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      Miss Mary Evermoor regarded the scene before her with a frown. “Of all the silly…”

      She trailed off with a shake of her head as her least favorite gentleman at this house party reached a hand into the flickering blue flames atop the punch bowl to snag a raisin.

      Mary sighed as Lord Paul popped it into his mouth and then let out a triumphant whoop that had the ladies and gentlemen gathered around laughing.

      “Nitwit,” she muttered.

      Only her fellow School of Charm friend Miss Lydia could hear her, but as Lydia seemed to be more intent on trying to hide within the folds of the draperies behind her, Mary was nearly certain she hadn’t been heard.

      “Not a nitwit,” Miss Farthington said from behind her. “Just a boy.”

      “He’s one and twenty,” Mary pointed out, turning to face the finishing school’s headmistress. “Hardly a boy.”

      Miss Farthington pursed her lips in thought. “Oh, I don’t know. In my experience even the most grown of men has a bit of the boy within him.” She nodded toward Lord Paul who was grinning and crowing like a fool for his audience. “Your Lord Paul, in particular, I should think.”

      Mary’s nose wrinkled. “He’s not my anything.”

      Miss Farthington tipped her head to the side as she considered Mary. While a few years older than Mary, Lydia, and their other classmate, Charlotte, Miss Farthington was several inches shorter and smaller all around. A wee slip of a thing, but Miss Farthington held herself with more grace and dignity than Mary had ever been able to master.

      “You seem to be awfully well acquainted with him,” Miss Farthington pointed out.

      Mary’s answering huff was decidedly unladylike. “Unfortunately.”

      Miss Farthington’s laughter had Mary smiling. Even Lydia smiled as she looked on from where she was attempting to hide.

      Poor Lydia was impossibly shy. Cripplingly so. This, of course, was the reason her family had sent her to the finishing school that had become renowned for helping even the most desperate of outcasts find exceptional matches.

      Miss Farthington turned to the quiet, pretty redhead. “And how are you faring this evening, dear?”

      Lydia’s mouth opened but no sound came out. Her sudden blush was visible even in this darkened room. She ended up nodding and flashing them a sheepish smile.

      “And you?” Miss Farthington said, her gaze returning to Mary with a knowing smile.

      Mary arched a brow. “Let us just say I shall be glad to return to London tomorrow.”

      Miss Farthington chuckled. “I will as well, dear. Though I don’t suppose Charlotte will be eager to leave.” She looked meaningfully toward their blonde, bespectacled friend, who was cozied up beside her fiancé Lord Thomas in the far corner, contentedly wrapped up in their own little world as they had been for these last few days.

      “I think we can declare this visit a success then, don’t you?” Mary asked.

      “Undoubtedly.” Miss Farthington grinned. These past few weeks had been tumultuous for poor Charlotte, who’d gone and fallen in love with her fiancé, of all things. This might have been a happy coincidence, as Lord Thomas had fallen just as hard for Charlotte, except that there was quite a bit of confusion along the way about who the real Lord Thomas actually was.

      But fortunately, Lord Thomas’s mother had made the right decision in hosting Charlotte and her friends, as well as Lord Thomas and his friend, for a small house party in the country so that they might get to know one another and sort out their differences.

      Truly, it had been lovely to escape the city for a while. Mary always had loved the country best. It would have been quite idyllic indeed if only the bane of her childhood existence hadn’t also been in attendance.

      Miss Farthington cleared her throat and cast a meaningful look over Mary’s shoulder, her only warning that said nuisance was heading their way.

      “Well, Mary?” His low, familiar, irritatingly smug voice had her spine stiffening.

      She turned slowly, her mouth pinched with distaste. “Well, what?”

      Lord Paul’s lips curved up in a wolfish grin that made a shiver race down her neck.

      It was always this way with him. There was nothing comforting or soft about him, nothing to put a lady at ease.

      Well, not this lady, at least. Other ladies seem to find him as charming as he was handsome, with his clean-cut sharp jaw, his bright blue eyes, and his neatly slicked-back short brown hair.

      Handsome, yes. She could admit that. But charming? Hardly.

      He arched his brows like he was waiting for something. “Didn’t you see? I won the game of snapdragon handily.”

      She arched her brows as well. “Am I meant to be impressed by the fact that you stuck your hand into a fire?”

      He smirked. “Some would call it bravery.”

      “I would call it foolishness.”

      His smile grew but his eyes sparked in a way that set her on edge. There was a challenge there. As always. His very air always seemed to simmer with an energy she could not name but hated all the same.

      It was arrogance, mischief…and sometimes cruelty. Once upon a time they’d been friends. When she was little and admittedly besotted with the older neighbor boy. But as she’d grown, she’d seen him for what he truly was: a bully, always mocking and taunting her for her unladylike interest in the sciences and maths.

      She might not have seen him often these past few years, but that glint of mischief in his eyes made it clear that some things had not changed a bit.

      “Foolishness, eh? Does that mean you will try your hand?” he teased, glancing back toward the punch bowl where a group of drunken old men were wagering on which lady would have a go at the silly parlor game.

      “Don’t be ridiculous,” she said with a sniff. “And try your hand? Was that meant to be a pun?”

      His eyes danced with laughter. “Perhaps.”

      Despite her dismissal of the idea, he stayed where he was. Why? She could not fathom. She glanced around her for some sort of salvation but Lydia was no use, the poor, shy creature looked to be terrified of Lord Paul.

      Not surprisingly. He was not what anyone would call a soft-spoken or gentle man, even if he was gently bred as the second son of an earl. Miss Farthington had been caught up in a conversation with their hostess a few steps away. Charlotte was still giggling and whispering with Lord Thomas, and the rest of the party was paying attention to the silly antics going on around the punch bowl.

      “There’s nothing to be ashamed of,” Lord Paul said, his gaze holding hers with that bizarre intensity of his.

      “I’m not ashamed of anything,” she snapped.

      “To be afraid is perfectly normal,” he continued as if he had not heard.

      “I am not—” She clamped her mouth shut with a huff. “I know what you are doing.”

      His eyes widened in feigned innocence. “And what is that?”

      She pinched her lips shut. She’d never been good at denying a challenge. Particularly when issued by this man. A fact he well knew as he’d been daring her and taunting her since she was old enough to walk.

      Two years older, and the only nearby child her age at their country estate aside from her priggish older sister, she’d once thought Lord Paul had hung the moon. She’d chased after him just waiting to be acknowledged. But then she’d grown up. And the more she’d grown the more she’d seen him for what he was.

      A beast. A merciless, cruel beast who found delight in tormenting her.

      He smiled at her now, but his smile held a hint of an edge, as it always did when he spoke to her. “Truthfully, Mary, I’m grateful you do not wish to participate—”

      “I did not say I wouldn’t.” She nearly bit her own tongue.

      Gads. Years might have passed since she’d last seen her neighbor, but the moment he’d re-entered her life, she was back to her old ways and he was back to his. She couldn’t seem to stop herself from reverting back to the child she’d once been, and it seemed he suffered the same affliction. To be stuck in a house together was torture. She could hardly wait to be gone.

      “You did not say you wouldn’t, but you didn’t say you would either.” His eyes danced with laughter.

      She scowled.

      She’d heard ladies of the ton wax on about the way his eyes glimmered and gleamed, but to her that merely meant he was plotting some trickery.

      “But honestly, Mary, I did not expect you to participate. In fact, that was why I sought you out now, while the others are distracted by their fun.”

      She narrowed her eyes, her mind tossing about his words to see just how he was mocking her and where the trick might lie.

      “I thought we might talk,” he said. His voice was oddly stilted, his posture suddenly stiff.

      Her eyes narrowed even further. This was not like him. Not at all.

      “Talk? About what?” she asked warily.

      His answer was interrupted by a loud roar from the other guests as one of their hostess’s female friends stuck her hand in the bowl and popped a flaming raisin in her mouth.

      “See?” Paul said with a smirk. “Some ladies don’t mind a little fun.”

      “I don’t see how that is fun,” she said.

      “No, you wouldn’t, would you?” he replied.

      “What is that supposed to mean?”

      He sighed like she was tiring him with her questions. “I only meant that you’ve never tried it, so of course you wouldn’t understand why it might be diverting.” His sudden grin left her winded. “It’s rather like your fear of horses. Do you remember?”

      “I’m not frightened of horses.” Though she had been. And even now she held a healthy respect for the giant animals that could crush her with one leap.

      He laughed softly. “Yes, you are. You’re still a horrible liar, you know.”

      “I’m not a liar,” she said, her teeth clenching as she fought the anger he always brought out in her.

      She was a levelheaded girl. Always had been. She was practical and reasonable, everyone knew that.

      And yet, one moment in Paul’s presence and she lost her faculties entirely.

      He was laughing in earnest now. “Do you remember when you tried to lie about conducting that chemistry experiment?”

      She drew in a deep, steadying breath. “That experiment wouldn’t have caught on fire if you hadn’t tampered with it.”

      “I wouldn’t have tampered with it if you hadn’t threatened to tell your sister that I’d written her a poem.”

      An age-old bitterness had her swallowing hard. Catherine had always been the pretty one. And closer in age to him as well. It shouldn’t have come as a shock that he’d taken fancy to the beautiful brunette who’d always turned up her nose at their childish games.

      But it had been a shock, and she’d retaliated in kind.

      Her eyes narrowed as her mind spiraled back to that time in her life. That was when everything had turned. She’d been around twelve at the time, and the two-year age difference between her and Paul had suddenly felt like a deep chasm.

      “Besides,” he said, “that explosion was your fault. You ought to have been more careful with the set.”

      Rage flared inside her so quickly it made her stomach turn. “Is that why you told on me to Father?”

      He rolled his eyes with a weary sigh, and that response was enough to have her dreaming of physical violence. She could still taste the betrayal she’d felt that day.

      “Why are we dredging up the past?” he asked now, his tone so patronizing it made her hands curl into fists.

      Of course he’d gotten over their petty little tiffs. She’d never done anything so cruel as he had.

      It wasn’t the tampering or his pranks that had brought on her deep, abiding hatred for the neighbor boy. No, it was what he’d done next that had killed whatever friendship was left between them.

      “I still cannot believe you told Father about that incident when it was your fault to begin with,” she said, her jaw clenching tight at the old memory that still riled her more than she cared to admit. It was his father who’d convinced her parents to let her explore her interests. One word from the earl and her father had grudgingly indulged her.

      And one word from the earl’s younger son and he’d snapped her beloved pastime out of her reach once more. Thanks to Paul’s malicious tattling, her father had taken away her precious chemistry set and her only means of learning was through the books Paul’s father let her borrow.

      He leaned in close, amusement dancing in his eyes. “Did you or did you not threaten to tell my brother about the trap I’d set in his bedchamber?”

      She straightened, which only brought their faces closer together. “I wouldn’t have made that threat if you hadn’t told Charlie Parker that I couldn’t swim.”

      His brows shot up. “But you couldn’t swim.”

      “That’s beside the point,” she said with a sniff.

      His brows drew together. “Is it?”

      “Yes, what matters now is your childish manners,” she said.

      “My childish manners?” His eyes widened in disbelief.

      Her shoulders went back. “If it’s so important to you that I try this silly game, then so be it.”

      She stalked past him and he hurried after her.

      “Mary, that’s not what I meant,” he said.

      She reached the edge of the crowd just as one of the older gentlemen asked, “Who’s next?”

      Mary’s hand shot up. “I’ll have a go.”

      This was met with such cheers of encouragement and laughter, Mary nearly forgot how foolish this game truly was.

      “Mary,” Paul sounded exasperated as he followed her through the crush to the table in the center. “You don’t have to do this. I merely wanted to speak with you in private and—”

      “Too late,” she said, her chin coming up as the ladies to her left shouted words of encouragement. “Besides, it’s a silly trick. Everyone knows it’s not truly dangerous. It merely requires quick reflexes, that’s all.”

      She moved closer, wariness settling in as the gentleman in charge struck a match to light the brandy that floated atop the punch.

      “You don’t happen to recall that time you tripped and fell while walking a straight, even path, do you?” Paul said, his voice low and far too close. “Because I do.”

      She shifted away from him, hitched up the embellished sleeve of her gown, and took a deep breath. Dratted Paul, trying to rattle her with stories of her clumsiness in the past.

      But she was not that silly girl any longer, even if he was that dreadful boy.

      “Are you ready, Miss Mary?” one of Lord Thomas’s cousins asked from across the table.

      She forced a smile. “I am ready.”

      It would not do to dally and she struck quickly, her gaze on the bobbing raisin and her hand movement quick and nimble. She retrieved it easily, and though flaming, she popped it promptly in her mouth just like Paul had done.

      Except…

      Paul had not worn a gown.

      And Paul’s sleeves did not have dangling lace hanging from the edges.

      And Paul’s sleeve did not catch on fire.

      “Oh!” She waved her arm madly as the ladies around her screamed. But her waving only made the flame flare. Panic had her fumbling about, and she was only dimly aware of Paul moving into action. Of him grabbing up the punch bowl and—

      “Aah!” Punch splattered all over her. With a gasp she stared at Paul and he stared right back as a drop of punch trickled down her cheek.

      “Fire’s out,” he said quietly.

      Too quietly. The entire room had gone still and silent as they stared in shocked horror at the sight before them.

      The punch had indeed done away with the fire, but it had also ruined her gown and left her a wet, sticky mess.

      And everyone was staring.

      She swallowed hard, her gaze still locked on Paul’s.

      She would not cry. She would not—

      Paul’s choking sound had her thoughts coming to a standstill.

      “Are you laughing right now?” she breathed.

      His eyes widened. “No, of course not.” But his last words shook with suppressed laughter and then he burst out in a laugh just as the rest of the room did the same.

      Mary glared at him as rage filled her blood and made her vision go red. “You are a wretched beast, Paul. Just wretched.”

      And then she turned and fled, the laughter following in her wake.
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      Paul’s heart sank as he watched her go.

      He’d run after her. Of course he would. He just needed a moment to compose himself, that was all.

      Paul hadn’t expected proposing to Mary would be a pleasant experience. In fact, he’d braced himself for the worst.

      But as he watched her slip through the laughing crowd, he could admit that he hadn’t planned for this. Not one of his rehearsed proposals had accounted for him accidentally setting her on fire, nor dousing her in punch.

      So. There was that.

      “What’s all the commotion about?” Thomas asked from beside him. “Was that Mary who just ran off?”

      Paul made a noise in the affirmative.

      “Is she all right?” Thomas’s fiancée Charlotte was right beside him, her features pinched with concern.

      “She just had a mishap, that’s all,” he said with a smile.

      Smiling, putting people at ease…he was good at that. Always had been. He scrubbed the back of his neck with a wince. It was just about all he was good for. His father and older brother had once sat him down and spelled it out for him that this was his role in life. The younger son. The dashing gentleman. The diplomat. The one who could be counted on to liven a party and charm the ladies.

      And he could charm the ladies. A natural-born charmer, that was him.

      But try telling that to Mary.

      “I should go see if she’s all right,” Charlotte was saying to Thomas. “She might need me.”

      “No.” Paul interrupted so abruptly, both Charlotte and Thomas turned to him in surprise. He cleared his throat. “That is, allow me. Please.”

      This was met with even more surprise.

      “You?” Charlotte said, her lips freezing in an O shape as she came to a stop as though at a loss for words.

      He could understand why. It was no secret that he and Mary did not get along terribly well, a fact he’d been hoping to remedy during this house party.

      So far he’d been failing mightily and tonight’s mishap had certainly not helped matters.

      “I owe her an apology,” he said by way of explanation.

      Now both Thomas and Charlotte were staring with wide eyes. Blast. Was it so very hard to believe that he might have an ounce of decency within him?

      Of course Mary thought ill of him—she had since they were little, and stubborn girl that she was, she’d be in no rush to change her opinion. But he’d hoped for a little more understanding from his closest friend.

      He turned to Thomas now. “It was an accident, you see.”

      “Of course it was,” Thomas said quickly.

      Paul grinned. There. That was better. At least he had Thomas on his side. Now, if only he could make Mary see that he wasn’t the wicked devil she seemed to think he was. “If you’ll excuse me,” he said, before darting off in her wake.

      He headed toward the back of Thomas’s family estate. He’d been here often enough to know where the kitchens were, and it only made sense that Mary would head there now.

      “Mary,” he called out when he found her in the kitchen, a rag in one hand as she stood near the sink.

      The servants in the kitchen stopped and stared, just as Mary did.

      She turned to him with a scowl. “What are you doing back here?” she snapped before going back to her task of blotting the dark punch from her pale blue gown.

      “Looking for you, obviously.” He flinched at his own tone.

      Blast. He had to stop reacting to her like this. He hadn’t expected her to greet him with a warm welcome, but he did not need to fuel this fire between them with a poor attitude of his own.

      With a deep breath, he forced his most ingratiating smile. “How might I help you, Mary?”

      Her scowl intensified. “You can stay far, far away from me.”

      His smile faltered. Right. Keeping his distance. He supposed he could do that easily enough, but it wasn’t exactly conducive to a proposal, now was it?

      He cleared his throat. “I wanted to apologize—”

      “For baiting me into that silly game or for throwing punch at me?”

      “Er…” He glanced around them at the servants who were doing a marvelous job of pretending they could not hear. It was on the tip of his tongue to inform her that he had not baited her. Not intentionally. Not to mention, throwing punch might have been excessive, but it had managed to put out the fire.

      He swallowed hard, taking a deep breath. He was not a child any longer. He would not resort to bickering with the girl next door.

      The girl next door. He focused on the phrase for it served as the reminder he so desperately needed. His father expected him to marry, but how delighted would he be if Paul could secure the neighboring property, keeping it within their families and securing their alliance with the Evermoors?

      “What is it?” Mary snapped, her dark brows furrowing. “Why are you staring like that?”

      Had he been staring? He supposed he had. “You look lovely when you’re in a state.” The words tumbled out of him quite unprompted, but also quite true. She’d always had plump cheeks, and now they were rosy against her otherwise creamy complexion. Paired with her dark hair and features, she was almost…striking in this light. All big dark eyes against flawless ivory skin, like that delicate little doll her sister had fussed over.

      He was so busy taking note of her features, he missed the part where her brows drew down in a dangerous manner. When she spoke next, her voice was a hiss. “Did you truly come back here just to mock me?”

      He blinked. “No. No, of course not. I wasn’t mock—”

      “I do not know what I’ve ever done that you feel the need to torture me so,” she continued. The rag in her hand went flailing as she spoke, nearly whipping him in the face.

      “I wasn’t—”

      “It’s been years since we’ve seen one another, Paul, and I’d truly hoped that in that time you’d have grown up.”

      “I have,” he interrupted, his voice too loud and…childish. Curse it. They sounded like two children squabbling back here. “Mary.” He made every attempt to lower his voice and moderate his tone. “I swear to you, I was not mocking you. And earlier, I wasn’t attempting to bait you into trouble.”

      Her eyes were still narrowed, her lips pursed.

      He exhaled sharply. “Honestly, Mary, must you always expect the worst from me?”

      She arched a brow. “Given our history? Yes. I find it to be in my best interest if I am on my guard in your presence.” She looked down at her soiled gown pointedly.

      His jaw worked as he fought against the urge to defend himself. “Believe it or not, Mary, I did not even wish for you to join in that silly game. The whole reason I sought you out the way I did was to try and find a private moment—”

      “A private moment?” She repeated it as though he’d just said something horrifying.

      His chest tightened and his stomach sank. This was definitely not going according to plan. He hadn’t expected Mary to be over the moon when he proposed, but as this idea had taken hold and grown into fruition over the past few days, he’d hoped they might at least have a civil conversation about the matter.

      Her brows drew together even further and her nose crinkled up in distaste. “Why would you wish to have a private moment with me?”

      He stared at her for a long moment. Why indeed? “There was something which I wished to discuss.”

      “And that is?” She went back to scrubbing the rag over the soiled fabric.

      “Er, well, to be completely frank…” He swallowed a wave of irritation as she continued to scrub the fabric rather than meet his gaze. “Mary, for heaven’s sake, I wished to discuss marriage.”

      She stopped scrubbing when he blurted that out. Her head came up with a frown. “Marriage?” she repeated. “To whom?”

      “You,” he bit out shortly. Was the dratted girl trying to make this task even more difficult? He wouldn’t put it past her.

      She dropped the fabric she’d been holding and tipped her head to the side. “You wish to discuss my marriage?”

      “Yes.”

      She blinked.

      Well, at least she hadn’t run from the kitchen in horror. That was a good start.

      “To whom?” she asked.

      Oh for the love of— “To me, Mary.” He’d tried to moderate his voice, he really had. “To whom did you think I meant?”

      “To you?” There was the rising shrill voice of horror he’d feared.

      He winced in the face of it. “Of course me.”

      “Of course…” She trailed off with a shake of her head. “Paul, you make no sense at all. Why on earth would you be discussing marriage with me?”

      He knew what she meant. In fact, he was wondering the same. But pride had his chin coming up and his spine straightening. “Why shouldn’t I? We’re both of a marriageable age and there are plenty of good reasons for us to marry.”

      Her lips parted. Her eyes widened. “You’re serious.”

      He inhaled sharply and clamped his lips shut to keep from shouting at her. Had she any notion how many ladies would be beside themselves with happiness to be having this conversation? He straightened his cravat with as much pride as he could muster beneath her bemused stare.

      “But…but…” She stopped trying to speak and pressed a hand to her belly.

      He arched his brows, amusement tempering his irritation. “Do you know, I don’t believe I’ve ever seen you speechless before.” He leaned forward with a wink. “It suits you.”

      She smacked his arm. “Oh, do stop with your teasing. What is this about?”

      He rocked back on his heels. “As I’d said, we’re both of a marriageable age—”

      “So are many other young gentlemen and ladies of the ton,” she interrupted. “I don’t see how that makes a difference.”

      His hands clenched at his sides as he prayed for patience. Mary was a smart girl. Practical too, for the most part. Surely she would see reason. She must know about the change to her inheritance—her sister had been the one to tell him about it even before his father mentioned it.

      “We’re neighbors, for one,” he said, arching his brows meaningfully. It seemed crass to point out that her husband would now be the one to inherit their property. Not only did it seem crass, it also seemed remarkably unromantic to allude to her father’s eventual death in the midst of a proposal.

      Not that this was a particularly romantic moment to begin with, but still.

      She frowned. “I don’t see what that has to do with anything.”

      Truly? Now he was frowning because…Mary was many things. Many annoying, irritating, frustrating things. But she’d always been smart.

      Uncoordinated, yes. Stubborn, definitely. A bit naive, undoubtedly—though that was just as often endearing as it was frustrating.

      Until now.

      Now that naivete had him frowning right back at her. Was she pretending to be obtuse or did she really not see the practical benefits of making a match?

      “Our families are dear friends,” he continued slowly.

      “Yes, but we are not,” she shot back. “We are not friends at all. Quite the opposite, in fact.”

      His chest constricted like he’d just taken a blow. “We were once,” he said.
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The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).
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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
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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
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Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
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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
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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,
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
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