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        London, October 1817

      

      

      

      Callum Davis, Duke of Stratton, admired the book on his parlor table. After months of blood, sweat, and a few tears, the novel he and his friends, Anthony Gibbs, the Duke of Westcliffe and Brody Evans, the Duke of Corwin, had written together, was in front of him. Published. Ready for sale.

      Printed with the assistance of Brody’s wife, Harriet, and expertly bound by Anthony’s wife, Ada, it truly was a joint effort. It was a wonderful day, despite the rain, and it was time for them to celebrate their achievement together.

      “Can you believe we actually did it?” Brody asked while Callum poured them each a glass of champagne. He glanced at Brody in time to see him pick up Seductive Scandal and turn it over between his hands. “I’m still in awe.”

      “It does feel a bit like a dream,” Anthony said. “Just imagine all the people who will read it and all the homes it will fill.”

      “It’s exciting,” Callum said. He began distributing the glasses. “And terrifying.”

      “You’ve nothing to worry about,” Ada said.

      She’d been living above her uncle’s bookshop when she and Anthony met. It was she who’d sparked the idea of the three men writing a romance novel in order to improve their incomes.

      Like Anthony and Brody, Callum had wasted most of his fortune on various amusements as a means by which to distract himself from the loss of his father. He’d not been ready to go on without him. Papa hadn’t been an old man. He should have lived several decades more and probably would have, had it not been for the accident that killed not only him but Anthony’s and Brody’s fathers as well.

      A tragic occurrence, caused by an explosion inside a barn.

      Callum tightened his hold on his glass and tried not to think of that awful day. Instead, he chose to focus on what he and his friends had accomplished. It was no small thing. “To romance and the marvelous success we hope it provides.”

      “Hear, hear,” the others replied.

      “I hope it sells a million copies,” Harriet said.

      Ada smirked. “All of us do, although that would set something of a record. I’m thinking a thousand copies to start would be impressive.”

      “Can it be done?” Brody asked.

      “Having written a romance novel with my three friends and seeing it printed and bound, I feel like anything’s possible,” Callum remarked. He sipped his champagne, then jutted his glass toward the others. “Your marriages are further proof.”

      Both men had married women who’d lacked dowries and connections. Brody had even believed his wife to be a young man when he first met her – until he’d discovered her true identity.

      Ada smiled at her husband. “He’s not wrong.”

      “I couldn’t agree with you more,” Anthony murmured, dropping a quick kiss to her cheek.

      “All we need to do now is see you happily settled,” Brody remarked, nodding at Callum.

      Callum coughed. “Let’s focus on the book, shall we.”

      “It would make dinner parties a great deal simpler,” Harriet said. “Even numbers make for a far more harmonious table setting.”

      “The book, if you’ll recall,” Callum said, attempting to get their minds away from the idea of him following in their footsteps any time soon. “We probably ought to make some sort of plan to promote it.”

      “We could place advertisements in the papers,” Brody suggested.

      “I’ve also been toying with the idea of having a card dropped off at various homes the day it releases,” Harriet said. “It could have the title and price on one side with a short story outline on the other.”

      “I like that,” Callum said. He gestured for his friends to sit before lowering himself to one of the armchairs. “It might even suggest some of the bookshops that carry the book.”

      “There’s another thing we can do,” said Ada. “One of the biggest influences upon a book’s success is a prominent review. I’ve asked The Lady Librarian if she’d be willing to write one and she has agreed.”

      “The Lady Librarian?” Brody’s eyebrows rose. “Impressive.”

      Callum agreed. The Lady Librarian had to be the most famous book critic in London. Her reviews appeared in The Mayfair Chronicle every Sunday. He’d personally purchased a few lesser-known book titles on the basis of her recommendations.

      “I’ve already provided her with a copy of the book,” Ada said, “and she has assured me she will start on it as soon as she finishes reading two others.”

      “So then, the review will likely be ready in one month’s time, give or take?” Harriet asked with eager excitement.

      “Yes. I believe it will be published the same week the book is released.”

      “Extraordinary.” Callum was wildly impressed. “How did you even know whom to contact? I thought her identity to be a secret.”

      “It is,” Ada said. She fiddled with a piece of lace on her skirt. “Few people know who she really is, but it just so happens she and I are good friends.”

      “Lucky us.” Anthony grinned and raised his glass for another toast. “To Seductive Scandal being a smashing success.”

      “I’ll drink to that,” Callum said with a laugh. He downed the remainder of his champagne and went to collect the bottle so he could refill the glasses. Glancing toward the window, he saw the rain had ceased and the sun had broken through the clouds.

      “Looks like the weather’s cleared up,” Anthony said when he and Ada prepared to leave. “Maybe we can walk home instead of taking the carriage.”

      “Mind if Peter and I join you?” Callum asked. He enjoyed a good afternoon walk and believed the exercise was good for his ten-year-old ward.

      “Of course not.” Anthony turned to Brody and Harriet. “What say you?”

      “I’m afraid we’re off to Hudson & Co.” The printing press where Harriet still worked, much to the shock and dismay of the ton, was in the opposite direction of Westcliffe House. “Thank you for offering though. And for the drink.”

      They said their goodbyes and took their leave. Callum went to fetch Peter and then the four of them headed toward Berkley Square. The pavement was wet, sending up the occasional spray of water whenever their shoes struck a spot where moisture had gathered. Callum took a deep breath. The air was fresher now, perhaps a bit cooler as well.

      “Mama always loved rainy days,” Peter murmured, his comment piercing Callum’s heart.

      It was only a few months since Callum’s cousin, along with his cousin’s wife, had died in a fire. Lewis Davis had named Callum in his will, asking that he take responsibility for his son if the worst were to happen. Peter had spoken very little since coming to live with Callum, despite Cullum’s efforts to try and help him with his grief.

      So far, he feared he was doing a terrible job.

      “I can understand why,” Ada said. “There’s really nothing better than sitting inside while raindrops drum on the windows. I’m rather fond of it myself. Especially since such days are perfect for reading. Do you enjoy reading, Peter?”

      “Sometimes.”

      “What’s the best book you’ve read?” Ada asked.

      “Gulliver’s Travels,” Peter remarked. He went very quiet before saying, “Papa used to read me a chapter at night before bed.”

      Unsure of how to respond, yet knowing the gut-wrenching pain he himself had gone through as a fully grown man when his father had died, Callum drew Peter close to his side and hugged him. He didn’t care who might see or if they thought public displays of affection were inappropriate. The only important thing right now was helping Peter through this difficult time as best as he could.

      “We’ve got that book in the library,” Callum said once he’d released Peter. “I’m happy to read it for you if you like.”

      “Thank you, but it won’t be the same,” Peter muttered.

      Of course it wouldn’t. “Perhaps a different book then. We can visit the bookshops together. I’m sure we can find something to strike your interest.”

      “The Swiss Family Robinson might be an option,” Ada suggested. “Unless you already own a copy.”

      “I believe…” Callum frowned when he noted the woman approaching from the opposite end of the street. Damnation. It was she. The Earl of Rosemont’s daughter, Lady Emily. He’d recognize that ginger hair anywhere, even if he could only spy a few stray curls from beneath the brim of her fashionable bonnet. “Come, let’s cross to the other side.”

      “Oh, but I cannot do that,” Ada said. “Not without greeting my friend.”

      Callum almost tripped. “You and Lady Emily know one another?”

      “Indeed.” She shot a surprised look in Callum’s direction. “It would seem you do too.”

      Of course they knew each other. They moved in the same circle and were of a similar age. Naturally, they’d both been present at various engagements over the years. Ever since her debut.

      “I sense a story here,” Anthony said with a hint of amusement.

      Callum stared straight ahead at the woman who’d been approaching at a steady pace until she’d spotted him. There was an awkward look about her now, as though she wished to turn on her heels and run, but couldn’t because of Ada. A strained smile appeared on her face as she straightened her posture and continued toward them.

      “Let’s just say she and I do not get along,” Callum told Anthony.

      “Why on earth not?” Ada asked. “She’s perfectly lovely.”

      If one enjoyed being reduced to an imbecile all the time since this was the effect Lady Emily had upon him. For some unknown reason, the universe seemed to have it in for him when he found himself in her presence. It didn’t help that he invariably said the wrong thing in an effort to smooth things over.

      “She hates me,” Callum informed his friends.

      “Really?” Anthony chuckled. “I’m surprised you never mentioned it before.”

      It wasn’t the sort of thing he cared to speak of. In fact, he preferred to forget every interaction he’d had with Lady Emily. Not reminisce over them with friends. He eyed Anthony while slowing his pace. “It wasn’t worth talking about.”

      Anthony snorted and then he and Ada were greeting Lady Emily. Callum hung back together with Peter, only the boy had spotted something that Callum had missed. Lady Emily wasn’t alone. She was walking a small fluffy dog. Not a poodle, but some other breed Callum wasn’t familiar with.

      Peter went straight for it, pressing past Anthony and Ada and dropping into a crouch so he could stroke the dog’s fur.

      Callum stepped forward. “Peter. You can’t just—”

      “It’s quite all right,” Lady Emily told him, smiling down at the boy. “Heidi loves attention. The more the better. Provided you do not mind, Lord Stratton.”

      He didn’t miss the added firmness to her voice when she spoke his title. It drew his attention and put him on edge as she always did when their paths crossed. But when she raised her gaze to his, all he saw was endless green.

      Swallowing, he did his best not to let it affect him. And yet, there was no denying the impact she had upon him. No doubt Lady Emily had been blessed with the loveliest eyes in the world, the prettiest features, and the most kissable mouth. He’d always thought so, and therein lay the problem.

      When he’d seen her last, his pulse had started to race as it always did in her presence. They’d been at the Farthington’s ball and had met in a hallway. An exchange had followed with both of them wishing to flee the other’s company as fast as possible. She’d stepped past him, he’d turned, and had inadvertently stepped on the hem of her gown.

      The next thing he knew, she was falling. And it had once again been his fault.

      Honestly, if the woman thought him an arse, or simply bad luck, he’d not be surprised. The point was, it was best if they didn’t interact since he clearly couldn’t behave as expected when he was around her.

      Heidi leapt up onto her hind legs and licked at Peter’s face. The boy laughed and Callum’s heart swelled until it became a painful ache in his chest. Nothing had made the lad happy thus far.

      Callum had tried having Cook prepare all manner of sweets. They’d been met with the same disinterest as rides in the park, a trip to the theatre, and the various toys Callum had bought him.

      It seemed obvious now that an animal might do what all other efforts had failed to accomplish.

      “Where are you heading?” Ada asked Lady Emily.

      “To the park. I’ve been praying for sunshine so I could take Heidi out. She’s so full of energy she can scarcely sit still unless she has a good walk. How about you?”

      “We’re heading home,” Anthony said. “Stratton and Peter decided to join us for the walk.”

      “Well, it was lovely to see you,” Lady Emily said, not looking at Callum. “Maybe we can meet tomorrow for tea, Ada. It’s been a while since we had the chance for a lengthy chat.”

      “I’d love that,” Ada replied. “But can we make it Friday? I promised my uncle I’d help him at the shop for the next few days.”

      “Of course,” Lady Emily said. “Friday suits me perfectly. I’ll invite Harriet too.”

      “Harriet’s also a friend of yours?” Callum asked.

      “Yes.” Instead of elaborating, Lady Emily dropped into a low crouch and spoke to Peter. “I’m very sorry, but Heidi and I must get going.”

      Peter looked crestfallen. He sent Callum a hopeful look. “Can’t we join them?”

      “We mustn’t impose,” Callum said while Lady Emily shook her head and took a step back, straight into a puddle.

      She gasped, and Callum instinctively reached for her. His hand caught her arm, but since that put his body off balance, he took a step forward. At the exact same time as she stepped out of the puddle.

      His foot came down over hers and she instantly cried out in pain.

      “Sorry. I didn’t—”

      “Release me,” she sputtered while trying to yank her arm free.

      He let her go at once. “Please forgive me, Lady Emily. I was only trying to help.”

      “I ought to be on my way,” she muttered. “I’ll see you on Friday, Ada. Three o’clock?”

      “Looking forward to it,” Ada said and added a smile.

      “Come on,” Callum told Peter. “We’ll visit Hatchards and stop by Gunther’s on the way home.”

      Peter shrugged one shoulder and gave a despondent, “All right.”

      Callum tipped his hat in Lady Emily’s direction. “My apologies once again. Enjoy your walk.”

      “What on earth was that?” Anthony asked a few moments later.

      “What?” Callum asked.

      “You looked like a bloody green boy on wobbly ground. I’ve never seen you so flustered in all my life.” He sent Callum a frown. “I wasn’t even aware men could get flustered until today. And just so you know, you’re still blushing all the way to your ears.”

      “I’m not…” Callum groaned with annoyance. “This isn’t a blush. It’s frustration.”

      “I think it’s sweet,” Ada told him.

      “What?” Callum croaked while Anthony chuckled.

      “You’ve clearly taken a fancy to her,” Ada said.

      Callum responded with a dry laugh. “I’ve done no such thing. The woman just has the annoying talent of putting herself in the path of my feet or elbows.”

      “Considering how suave you usually are in the presence of women,” Anthony mused, “I think it might be worth noting when you’re not. Especially if there’s a pattern.”

      “Girls can be scary,” Peter said, his voice low.

      “Lady Emily isn’t scary,” Callum told him. “She’s just incredibly vexing, that’s all.”

      “Is that why you didn’t want to walk with her?” Peter asked.

      “Yes,” Callum told him.

      It had nothing to do with the fact that he didn’t feel quite himself when she was near.
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      Emily hurried toward the park as fast as she could while Heidi kept pace with her much shorter legs. It was imperative that she add distance between herself and the Duke of Stratton. She should have known that standing near him would be a mistake. Had any other gentleman tried to help her, their foot would never have landed on top of hers

      She winced in response to the pain she still felt. Her shoes were made from thin leather and her toes had been crushed beneath his full weight. Checking the street and finding it empty, she crossed toward the park entrance.

      Had it not been for him, she would have invited Peter to visit so he could spend more time with Heidi. Emily wasn’t sure who the boy was or why he was walking with Stratton. As far as she knew, he had no son. Illegitimate or otherwise. And since he had no siblings, the boy could not be his nephew either. Which left few options. In Emily’s estimation, Peter was either a distant relation or Stratton’s ward.

      She slowed her movements while pondering this and gave Heidi a little more leash so it was easier for her to sniff the ground. Peter’s expression had been solemn. Too solemn for any child. Of course, he might just be temporarily in Stratton’s care while the parents travelled.

      Curious, she pondered these various possibilities while continuing through the park. Stratton had never struck her as a family man, so it was interesting to see him assuming a father figure of sorts. In her experience, he’d always been a bit of a rogue – the sort of man who flirted with every woman without ever courting a single one.

      Handsome, titled, and seemingly well-poised, he appeared the perfect candidate for England’s most eligible bachelor. When seen from afar, that was. Up close, he was an utter disaster. At least from her point of view.

      They’d met six years earlier when she’d made her debut. She’d been sixteen and he’d been eighteen, according to Debrett’s. It made sense to look him up after returning home from that hellish evening, if for no other reason than to find out who she was dealing with.

      Her parents had introduced them. Stratton had mumbled something about a dance and she had agreed to partner with him. After all, he’d been a duke’s heir and she had to admit she’d thought him rather dashing. It was unlikely he’d been similarly impressed by her, for rather than showing excitement, or even a tiny hint of pleasure, he’d looked like he might be sick. A curt nod had followed and then he’d stormed off.

      He'd not appeared again until two hours later when it was time for their set. Her interest in partnering with him had been much reduced by then, and it vanished completely when he stepped down on her feet. Not once, twice, or even thrice, but a grand total of thirteen times, leaving her toes so achy and swollen she’d had to sit for the rest of the evening.

      One might forgive such an occurrence, and she had. Not everyone was equally gifted when on the dance floor. She herself had struggled with her instructors, so she sympathized. What she did not expect was for it to be the first incident in a series of many.

      Keeping to the shorter path that led to the left, she continued walking while Heidi occasionally stopped to sniff. When the dog lingered too long, Emily gently pulled on the leash and the two continued.

      Not counting today, she had encountered Stratton on five additional occasions during the last six years. Each had left her increasingly certain that he was best avoided. He must have felt the same way, for they managed to steer completely clear of each other for nearly a year before crossing paths at the Farthington’s ball last week.

      The fall their encounter had led to was so incredibly typical, she ought to have seen it coming. It was no different from when he’d turned while attempting to move a chair, only to use said chair to knock her into a fountain. There was also the time he had been carrying two large glasses of punch through a crowded room. She’d been coming toward him from the opposite side, their eyes had met, and he’d promptly tripped, spilling the punch all over the front of her white gown.

      She also recalled him rushing to help her once when she’d dropped her dance card. Only she’d bent to pick the card up first, bringing her head immediately under his. Not knowing how close he’d come, she’d risen, knocking her head against his so hard her teeth had rattled.

      And then there was the time when he’d happened upon her in the park. They’d both been out riding and he’d pulled his horse alongside hers, as one does when one meets an acquaintance and tries to be polite.

      Except, he somehow managed to get his stirrup caught in her riding habit. How such a thing was possible she’d never know, but the fact remained that as he rode off, she was pulled from her mount. The only blessing was that it was early morning and that no one besides her groom had borne witness to the embarrassing ordeal.

      Finally, there was the Vauxhall Garden incident.

      She shuddered.

      Her only wish had been to have a nice outing with her parents. But he’d been there. Ready as always to ruin everything for her.

      She and her parents had gathered to watch the cascade – the waterfall spectacle Vauxhall was so renowned for. The moment she’d seen Stratton approach, she’d moved closer to where her father stood. Unfortunately, Stratton had not seemed the least bit deterred by this. He’d simply waited for the show to end before asking Papa for permission to have a private word with his daughter.

      Looking back, Papa had likely believed the conversation would lead to a courtship. He’d allowed it without hesitation, provided Stratton and Emily stayed within view. Stratton had agreed and led Emily farther along the path, to a more secluded spot.

      He’d told her how happy he was to see her again and that she looked lovely. All while keeping his gaze on anything other than her. He’d fumbled with something in his pocket and once he retrieved it, he’d launched into a lengthy apology relating to the horse-riding incident. She’d barely understood one word since he kept on losing his focus, interrupting himself and muttering, wrestling with the item he’d found in his pocket.

      It turned out to be a box of cheroots. He’d offered her one but she’d declined.

      “I accept your apology,” she’d told him, watching him strike a flint and light his cheroot. “Accidents happen.”

      He’d met her gaze and something in his eyes drew her nearer. The smile that followed had been so charmingly bashful she’d rather wished things might have been different between them. But then he’d said, “Unfortunately, you seem to be particularly bad luck for me.”

      The statement, spoken with an underlying hint of irritation, had set her back on her heels. She was bad luck for him? If anything, it had to be the other way around. She’d spun away without saying a word, too angry with him to speak. Except he’d leapt around her as if attempting to stop her from leaving, but in doing so, he’d brushed the cheroot he held between his fingers against her swirling skirts.

      Emily hadn’t even realized what had happened at first. It was Mama who’d called to her about smoking. She’d shaken her head, insisting she wasn’t, only to realize her gown had caught fire.

      Since then, she’d been very careful to avoid the Duke of Stratton at all costs.

      Still, she felt bad for Peter. It had seemed as though walking Heidi would likely have given him joy. Emily was sorry to have denied that, even if she’d done so for a good reason.

      She sighed and started her homeward trek. With the Season well and truly over except for the occasional party, avoiding Stratton for the rest of the year should not be too hard.

      Much to her surprise, she realized she was wrong to suppose such a thing when a letter arrived that evening immediately after supper. She was having tea with her mother in the parlor when Larrow, the butler, brought it to her on a silver salver.

      “From the Duke of Stratton, my lady.”

      Emily stared at the missive, half afraid to touch it in case the duke had somehow managed to poison it. She’d not put it past him.

      “Go on,” said Mama. “Take it.”

      Emily took a deep breath and picked up the letter. It had been neatly folded and sealed with a shiny blob of crimson wax bearing the Stratton insignia. A bold script on the front bore her name.

      Much to Emily’s astonishment, her heart began beating slightly faster. She fiddled with the paper while taking deep breaths in an effort to steady her pulse.

      “Aren’t you going to read it?” Mama asked while refilling their teacups.

      Emily nodded. The room felt uncomfortably hot all of a sudden. “Of course.”

      She tore the seal as carefully as she could so she might preserve it, and unfolded the paper.

      

      Dear Lady Emily,

      I hope this letter finds you well. Hopefully, your toes have recovered from the brutality they were subjected to this afternoon, although to be fair, I wouldn’t have stepped on them, had you been more aware of your surroundings. But since I did do the stepping, I’d like to extend an apology, though this is not my only reason for writing.

      While I realize our history has not been the best, I am hoping you will set it aside long enough to consider my humble request. What I ask, is for Peter to be allowed to spend additional time with Heidi. However inconvenient this may be for either of us, that dog is the first thing to capture his interest since his parents died. I cannot in good conscience ignore that and pray you won’t either.

      In anticipation of your response,

      Callum Davis, Duke of Stratton.

      

      Emily re-read the letter three times while trying to figure out what to make of it. She wasn’t sure whether she ought to feel vexed, touched, or slightly afraid. His suggestion that she was equally to blame for him stepping upon her toes was beyond the pale. But then he’d mentioned Peter’s response to Heidi and Emily’s heart had melted. She wanted to accommodate Stratton’s request, but she also feared doing so might cause her additional harm.

      “Well?” Mama asked. “What does he say?”

      “Nothing much,” Emily lied. She refolded the letter and tucked it inside her skirt pocket. “He merely wished to apologize for setting my gown on fire that one time.”

      She would not mention today’s interaction with him since she had no wish to answer whatever questions it might lead to. As far as her parents knew, there had only been the one mishap concerning her gown, which was also the worst one by far. But they’d been completely unaware of the rest. Each time an incident had occurred, she’d made an excuse, leaving Stratton’s name out of it. No one saw what had happened and she’d deliberately chosen to save him from the humiliation.

      Frowning, she now wondered at that decision.

      “But that was ages ago,” Mama said. “As I recall, he begged our forgiveness when it happened.”

      “Yes.” It was the only time he’d managed to say he was sorry, and only then because her parents were present. Had they not been, she would have cut him off as she usually did and asked him to leave her alone. She sighed. Maybe she wasn’t as kind as she thought herself to be.

      She glanced at Mama. “Do you mind if I retire? I’m feeling a little tired.”

      “By all means. Get some rest, Emily. You mustn’t linger on my account.”

      “Thank you.” Emily went and pressed a kiss to her mother’s cheek. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Goodnight.”

      When she arrived in her bedchamber, Emily rang for her lady’s maid, Georgina, to help her change into a nightgown and comb out her hair. Once this had been done and Georgina had left, Emily put on her dressing gown, then took a seat at her desk.

      The letter from Stratton lay before her, demanding a response.

      She took a deep breath and collected a crisp piece of foolscap. After dipping her quill in her inkwell, she took a moment to gather her thoughts before writing,

      

      Dear Duke of Stratton,

      I thank you for your letter, which was well received. While I will admit stepping into that puddle was no one’s fault but my own, my toes would not have been squished had you remained where you were. I did not require your aid but appreciate your apology. As for your request, I would like to do what I can to make Peter happy, though I do have a small request in return – that you and I maintain a safe distance apart at all times. If this suits, please bring Peter to Hyde Park tomorrow so he and Heidi can play. I’ll be at the entrance, ten o’clock sharp.

      Lady Emily Brooke
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"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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