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      There are times when something bad causes good things to happen.

      Katherine was waiting for those good things to start happening. She had only recently begun to feel that life was moving in a positive direction for the first time since the pandemic. But then war in Ukraine happened. And now the news was filled with heartbreaking reports on the shocking events in the Middle East.

      The world seemed to be in a terrible mess. She knew there was nothing she could do about that, but her greatest desire was for happiness – for everyone, but especially for those within her little circle of friends and family.

      She opened the shutters of the kitchen window overlooking the potager and thought about them while she watched a welcome downpour. Autumn had finally brought its usual rain to the Cap d’Antibes.

      There was something about the rain that took her back to those long, quiet months during the Covid-19 pandemic, when they had frequently wondered if life would ever change back to the way it had been. Now she knew it had in some ways, but in others it seemed as if it would be permanently different.

      Drops of rain splattered on the glass as she gazed through the window.

      A drought in the south of France during the summer had been severe, making the storm they were experiencing now pleasing in many ways. Like diamonds falling from the sky, Katherine mused, the rain will bring many people happiness for a number of reasons.

      She started slightly when her phone rang.

      “Coucou, Minou!” Philippe greeted her with his favorite affectionate name for her. “You were sleeping so soundly when I left this morning, I hoped I hadn’t wakened you.”

      “Pas du tout! Not at all! And thanks for taking the dogs out in the rain. They were still drying off in the mudroom when I got up.”

      “It was quite a deluge this morning, but a welcome one,” Philippe said. “Coco and Rocco were happy not to dally outside for long. And you know how unusual that is!”

      The mental image of the dogs looking baffled by the forgotten feel of rain made them both laugh.

      “I guess the marché is not too busy right now,” Kat said.

      “Well, it looks like the storm is on its way out, and I can see more folks arriving. I wanted to remind you that I have meetings after we close today, so I won’t be home until later. Can you believe we are already beginning to discuss plans for the fête de Noël?”

      Kat nodded as she spoke. “It will be here before we know it. Two months can fly by.”

      “Oui. D’accord,” Philippe agreed with a sigh.

      Kat continued, “Well you being late coming home works out just fine as I am going to Nice to have lunch with Véronique. David is away for a few days. I should be back about the same time as you.”

      “Give her a bisou for me. Ciao, ciao,” Philippe said.
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      Kat stayed at the window for a few more minutes, thinking about their own plans for the December holidays. With just a few days left in September, the festive season would soon begin. And she had already begun to think about it, although this year she was as relaxed about the details as she had been in a twist about them four years earlier. The “Christmas conundrum” is what her best friend, Molly, had named it that year.

      The last two Christmases had been during la pandemie, but, even so, they had been special in their own small way.

      This will only be our second “normal” fête de Noël, she thought with a frisson of delight.

      Only three weeks had gone by since she and Philippe celebrated the vendange, the wine harvest, at Joy’s vineyard in the Luberon. It had taken place much earlier this year because of the drought and was the first one they had attended since the pandemic. For that reason it was an immensely joyous, yet still a bit tentative, occasion.

      Kat had observed that people were doing their best to make the festival exactly the same as it had been historically. But there was no question there was a “new normal” in the air, and it seemed no one could decide whether it was good or not. There had been a slight hesitation in everything they did that showed their uncertainty.

      Now she reminded herself that something that one person considers to be very good isn’t always viewed the same way by others. And vice versa. She found the state of the world right now was frightening and depressing.

      She knew she had to have a serious talk with Simone and listen to her wisdom. If anyone could help her focus on the positive it was her dear friend, who had survived the awful years of World War Two. No one else she knew had been through a worse disaster.

      Looking on the bright side, the economy appeared to be reviving, and tourists were flocking back to France. But she’d noticed that some daily habits had changed. Certainly, the French bise was not used nearly so carefreely. Now she saw many people shaking hands or giving fist bumps rather than the air kisses to each cheek that had been customary for centuries. That was sad. She had always found the tradition so charming.

      Rather than focusing on the negative, Kat switched her thoughts to the rain again and considered how her potager would respond to such a soaking. She could picture the wilting vines growing strong once more and the drooping bushes filling out, their branches full of luscious leaves and the tiny buds that would start growing again. Autumn flowers would burst into colorful blooms, and the garden would come alive again. There were still many plants that had yet to produce fruit and vegetables to grow big enough to pick, so the harvest would be abundant this month after all.

      Her darling chickens were clucking and fluffing their feathers, enjoying the rain now that its intensity had decreased. She knew they would only stay out briefly until the sun appeared.

      As they busily pecked away, she considered how much pleasure each of the different breeds gave her. Discovering chickens were such lovable creatures, for the most part, had come as a complete surprise when she first got them. Now she got real pleasure from watching how their colors, shapes and personalities told their own stories as they interacted.

      She first became aware that chickens were such cuddly, affable creatures when Philippe’s daughter, Adorée began telling her about the ‘chooks’ she had in Ste-Mathilde.  She had moved there to take care of the centuries-old home and garden owned by Marie-Claire Bellefleur, who had become too old to manage them by herself.  Kat and Philippe often visited Adorée after her move.  Watching her transform from being a stressed-out financial advisor in London to a calm, contented young woman who loved nature and the countryside had brought them much happiness.

      Sadly, Madam Bellefleur had not survived the pandemic at her nursing home. She had grown to love Adorée and was so grateful for all her care that she left her entire property and belongings to her. The love story continued when Adorée met Max.

      The young couple had brought these wonderful hens with them when they came to help celebrate Kat and Philippe’s first wedding anniversary. Bubba, the rooster, had been added later after Kat saw some like him at a goat farm she was visiting with Philippe. His comical appearance, all fluffy and white, had caused a coup de foudre, instant love, for Kat. She still had no idea why she had decided there and then on his peculiar name.

      The hens let Bubba think he was in charge, but Kat could see that they were really the ones in control of the henhouse.

      Such a diversity of chicken breeds in their poulailler meant that they had a daily collection of multi-colored eggs – from soft blue and green to speckled and all shades of brown. They had been a wonderful gift, outdone only when Adorée announced she was pregnant and asked Kat if she could call her ‘Maman.’ That, in turn, had been outdone by her greatest gift of all to Kat – the delivery of the adorable twins, Jean-François and Chloé.

      When the twins began calling Kat ‘Mimi’ an affectionate term for grandmother, she had wondered if things could possibly get any better.

      Yes, her own life was good, she reminded herself, despite the trouble the world was in. She smiled at the chirps floating through the kitchen windows and left them open to let in the fresh breeze while she got on with her tasks.

      She continued polishing a copper saucepan before replacing it on the shelf alongside the others. Belle was purring contentedly in a wicker basket in a corner while her kittens, Bijou and Bonbon, chased each other around the table legs.

      Looking at her watch, Kat was pleased to see she still had plenty of time to drop by Simone’s, as she had promised to do the day before.
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      The chocolate lab siblings, Rocco and Coco, now happily dry, raced along the short trail to Simone’s, dodging puddles that had formed in what until today had been dusty, dry gravel.

      In spite of parched conditions all summer, the path was bordered with flowering shrubs: pink and white oleander, blue plumbago, and bougainvillea still in vivid shades of fuchsia and purple. Kat silently said a thank you to their gardener, Auguste, and his steadfast dedication to the entire garden.

      Excited braying and snuffling erupted from behind Simone’s villa as the dogs greeted Victor Hugo and The Twins, the resident donkeys who owned Simone’s heart. Kat knew the dogs would be frantically racing around the property for some time.

      “Coucou,” she called as she opened the unlocked door and stepped into Simone’s art-filled foyer. The smell of freshly baked, buttery madeleines filled the air, as usual.

      Delphine appeared from the kitchen and greeted Kat, wiping her hands on her long linen apron. “Since today is my day off and the weather rather dreary, Mimi decided it was the perfect time to teach me the secrets of her pot-au-feu. We’re prepping now and will put it together later. And I have just made a fresh pot of tea.”

      Katherine was happy to hear Delphine calling Simone by the same affectionate French term as her own grandchildren. The relationship between the young woman and the elderly Simone delighted everyone who knew them, but especially Kat, who had played such a large role in bringing them together.

      “It’s one of Philippe’s favorite dishes,” Kat said. “And mine too, for that matter.”

      Simone leaned up to faire la bise, kissing Kat’s cheeks.

      “Now that Delphine is comfortable living here with me, I’ve decided my ninety-ninth year is a good one to share some of my secrets with her,” she said as they entered the kitchen. Delphine looked up from a chopping board covered in leeks and carrots and waved a greeting.

      Kat grinned. “That’s wonderful news! But somehow I think it will take much longer than one year for those secrets to be revealed.”

      The three of them laughed.

      “Assis-toi, ma chérie. Sit, my dear,” Simone said. “I want to hear all about the exhibition at the gallery last night. Delphine has already told me the place was crowded and many of your pieces were wearing sold stickers, so don’t be too modest!”

      Kat blushed and hid her embarrassment by taking a big gulp of tea from the mug Simone had just handed to her. “I’m happy to say it was a very successful opening night. I’m always so surprised when strangers want to buy my photography. I’m not sure I will ever get over that.”

      “Ma belle, you put so much effort into your work during the lockdowns,” Simone said. “We watched you perfecting your techniques in so many ways. I’m not surprised they are sought after.” Delphine nodded in agreement.

      An artist herself, Simone had become a mentor to Kat in the early days of their friendship. As a result, Kat had turned her hobby of photography into a serious artistic pursuit. Simone had repeatedly assured her that it was never too late to explore and develop her creativity.

      “Well,” Kat added, “it was the gallery’s first big exhibit since the pandemic, and it was apparent people were very happy to be able to attend and acquire something new.”

      They sat at the kitchen table and chatted for a while, then Kat said she should be getting on her way as she was going into Nice to meet Véronique for lunch.

      “She and David were in New York for a few weeks, so we have some catching up to do. She said she has something on her mind, and I don’t want to keep her waiting.”

      “Give her big bisous from us,” Simone said.

      Gesturing to the vegetables and herbs on the counter by the cutting board, Kat said, “I should let you get on with your prepping too.”

      “We will have plenty for all of us for dinner. Why don’t you and Philippe join us?” Simone said.

      “Alfonso is going to be here as well,” Delphine said with a shy smile, referring to a young man on Didier’s team of workmen, one she was becoming very close to.

      Kat beamed. She was particularly fond of Alfonso. “Mille mercis! We would love to join you. I’ll check with Philippe just to be certain he has not made plans. I should be back at home by five.”

      “I saw Philippe at the marché this morning when I went to pick up the veggies and some cheese, and I did mention it to him,” Delphine said. “I didn’t think you or Mimi would mind, and he was totally on board.”

      Katherine laughed. “I’m sure he was! Any meal here is a treat, but Simone’s pot-au-feu is always special for him, as it takes him straight back to his childhood.”

      She stood up, ready to leave, and glanced out the window to the garden. She beckoned to the others to see what she was seeing. All five animals, dogs and donkeys together, were flopped on the dry ground under the overhang of the stable and appeared to be sound asleep.

      “They must have set a record just now for the number of laps they ran,” Delphine said. “Why don’t you leave the dogs here with us, and I’ll walk back with them later to your place? Or perhaps they could stay here since you are coming for dinner.”

      “Bonne idée!” Kat agreed. “I’ll pick up an afternoon baguette at the boulangerie and check in with you when I get back from Nice. Have fun in the kitchen. Bonne cuisine!”

      Simone and Delphine walked with her to the front door, where the three women bised all around.
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      Kat had the cloth roof of her pale blue Deux Chevaux folded down as she drove along the Bord de Mer, the road that ran alongside the coast from Antibes to Nice. The little bare-bones car drove smoothly enough, and she was enjoying the breeze in her hair. The thick noon-hour traffic had eased and she was taking her time, appreciating her favorite route to the neighboring town.

      With the Mediterranean shimmering to her right and the hordes of summer sunbathers long gone, the pebble beach was once again the domain of solitary fishermen and hardy swimmers. She could do this drive every day and never tire of it.

      For local trips like this one, she still preferred to drive the Deux Chevaux –  a deudeuche as the French called them. When he surprised her with it as a wedding gift, Philippe had predicted she would soon tire of it, but she swore it was so special she would use it forever.

      “Nous verrons,” he’d said. “We will see!”

      The issue that she had intended to discuss with Simone was still on her mind, and she was feeling reflective. She and her new family had emerged from the difficulties and tragedy of the pandemic relatively unscathed. It crossed her mind that perhaps they were even stronger for it. But there had been one tragic exception.

      Kat felt her throat thicken and tears begin to well as she thought of Oncle François. He had meant so much to her. They had shared a deep connection from the time during her first home exchange in France when, thanks to his dog, Picasso, alerting her, she discovered his nearly lifeless body lying in a field on his farm in Provence. Later, in Paris, it was his words of wisdom which gave her the courage to change her life. “Life is full of choices,” he’d said. “Don’t be afraid to make them when you know they are right for you. You are so much younger than I and have much to live for. Live it well.”

      In the years after that, she became part of Philippe’s family, and Kat was grateful for all she continued to learn from this wise, gracious man, who’d had no trouble leaving his successful business life behind after his beloved wife passed. He was content to become a simple goat farmer in Ste-Mathilde, close to his sister-in law, Joy, and other members of their extended family.

      After recovering from another serious illness before the pandemic even appeared, François was unable to fight off the infection when he was stricken with Covid-19 last year. When Philippe and Kat spoke to him over Facetime on his iPad the afternoon he died, he had said how happy he was the doctor had said he could go home in a few days. The knowledge he had passed peacefully in his sleep at the hospital where he had been made comfortable was a great comfort to Kat and to the entire family. During his final illness, everyone in the family had spoken to him after he was admitted to hospital, fearing they might lose him. It was a comfort to them all that he died knowing how much his family cared.

      The memorial service they held for him when the lockdown was over was filled with love, and treasured memories of him were shared. The village church overflowed with people who wanted to pay their last respects. It seemed as if everyone who lived in Ste-Mathilde was there.

      Kat suddenly became aware now that she was already driving along the Promenade des Anglais in Nice. Her thoughts had carried her along the route, but now she turned her attention to the busy traffic before turning the car down into the parking garage under the Cours Saleya market in the city’s Old Town.
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      She walked out into the bright sunshine and waved to a few market vendors she had come to know over the years. They were beginning to disassemble their stalls to make room for the tables and chairs that would quickly take over the space and transform the entire street into restaurant patios.

      Lunch was a serious business, as were all meals in France. Several people were carefully making their dining choices, tempted by the banter of a greeter, at many of the menu stands set up before the tables and chairs.

      Kat rang the buzzer at Véronique and David’s door and quickly climbed the steep stairs to their pied-à-terre which overlooked the market street. The door was not locked and after a polite tap, she heard Véronique inviting her in. She called out from behind an elegant painted silk screen in one corner of the large drawing room. “I’m quickly getting changed! I got caught in that deluge earlier when I was out hiking. Mon Dieu, I looked like a drowned rat when I got home!”

      “Take your time,” Kat said. “I’m going out on the terrace for a moment. I think I saw a rainbow just as I came out of le parking.”

      She opened one of three sets of French doors and stepped onto the narrow, flower-filled sitting balcony. Looking up towards Castle Hill, she saw a broad rainbow over the trees and, as it began to fade, quickly caught a shot with her phone.

      “I’m glad I didn’t miss that!” she said as Véronique joined her, looking refreshed with her pewter-toned hair swept up in a loose bun and, as always, much younger than her seventy-some years.

      “You always seem to be at the right spot at the right moment, ma belle amie.” She exchanged bises with Kat and her stunning green eyes sparkled as she said, “It’s been too long since we had time to sit and catch up.”

      “You are so right. But I know you’ve been engrossed in a new weaving project in Entrevaux. I can’t wait to hear all about it.”

      Véronique was a well-respected weaver in French art circles and never without a project on the go in her studio in the Provençal alps.

      She grinned, “I’ve got photos to bore you with too. Are you ready to eat?”

      “Totalement, but first show me the photos and tell me all about this new work of yours. Then we can eat.”

      “Thanks for your enthusiasm. I’m very excited about this as it is for the French Tourism Board. They want it to be emblematic of the gifts of nature on the Côte d’Azur. Tell me what you think.”

      Véronique opened her cellphone and passed it to Kat. There were several photos of the wall hanging on a massive vertical loom, some showing the whole tapestry and others close-ups of the weaving. Kat exclaimed at the stunning combination of colors and the contrasting textures of the wool and silk fibres. She listened, all ears, as Véronique talked about her vision for the piece and how she hoped it would remind viewers of the importance of caring for the beauty and life of our planet.

      “Working on this in Entrevaux is so inspiring, with the landscape that surrounds us there and the magnificent view down to the sea.”

      “I can’t wait to see the finished piece. When will you bring it to Nice?”

      “The presentation is supposed to be in another month. I’ve got to give it a few tweaks and then it is done.”

      “I hope we will be invited to the presentation,” Kat said. “At the risk of being pushy.”

      “Tu rigoles? Are you kidding? You, Philippe, Simone and Delphine will be at the top of the list. Do you think we could entice Joy down from Ste-Mathilde? I will give you all plenty of notice.”

      “Magnifique!” Kat replied, handing the phone back.

      Véronique closed it, saying, “Allons-y. Let’s go eat. Do you feel like seafood? I saw Chef Gilbert earlier this morning and he said he had just bought some of the finest sea bass he had seen in ages. Fancy that?”

      “Normally I would, but we are going to Simone’s for her pot-au-feu today, so it will be salad for me.”

      “Understood. However, David’s been in Paris on business for a few days and I’m starving.” Véronique rolled her eyes.

      “So, of course you’ve been forgetting to eat,” Kat teased. She was well aware that David was the chef in the family, and Véronique often got so caught up in her art projects when he was not home that it never occurred to her to stop for even a snack.

      They both laughed, knowing how well Kat was aware of her friend’s habits.

      As they walked across the Cours Saleya to Chef Gilbert’s nearby seafood bistro, Kat commented on how rapidly the street had been transformed. “I can never get over how quickly the market stalls disappear after noon. The cleaners wash and sweep – et voilà!”

      They exchanged bonjours with the waiter who seated them and soon were sipping a lightly chilled rosé.

      The sun was still so warm they were glad the restaurant was situated at a corner where a light breeze from the Mediterranean wafted across the Promenade and through an arch to where they were sitting.

      After catching up on events in each other’s lives that had happened during the past few weeks when they had not spoken often, Véronique’s forehead wrinkled. She looked perplexed. “I’ve something strange to tell you. It’s so bizarre I wondered if I should even mention it, but I can’t stop thinking about it.”

      “You are always one to speak your mind. What is it?”

      “Three nights ago, before David left for Paris, we were out with business associates at Le Switch – ” she paused.

      “The drag-queen venue,” Kat said.

      “Yes. I didn’t know you knew about it.”

      Kat nodded. “We’ve been a few times,” she said with a cryptic smile

      Véronique raised her eyebrows in surprise. “Well, it was a first for me … because it only opened fairly recently, right? Years ago, before it closed down, we occasionally went to the old drag queen theatre. It seems to me that this type of entertainment rather died off, but now it is back with a bang. It was so much fun!”

      Kat chuckled. “You looked amazed to think we went there too.”

      Véronique shook her head. “Nothing amazes me anymore. I just picture you and Philippe more at the Opera than at Le Switch.”

      “Oh, we get around.” Kat said, “but you are right, I don’t think I’ve ever mentioned us going to Le Switch to you. Guess it slipped my mind. So, what is this bizarre incident you speak of?”

      Véronique looked at her intently. “I’m just going to come right out and say it. One of the queens looked right at me with a smile, and I had this strange feeling I knew her … er … him … no, her.”

      “Well, everyone there is so friendly. It was probably just that.”

      “You are so right.”

      “The performances are always so positive,” Kat went on. “They are joy-filled in their own ways.”

      “I couldn’t stop thinking about it though. There was just something in the look – as if we knew each other. And it made me think of you because it seemed to be a face I’ve seen at your place. How strange is that?”

      Kat’s mind was racing. Was the secret out? She said nothing, and Véronique continued talking.

      “Honestly, I thought for a moment it was Auguste – your gentle giant. It was the eyes, even with exaggerated makeup – and his lovely smile.”

      Before Kat could reply, much to her relief, the waiter arrived with their meals. Recognizing the women as regular customers, he engaged them in a lively chat about local politics for a moment before wishing them bon appétit.

      The two friends dug into their meals, and soon the only sounds were their murmurs of pleasure and comments about the consistently delicious food at this bistro.

      Then Véronique spotted a neighbour passing by and invited her to join them for a glass of rosé. The conversation about the friendly queen at Le Switch seemed forgotten. But Kat knew she would have to continue it with Véronique if it came up again. She had to get the story straight before that happened.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      After an hour of chat about the current political issues in the old town and how the enormous crowds of tourists this summer had created problems, Véronique’s neighbour excused herself.

      The two friends decided to stay and shared an exquisitely rich crème brûlée with a burnt sugar top that was just the right amount of crackle.

      “My taste buds are singing,” Kat declared. “Sometimes a dessert like this is just what the doctor ordered.”

      “D’accord! This was such a great catch-up, Kat. It seems like ages since we have been together. My trip back to New York City with David lasted longer than we had anticipated because there were so many family issues to take care of. Even though he has lived in France for most of his life, there were still many details about property belonging to the family he had to wrap up. It was his job since he is the oldest in the family.”

      “But it’s a relief, isn’t it? To know those responsibilities have ended? I know it was bittersweet when I went back to Toronto last spring and sold my mother’s house. But truly it felt like a load off my shoulders to no longer be concerned about the roof or the garden and finding responsible tenants.”

      “I remember you saying how it felt like closing the door on your life there. I’m sure that wasn’t easy.” Véronique reached over and covered Kat’s hand with hers. “But your life truly is here in France now, and those little grandchildren of yours make it even more so. D’accord?”

      “No question! I never imagined being a grandmother, but I love it. Thank goodness we can all visit with each other in person again and not just see each other on video calls. I’ve spent so much time in Sainte-Mathilde this year, I was worried Philippe might complain. But he’s happy that I go and joins me when he can. We are totally besotted with Jean-François and Chloé.”

      “They are such adorable twins!” Véronique gushed. “How lucky to have two at once … and one of each! They are soon going to be three years old, n’est-ce pas?”

      “In November, shortly after my birthday,” Kat said. “Incroyable! Why don’t you come with me the next time I go?”

      Véronique clapped her hands. “Oui! That will be great fun, and it will be wonderful to see Joy and her family too. My heart still aches that Oncle François is not there. It’s hard to believe he is gone.”

      They were silent for a moment.

      “He was a very special man, and I’m glad we had a chance to get to know him,” Véronique continued. “That was one of the many bonuses of our friendship with you and Philippe.”

      Kat smiled at that thought. “He will always be with us,” she murmured. “Did I tell you that Tante Joy will be with us for a few days over the holidays? You will see her then.”

      Then her eyes clouded over and she shook her head in disbelief. “It’s truly bizarre how life works, isn’t it? If I had not gone to Entrevaux with Philippe that day four years ago and had that crazy, terrifying car chase, you and I might never have met. We might have simply collected our cheese from your son and left.”

      “I’m so glad I was there and we were able to offer you a chance to catch your breath and recover. What an experience you had!”

      They reminisced for a moment. Katherine asked about their son, Jacques, who had a goat herd above Entrevaux and produced the exceptional goat cheese she and Philippe had gone to pick up.

      “And Mohammed?” Kat asked, referring to a young illegal migrant who had rescued Rocco when he fell down a hole outside Simone’s property. In gratitude, Philippe had sponsored his application for permanent residency, and Jacques had given him a job on his farm.

      Véronique beamed. “He is flourishing! And his family has applied to come to France from Africa. It’s a long slow process, though.”

      They called for the bill and after splitting it and giving each other a warm bise, they agreed to get together with their husbands once David returned from his business trip.

      “Come to the Villa des Violettes for a day. We could go for a hike along the coastal path while the warm weather is still with us,” Kat said. “And you will see the final changes that have been made to the stable!”
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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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