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        For Aurora, I pray God reveals Himself to you in wonderful ways.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        “And the word of God continued to increase, and the number of the disciples multiplied greatly in Jerusalem, and a great many of the priests became obedient to the faith. And Stephen, full of grace and power, was doing great wonders and signs among the people.”

        -Acts 6:7-8
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      33 A.D., Jerusalem

      

      Lydia pushed her long braid over her shoulder and grabbed a pail on her way outside.

      “Shalom, Michal,” she greeted the female goat.

      The animal barely glanced in her direction as it continued grazing on weeds in the open courtyard.

      Squatting low, Lydia placed the pail under the goat, pushed up the sleeves of her tunic, and set to milking.

      As the ivory liquid filled the container, Lydia hummed to herself. “You’ve got it pretty good here in the villa, Michal. I mean, as far as a goat’s life can get. You keep producing milk and Theodotos will keep you around. Not like those others he slaughters in the Temple every day.”

      She surveyed the other animals as her hands fell into a rhythmic pace. “You don’t have to worry about a bunch of siblings bossing you around either. Me, on the other hand? My older brothers, James and Joseph, act like Jerusalem’s walls would fall if they weren’t in charge. Assia is tucked away in the boring town of Nazareth, living out her dream of being a wife. And Jude spends all his time with his nose in scrolls or gesturing with his deaf betrothed.”

      The male goat strolled over to Lydia and butted her with his head.

      “I’m busy, Daniel.” She nudged the goat away with her elbow. “I’ll bring you some scraps later.”

      Daniel buried his face in the weeds beside Michal.

      Lydia sighed. “And where’s Simon, the brother I’m normally responsible for? He had the good sense to disappear months ago. Though, I might as well have run away with him for as much as anyone pays attention to me.”

      A loud crowing pierced the air around Lydia.

      “Thank you, Enoch,” she called up to the rooster perched nearby. “But you’re too late for this household. My mother makes it her aim to be up before your cries. Her daughters are not afforded the luxury of waiting for you either. Too much to do.”

      As Michal’s flow decreased, Lydia wiped away the small beads of sweat forming on her brow. “I know I should be grateful. At least James had the sense not to force me back to Nazareth with Assia. I don’t miss that dusty little town in the slightest. Jerusalem has much more to offer.”

      She rose and stretched her back. “Besides, I’m sure Assia got pregnant the instant she became Hiskiel’s bride. I wouldn’t have been able to take her flaunting a growing belly in my face every day. It’s bad enough that Elissa’s midsection is swollen with life. At least she has the decency not to force herself to be the center of attention.”

      Picking up the pail, she noticed the weight was off. “Hmm, you’re a lot lighter today.” She swirled the liquid. “Oh, Michal, don’t tell me you’re pregnant, too.”

      Michal ruminated on the bits of vegetation poking out the sides of her mouth, oblivious to the accusation.

      “Terrific.” She blew away some strands of hair that had fallen into her face and moved to the other female goat. “Shalom, Abigail.” She set the pail under the animal. “I’m sure you’ll be faithful with your supply today.”

      She warmed her hands and set to work. “I’m not sure who’s worse, my three overbearing brothers or my lazy younger sister, Salome. Poor girl has her head stuck in the clouds waiting for our oldest brother to come back down.” She flicked her gaze to the gray sky. “No one has the heart to tell her he’s not coming back anytime soon.”

      A gentle nudge to her back caused her to turn.

      The white colt stood behind her, his large eyes almost pleading.

      “Shalom, Boaz.” She reached out and rubbed his soft muzzle.

      Boaz closed his eyes and leaned into her strokes.

      Visions of palm branches and praises flooded her mind. Jesus. Her oldest brother’s name echoed through her as a half-question, half-prayer.

      She huffed some hair away from her face. “Of course He turned out to be Messiah. He’s perfect. Just like everyone else in this family. Except me,” she paused, “and maybe Simon.” She continued milking Abigail. “But where is Jesus? Gone. Just like Assia and Simon. And I’m stuck here with the rest of them. But do they care about me?”

      “Baa,” Abigail answered.

      “That’s right. They sure don’t. It’s ‘Lydia, do this’ and ‘Lydia, do that.’ I’m often treated more like a servant than a sister. Some days, I wish I could disappear.”

      “Maa.”

      “You’re right.” She sighed. “They’d be lost without me. Who would do their work for them while they run around Jerusalem, taking care of every Moses and Miriam with their hands out?”

      When Abigail was sufficiently milked, Lydia headed back toward the house. A wind picked up, causing her dress to flutter and the skin of her exposed arms to prickle.

      She shivered. “The rainy season is certainly upon us.” She pushed down her sleeves and looked at Michal. “Another reason for you to be grateful. No matter how cold it gets, you’ll be taken care of here.” She let her gaze drift toward the streets. “Unlike so many others.”

      She scratched the place behind Michal’s left ear she knew was the goat’s favorite. “I’m sure Theodotus will be pleased with your news. I’ll inform him this evening.”

      Retreating inside the villa, she deposited the pail beside her mother in the kitchen, kissed her cheek, and moved to warm her hands beside the continual fire.

      Mary arranged bowls onto a platter. “Lydia, would you bring these to the men?”

      I can’t even have a moment to warm myself. “Yes, Ima.” Lydia collected the tray and left to deliver it to the men waiting to break their fast.

      Jesus’ collection of disciples had grown to include an additional seven who’d been tasked with meeting the needs of the Hellenistic widows in Jerusalem. These men often arrived with the sun, seeking wisdom from James and Peter before heading out for the day.

      Lydia wove herself through the throng of men to deposit the platter on the low table. She knew the dishes would be empty before she had a chance to return to the kitchen, so she waited. It was an easy excuse for a reprieve from her chores.

      The hum of voices sounded like a hive with news being brought in and orders being handed out. Each man assigned tasks, which all seemed very much the same to her. Exchange coins for food and clothing, patch a roof, check on the sick and dying. The men’s chores blended with her own. Milk the goats, wash the dishes, prepare the food. Task after task, day after day. Only to lay her head down and wake to the same tasks waiting the next day.

      She sighed to herself as she watched the dishes empty and moved to retrieve the platter.

      A man reached for the last dried fig, but bumped into her arm instead. “Forgive me.” He withdrew his hand. “I thought I saw…” He pointed to the fig.

      “Oh.” Lydia plucked the shriveled fruit from the bowl and held it out. “I thought my brothers had devoured everything.”

      “Brothers?” He accepted the fig and eyed the gathering. “Which ones are your brothers?”

      She pointed to a semi-circle of four men. “Those three there, but not the fisherman.”

      “Ah.” He nodded. “The fisherman is Peter, right?”

      “He answers to Simon Peter sometimes.” She gestured to each of her brothers. “James, Joseph, and Jude. Three of my older brothers.”

      “I see the resemblance.”

      Lydia’s lips twisted.

      “Not that you look like a man,” he quickly added, twisting the stem of the fig between his fingers. “What I meant was that you look like your brothers, but in a different way.”

      She scrunched her forehead.

      “Forgive me.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “I’ve made a mess of the compliment. Can we start over?” He dipped his head. “I’m called Stephen.”

      Lydia held her guard for a few moments longer until she noticed red crawling up his neck and softened. “You can call me Lydia.”

      “Lydia,” Stephen repeated. “A fitting name.” He smiled so wide it squinted his eyes.

      Before she could ask his meaning, Joseph stepped nearer.

      “The others are heading out, Stephen.” Joseph glanced at his sister. “Peter wants everyone to try to stay ahead of the storm coming in, and we’ve got extra tasks getting everyone ready before Shabbat.”

      Lydia nodded. “I’ll make sure Ima has warm bread and stew ready when you return.”

      Stephen kept his attention on Lydia.

      Joseph cleared his throat.

      “Oh.” Stephen shook his head. “Your sister was introducing herself.”

      “Don’t get too attached to her,” Joseph teased. “Lydia enjoys spending more of her time with animals rather than people.”

      “At least they don’t protest when I speak,” Lydia defended. “Unlike most of my siblings.”

      Stephen chuckled.

      Joseph lifted an eyebrow at her. “Don’t you have chores waiting?”

      “Don’t you have widows waiting?” Lydia fired a verbal arrow back at her brother.

      “Yes, we do.” He motioned between himself and Stephen.

      Lydia picked up the empty platter from the table. “You should get to it then.”

      Joseph shook his head and turned away.

      Stephen moved to give Lydia room to leave. “Don’t take his words to heart.”

      She caught his bright eyes. Staring into them for too long, she noticed they were a strange color; like ginger tea that had been left to steep too long.

      Stephen lifted a shoulder. “It’s simply a brother thing.” He tossed the fig into his mouth and chewed it vigorously.

      She blinked several times, untying her gaze from his. “I know all too well.” She moved past him. “I’ve got five of them and two sisters.”

      “I have five brothers as well. All older than I.”

      “Then you know what it’s like too.”

      He nodded slowly. “It would have been nice to have a sister, though.”

      She searched his down-turned face.

      “I would have probably learned how to act more appropriately around women.”

      Despite herself, Lydia allowed a smile to crease her lips. “You’re not so bad at it.”

      “I—”

      “Let’s go, Stephen,” Joseph called from the other side of the room.

      Stephen lifted an embarrassed expression.

      “Go on.” She flicked her head. “My brothers don’t like to be kept waiting.”

      “It was a pleasure meeting you, Lydia.” He bowed and hurried after the group, departing for the day.

      “And you, Stephen,” she whispered to herself.
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      The hours passed too quickly for Lydia as she hurried from one chore to another. Preparing for Shabbat meant shoving two days’ worth of work into one.

      While the house servants, Zipporah and Ria, knew well how to prepare a villa for the day of rest, they became overwhelmed when the house was overtaken by Jesus’ followers. Even Moges, the steward of the household, often ventured into the city with the men instead of staying to attend to the daily chores.

      I’m always racing the sun, Lydia thought to herself as she bustled around the kitchen. Everything must be done before the sun sets or it will have to wait another day.

      Elissa moved slower around the spacious room and often let soft grunts escape while attempting her tasks.

      Lydia caught her sister-in-law’s frustration as her swollen belly prevented her from getting as close to things as she once could.

      “Give yourself grace,” Mary encouraged. “Your body is growing new life.”

      Elissa took a deep breath and adjusted herself to reach over the table.

      Lydia endured hours of her mother fussing over Elissa. She wondered if the older woman was making up for not being in Nazareth tending to her own daughter’s growing family.

      Pretty soon Elissa will be completely spared from her chores while she tends to a newborn. Lydia caught herself staring at her sister-in-law’s large stomach and shook her attention away.

      Mary poured oil into a lamp. “We need to purchase more oil.” She allowed the last few drops to drip into the clay vessel.

      Lydia nodded a simple agreement. We’d have more if James and Peter didn’t insist on spreading Theodotus’ wealth around Jerusalem.

      The priest had been more than generous to the family and the followers, but Lydia felt the men often pressed the limits of the man’s open hands.

      “We ration everything as far as we can.” Lydia scrubbed a stone cup. “I fear James will ask us to sacrifice even more as we endure the chill of the winter rains.”

      “Adonai has always provided for this family and His people,” Mary reminded her. “There is no reason to start doubting Him now.”

      “You’re the one who taught us how to ration.” Lydia dropped the cup into the water. “Where Jude sees papyrus for scrolls, I see ropes, baskets, and even wound treatment. Where James sees oil for lamps, I see soap, cooking oil, and fly repellent. Ima, we know well how to survive on little, but we can’t possibly care for the needs of every empty hand and stomach in Jerusalem.”

      Mary moved toward Lydia and cupped her cheeks. “Adonai will provide.” She kissed her forehead and released her hold. “Salome and Arava should be back from the stream soon with clean clothes. Then we will be ready for Shabbat.” She moved to help Elissa.

      Lydia stared down at the murky water. “Does James have to continue to test even Adonai’s limits?”

      She finished the dishes and moved to check the kitchen for others that needed a good scrub. As she went, she collected every scrap unworthy for the human residents of the villa. She deposited them in the folds of her tunic for those who took up residence in the outer courtyard.

      Finding a few moments before the men were expected to return, Lydia stole away outside.

      Two chickens plucked at the ground behind her, seeking insects stirred by her steps. The goats meandered around the space, searching for anything edible.

      “Here.” Lydia reached into her dress and produced a handful of morsels. She held them out to Daniel. “I promised I’d bring you something.”

      The male goat eagerly accepted the delicacies.

      Lydia brushed the crumbs onto the ground for the chickens who fluttered to partake of the bits. She moved toward the wooden overhang that provided shade and protection for the animals.

      Theodotus’ female donkey, Judith, stood underneath with her white colt.

      Lydia approached the mother with an apple core. “I saved this for you.”

      Judith’s lips enclosed around the gift, and it crunched loudly as she chewed.

      Boaz nuzzled against Lydia.

      Rubbing his long muzzle, Lydia inhaled the quiet moment into her soul. Her day had been filled with noise and hurry. To simply pause and soak in the refreshment that she found spending time with the animals was a balm to her spirit. No human had ever afforded her such peace.

      “Kraa.”

      Lydia turned toward the sound to find a raven perched on the wooden railing of the overhang.

      “Shalom, friend.” She bowed her head toward the bird. “I haven’t seen you around here before.”

      “Kraa-kraa.” The bird bounced along the rail.

      “Let’s see.” Lydia dug into the folds of her tunic. “I think I might have something in here.” She searched for anything remaining. “Ah.” Lifting her hand, she produced a few almonds. “I was saving these for myself, but you can have them.” She held the tiny nuts out toward the bird.

      With a flutter of black wings, the raven snatched the almonds from her hands and swallowed them whole before Lydia had a chance to blink.

      “My, you are hungry.” She examined the raven. “You’ve got such interesting markings. Your body is gray, but your head, wings, and tail feathers are black. It’s as if Adonai started painting you, but you flew away before He could finish.”

      “Kraa.”

      “I’m sorry, I haven’t got anything else.” She held up her empty hands.

      The bird tilted its head to one side and then the other as if searching for something.

      “I don’t know if the priest would like you hanging around here. Adonai has marked you unclean.” She moved closer. “They even put spikes on the Temple roof to keep your kind from feasting on the sacrifices.”

      She curled one finger and stroked the bird’s chest with her knuckle. “Though I don’t think an animal should have any less worth simply because they can’t be eaten or burned on the altar.”

      She continued with gentle strokes, encouraged by the bird’s low warbling. “You know, my people have a story about your kind. Would you like to hear it?”

      “Kraa-kraa.”

      “There was this prophet named Elijah who was hiding from a wicked king. Adonai showed him a place near a brook where he would be safe. While he was there, Adonai sent a flock of ravens to bring him bread and meat twice a day, every day until the stream dried up. Those birds, deemed unclean, kept the prophet alive.”

      The raven clicked several times.

      “If you decide to stay around, Elijah, keep away from Theodotus.” She gave the raven a last stroke. “I’ve got to get back inside before my mother comes looking for me.”

      Elijah stretched his long, black wings and took off into the sky.

      Lydia made her way into the villa, being sure to give Michal a scratch before leaving the courtyard.

      The disciples, along with her brothers, returned to the villa tired and hungry. Their slumped shoulders and dragging feet revealed their long day providing for the needy.

      As promised, Mary supplied stew and bread to warm their chilled bodies and stomachs.

      While they ate, the men chatted among themselves, eager to share stories.

      “The needs are mounting,” Peter recounted to James. “It seems every day our list of visits grows.”

      “We are doing our best with what we have,” James answered. “We will simply pray and keep doing what we can.”

      Lydia refilled cups with watered wine as she listened to bits and pieces of the conversations.

      Salome cleared empty dishes and returned with full ones.

      “This winter will be a cold one,” Peter continued. “I can feel it in my bones. Some of these widows might freeze or starve.”

      James took a slow sip from his stone cup. “Even with the extra seven men, we don’t have enough hands to lift every burden in Jerusalem.”

      “Why not get more hands?” The question came from Salome.

      Every man at the low table turned to her, including Lydia, who held an empty cup to the pitcher in her hand.

      “Adonai has called seven to this service,” James answered plainly. “I don’t know if He will call more.”

      Salome chewed on her lips as if she were considering whether or not to speak.

      “Do you have something else, young one?” James encouraged her.

      “Most of our family is here.” Salome waved to Lydia and then her brothers. “But the disciples’ families are still back in Galilee. Why not call them here?”

      James glanced at Peter. “Do you think they’d come?”

      Peter lifted a shoulder. “I don’t see why not.” He turned to Salome. “But it might be too dangerous to travel during the winter rains.”

      “Well,” Salome set to chewing her bottom lip again, “they could come for Passover. It’s only a few months away. We can send word to them now so they can prepare, and then they can leave with the caravans heading here for the feasts.”

      “We can also send word to any willing to relocate to sell what they can and bring the funds with them,” Jude added. He shook his head as he looked around at the other men. “I don’t know how many of your families would make such a sacrifice, but we’d be grateful for any who would.”

      James smiled at Salome over the hushed conversations sparked by the proposals. “Brilliant idea, sister.”

      Lydia watched her younger sister blush under his praise.

      “I’ll go to Galilee,” Joseph offered.

      “You’ve only just returned from Nazareth,” James reminded him.

      “Exactly.” Joseph held up an open hand. “I already know the journey and can help lead the return.”

      “Well,” James looked around, “it seems we have a plan.” His eyes fell on Lydia.

      She flinched under his glare. It appeared he was seeking for her to contribute to the arrangements, but she had nothing to offer. Why had she not been the one to have the brilliant ideas?

      She ducked away from his gaze. At least we shall soon have more hands to lighten our loads.
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      Shabbat came and went for Lydia while her workload mounted. In exchange, the first day of the week held promise as the market reopened and daily life returned to its traditional pace.

      “Please?” Lydia pleaded with James. “I haven’t been to the market in ages. I truly wish to go.”

      James glanced around her to the group waiting for him. “We’re going to make visits when we’re done at the market. You’ll have no one to escort you back to the villa.”

      She eyed the steward. “What about Moges?”

      James shook his head. “Moges has been a great help to us.”

      “His first duty is to the house of Theodotus.”

      “We know that, and so does he.” James turned soft eyes on Lydia. “Moges is still new to our beliefs. It’s been good for him to serve alongside us.”

      “While we take on his tasks,” she muttered under her breath.

      James lifted a dark eyebrow at her.

      Lydia huffed. “What if Ria comes along? I’m sure there are items that need to be purchased for the household. You said it yourself; the men plan on going into the city afterward.” Her shoulders lifted with the confidence of her logic. “Ria and I could join you and bring back the supplies for the villa. That would free the men to make their visits.”

      After a few moments of silent deliberation, James conceded. “You make a good point. Fetch Ria, and you may join us this morning.”

      Lydia squealed.

      “But the two of you are to return to the villa after we finish our purchases.”

      She nodded in vigorous agreement and rushed to find the house servant.

      Ria was sweeping in the front part of the house.

      “Ria!” Lydia shouted as she approached the servant. “Set down your task and follow me.”

      “Why?” She continued sweeping.

      “We are going to the market.”

      She hesitated. “I thought the men were going today.”

      “We’re joining them.” Lydia’s smile spread across her face.

      “I don’t know.” Ria began sweeping again. “I’ve got so much to catch up on.”

      “I promise,” Lydia grabbed the broom, “your tasks will still be waiting for you upon our return.” She leaned the slender stick against the wall. “How many times do you get to go to the market?”

      Ria put a finger to her chin. “I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to go out for a little while.”

      “Hurry.” Lydia moved toward the door. “The men are waiting for us.”

      Stepping out into the dim light of a chilly day, Lydia pulled her headscarf up to trap heat against her head and ears. Though the gray sky warned of coming rain, the fresh air and call of a market full of undiscovered treasures beckoned her.

      Lydia and Ria kept to the back of the men as they ventured through Jerusalem’s Upper City.

      Some of the large limestone houses were yellow from decades of wind and sun, while others were white with fresh wash. Narrow dirt streets cut between the villas and sloped downward toward the Tyropean Valley. Two arched passageways traversed the valley and reached toward the Temple, wrapping around the Upper City like a guard. They mirrored the thick, gray wall that encircled the entire city.

      As they neared the towering passageway, the familiar sound of rushing water greeted them. The aqueduct atop the structure flowed continually with fresh water from the western mountains. Nearing the Temple, the sounds of songs and prayers mixed with the distinct smell of burning animal sacrifices and the special incense mixture used exclusively by the priests.

      “Remind me to purchase oil.” Lydia led Ria through an arch into the lower city. “I almost forgot Ima said we were low.”

      “Your mother asked for more material as well.”

      Lydia rolled her eyes. “She’s making an entire chest full of clothes for a child who isn’t even here yet.”

      “What have you got against an unborn child?”

      “Nothing.” Lydia sighed. “I never had a new garment.” She lifted her ill-fitted tunic. “All my clothes passed through Assia’s hands first.” She dropped her garment back into place. “It would be nice to own one dress that was mine first.”

      “Think of poor Salome.”

      “Oh, yes, poor Salome.” Lydia clicked her tongue in frustration. “She has never cared about her clothes. She probably would have worn our brothers’ work tunics as a little girl if Ima had let her. The silly thing cared more for running about and climbing trees than anything else.”

      On the other side of the arches, the buildings grew small and compacted. Among them ran a long market street, containing booths that provided sustenance for the residents and visitors of Jerusalem. The street, which was only quiet on Shabbat, was very much alive with the sounds of craftsmen and shouts of sellers on the first day of the week. The clatter of hooves competed with the clang of metalworkers’ tools along the road.

      Varying tradesmen had organized themselves into groups long ago, clustered together in sections of the lower city like grapes. Many of them added a synagogue in their sector for their workers to attend. This tradition led to hundreds of synagogues in the city.

      Passing the pottery booths, Lydia hesitated briefly at one. “Shalom, Benjamin.”

      The old potter smiled as he molded the clay upon his wheel. “How’s my daughter?”

      Lydia tried not to take his lack of interest in her wellbeing to heart. After all, he was not her father. “Elissa is well and will set a child upon your knee soon.”

      “I will be glad of that day.”

      Lydia rubbed the side of a finished water pot, admiring the delicate details of the craftsman’s hands. “You should join us next Shabbat.”

      The wrinkles on Benjamin’s face deepened. “I accept the offer.”

      “Until then.” She bowed and caught up to the men.

      Lydia fluttered from one side of the market street to the other like a bee collecting honey from a field of wildflowers. The colors, sights, and smells held such wonder for her.

      She aided Ria in selecting fruits, vegetables, dried fish, and oil.

      Once their bags were full, Lydia took a few moments to linger at a nearby perfume booth, sampling the smells of far-off places and enticing mixes created to delight the senses.

      Warming a small bottle in her hands, she lifted the vessel to her nose and inhaled. Through the wax seal, the spicy, sweet perfume of spikenard tickled her nostrils.

      Returning the precious substance to its owner, she caught sight of a familiar woman passing through the street with a collection of followers. She kept her eyes on the woman who lingered at a booth of precious stones and jewelry.

      Ria came around the edge of the perfume booth. “Who’s that?”

      “Penelope,” Lydia answered without removing her gaze from the woman. “She’s recently betrothed to Saul of Tarsus.”

      “She’s rather beautiful.”

      “Yes.” Lydia observed the perfect lines of the girl across the way. “Some women have all the fortune.” She glanced sideways at Ria. “Of course, life must be easier when you are born into a wealthy family and handed everything your heart desires.” She allowed her gaze to drift back to Penelope. “Unlike the rest of us, who have to work hard for every scrap.”
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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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