A woman with a bosom too large for her frame pranced by in sandals and shorts, although it wasn’t really that warm out. Her pale skin suggested a more northern home when she wasn’t there.

      Finally, when Meg was starting to wonder if she should take a break and find a restroom, it was their turn at the desk. The clerk was efficient and pleasant. Their room was a suite high up in the main building. The amenities were discussed and Meg was given a card that spelled them out again. Finally, they were allowed to leave and made their way to the elevators with a handful of other people who had survived the wait.

      Colleen turned to put her book in her bag so she and Meg missed the elevator full of people going up. They waited for the next one. They got in but just as the doors closed the airplane man from the plane got on with them.

      “Kismet,” he laughed, recognizing them as well. “Maybe we should all go party.”

      Meg smiled, hoping he’d push a button other than twenty. That wish was granted but not by much. He pushed floor nineteen. She exchanged a glance with Colleen. Lucky them.
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      There’s never much traffic in Whisper, so although I had delayed as much as I could, it didn’t take me any time at all to drive the mile and a half or so to the First Church of the Sacred Light. New Whisper, where the church is located, is downhill on the west side of the mountain. It’s actually not even part of the mountain, but in a flatter area that divides the mountain that is Whisper from the area that runs down through Lake Joy and into the Snoqualmie Valley.

      The First Church of the Sacred Light isn’t exactly in the best spot. It’s just off the main road, but down past where Main Street makes the turn to head down to Duvall and Carnation. There’s not a lot of traffic there, with only a few farms down the road beyond the church. Across the street, there are the entrances to two different housing developments, one of which was built by Meg’s father, David Barringer.

      I know this largely because I checked into his building background when I’d hired him to do the work on my building. Granted, Peter had highly recommended David, but I like to do my own checking.

      I think the church is an ugly building. It’s the sort of thing that would have made me not hire the person who designed it. Fortunately, David Barringer had nothing to do with the church. Having gotten to know him over the last couple of years, I expect he hates it as much as I do.

      The church is round rather than rectangular, which should have made it interesting, but the white, unadorned brick on the outside, and the long narrow windows running all around it make it look more like the upper part of a castle tower, assuming the rest of the castle was buried deep.

      The witch’s hat pointed roof doesn’t help either. Most buildings in Whisper and New Whisper have trees and shrubs around. Not the Church. Oh, there are a few rhodies near the front doors, but the rest is bare parking lot, but for a grassy spot that resembles a soccer field right behind the building. It sticks out into the parking area so it’s not even a good place to play. It’s supposed to be for ritual, but as there is only grass and a border of a few daffodils in the spring, it’s less than appealing.

      Perhaps it’s just me, and others find the church beautiful. I will say it’s interesting—and I’d probably like the tower-like look better if I liked Mary Margaret more.

      I went up to the main doors which were framed by human-sized black wind chimes in equally black stands. One door was propped open. I’d never been inside before, and I was surprised by how pretty it was. More church-like than the outside suggested, I guess. The carpet was red and the wood trim was oak, or at least an oak finish. The chandelier lights played with the stray bars of sunlight and made the nave quite pretty. The doors to the sanctuary were closed, but now I wondered what it looked like.

      If the scent of smoky sage and patchouli was a bit overdone, it helped drown out the fading smells of lilies that had been left too long. At least I didn’t sneeze. Looking around I saw a doorway off to my right and I walked toward it. Sure enough, just behind the wall of the nave was a small office. A woman sat there, looking out one of those long, narrow windows.

      “Are you Zenava?” I asked.

      She jumped, startled. The door to the front had made a sound that echoed in my ears when I let it drop close. It was hard to believe she hadn’t heard me come in.

      “Are you Rain? From Barringer and Associates?” she asked.

      I nodded. The office wasn’t that crowded, but it was small. A few low file cabinets behind the desk and a tall one in the corner. The desk was just large enough to be easily functional. There was one chair behind it and one next to the wall. I moved towards that chair.

      “I was hoping to get Meg Barringer,” Zenava said. “I heard she’s the best. But your reception person said she’s out of town and the other investigator, Kyle, was on a case.”

      I wasn’t sure Kyle’s bear was a case, unless of course, the bear was looking for its own investigator, but you never knew.

      “I actually run the security side of things, but as we didn’t have anyone else to take your call—and you did say it was urgent—I came to get your information. We’ll have one of our investigators look into what’s happening.”

      Zenava nodded. “The police are looking into the embezzlement. I reported it so they’re looking at my mom as well as everyone else. Mom wouldn’t do that. That’s not what she’s about. Look at this place!” Zenava spread her hands. “She built this. All on her own after my father got custody of me.”

      I bit my tongue to keep from interrupting her but I made a mental note that Zenava’s father might be someone worth looking into, particularly if Mary Margaret was being set up somehow. It struck me that she didn’t mention her sister at all. Interesting, but perhaps not terribly relevant. I went to grab a notebook in case I wanted to take notes, but my bracelet caught on my purse. I fiddled with it, trying to pay attention to Zenava.

      “Anyway, I don’t know who’s doing it. We have a bookkeeper with the access and ability to do it, but it started about three years ago, as far as I can tell, and she’s been here longer than that. I don’t know what would have changed. My mom has access, of course, and the bank. But it’s a bank, so no one looks seriously at them. Not that I really think the bank took the money…”

      “Banks have so many regulations,” I started.

      “I know!” Zenava exclaimed like that was a problem. “They want everything done their way. It’s so… I don’t know…oppressive.”

      I smiled a little. I wasn’t sure I minded banks being oppressive, when it came to my money, but I wasn’t going to argue. Clearly Zenava had her own ideas. I got the bracelet untangled and was able to sit up and look interested.

      “There are three members of the Church board that also see the books and have the information that could allow them to embezzle. Again, they’ve been on the board for years, so something had to have changed. I’m not sure what. I’m thinking it has to be one of them, but the police department doesn’t seem that eager to look into this.”

      “Why do you think that is?” I asked.

      “Like I said, the guy who was here seems to think my mother might have done it and he’s not that eager to look any further. If it was up to him, he’d have just taken her in and booked her, I think. But, I know it wasn’t her.” Zenava sat forward. With her long, straight, dark hair I put her in her mid-twenties, maybe. I would have to have RaeLynn look up her exact age if we took the case.

      “Why do you think we could be of more help?” I asked.

      “Well, you’d be working for me so you’d have a financial interest in finding out. You wouldn’t get paid unless you get an answer right?”

      “Wrong,” I said. I was starting to dislike this girl. There were things she was hiding—and she had a case of entitlement bigger than the state of Texas. She sat up straighter, doing her best to look imperious, but was clearly too shocked to succeed.

      “As private investigators, our policy is to take a retainer up front. We will use that money, which is non-refundable, to do a preliminary check into your case. Once we have that, we can give you an estimate on the time it will take us to keep pursing your case. You will pay us our regular retainer on a weekly or monthly basis, to be determined, depending upon how long we expect the case to take. Once we are done, you will pay all final fees and will have the information we have gathered to that point. If there are no leads, we will tell you, but it takes time for us to find leads. You pay for our time to investigate, not for our results.”

      Zenava did her best to look down her nose at me. I revised my age guess downward.

      “That doesn’t seem fair,” she said. “I need someone who gets results. If all I’m paying you for is time, what’s to stop you from padding that time and just jerking me around?”

      “Legally, we could get in trouble for that,” I said. “And our clients would no doubt catch on, so it’s not the way we do business. However, it does require some trust. If you don’t feel that Barringer and Associates is a trustworthy firm, I can make recommendations for other private investigation services.”

      Zenava pulled out a pad of paper. “Write down their names.”

      I took out my phone and looked up some contacts. I wrote down the names of competitors that I knew of. Meg could have given better recommendations but Meg wasn’t here. Zenava would have to live with my choices.

      “I’ll look into these people. Are you going charge me for this visit?” Zenava sneered.

      “The initial consultation where we decide if we can work together is free,” I said.

      “Then I’m surprised you get any work at all,” Zenava snapped and looked away from me.

      I stood and walked back out the door. She didn’t call me back. I almost wished she had. It’s been a long time since someone pushed my buttons so keenly. I mean yeah, Meg and I have issues. I even understand her issues. I totally get it. But this, this was something different. I was pissed. I stretched my arms and rolled my neck when I got to my car.

      It was chilly enough that I rubbed my hands together, wishing I had brought gloves. I didn’t feel my bracelet, and was looking down at my wrist when I thought I heard a scream.

      “I believe it was,” Zari said.

      I turned to look back at the building. No one else was around. I hesitated long enough to notice there was little traffic, only a blue car heading away from the church. I couldn’t not respond to a scream, could I? Even I really didn’t like Zenava?

      I sighed. The scream hadn’t sounded like one of frustration, but fear or pain. I should look. Even though I didn’t want to.

      Besides, I thought, rubbing my wrist, my bracelet had fallen off. Maybe Zenava was terrified of jewelry. I knew my mental exercises were likely ridiculous but so was someone hurting Zenava in a church just moments after I left.
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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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