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      Except for hiding in the closet while men with guns looked for him in the dark, this was exactly how Stan thought it was going to be.

      Moonlight coming through a window past the kitchen gave the loft an underwater feel. Two men moving past the bed walked like the weight of the ocean was over their heads—pirates strolling along the bottom for treasure.

      Stan hadn’t seen them. Didn’t think they’d still be watching an abandoned barn in Wildwood in case Frank’s idiot cousin came back looking for clues.

      Was the county paying for overtime, or did these men really like their jobs? It looked like they were coming his way. Maybe he’d get a chance to ask them.

      He eased away from the edge of the door, back into the closet. Lowered himself into a crouch that made his prosthetic ankle hit the limit of its flexion and carefully breathed through his mouth.

      He reached behind him for his second pistol. A little .380 he had tucked into a thin holster at the small of his back. Just past where he had stuffed Frank’s notebook.

      Frank had been a “bury your money in mayonnaise jars in the backyard” kind of guy. Like his dependence on the old-fashioned pen and paper. Old-fashioned. Stan knew if the cops never found any of Frank’s research, it was because he had squirreled it away.

      Probably not in actual Hellmann’s jars, though.

      Frank’s van had been sold at a sheriff’s auction — technically Stan’s van — and as far as he knew, they never tried to contact the fake original owner, John Johnson. He had to buy it again. The name he used this time was Bob Roberts.

      He’d gone over every inch of the thing, and though he admired the work Frank had put into it, he never found anything more than an errant Zagnut wrapper.

      The floor outside the closet squeaked. Old barn siding as flooring. It was beautiful but not very quiet.

      He aimed his 9mm high at where a guy was likely to lean to look in the corners. The .380 he kept low. Mid-shin. Where a guy might step inside before committing.

      Another squeak. The soft brush of a sliding shoe sole. Stan made himself as small as he could. Pretended to be a pile of laundry.

      He had found Frank’s journal in the second place he looked. Not under any of the cabinet drawers, even though that had been likely. He knew Frank wouldn’t have hidden it in a piece of furniture, something that could be removed.

      No, Frank would have put it in something permanent. Something built-in.

      Every kitchen cabinet had a recess at the top. About a half inch. More if there was some decorative molding over the doors. Some of them went right to the ceiling, though, so you never saw it. But some left a gap—a couple of inches to a few feet depending on how tall the rooms were.

      How many wills and life insurance policies still hide on the top of the upper row of kitchen cabinets? Undiscovered for decades?

      He was just tall enough to reach up and run his fingers along the dust up there. Of course, it had been on the cabinet above the refrigerator.

      He had no time to examine it, though. He slid it behind his waistband when he heard the whisper of sound from below, like a man stifling a cough that caught him by surprise.

      The stairway behind him was the only way down. The railing had been torn loose several months ago when Frank threw a couple of guys through it. Mo told him about coming in to see the dudes in a heap on the floor. Frank standing in typical bemusement.

      Mo had shaken his head in disbelief. Clapped his hands together. “That motherfucker looked at me like I was interrupting a call with his grandma.”

      Stan could’ve hustled to the small balcony off the kitchen and jumped to the grass about twelve feet down. But he was too old for that shit, and one of his feet was only held on by suction.

      The black rectangle of the empty closet cut the far wall in half. A place to hide and hope they didn’t bother checking every door.

      He only hoped they would underestimate him the same way they did Frank. He heard the place had been a bloodbath, and Stan had barely been able to believe it even after seeing the pictures.

      That desperate old man had made one hell of a mess.

      Stan shook his head in disgust at another scraping footstep, wondering how these guys could call themselves professionals.

      Though they knew their job well enough to check the whole floor.

      Just not well enough to do it right.

      A foot stepped through the doorway. Planted well inside the closet. Then the barrel of a shotgun. Like the guy was just going to come on in.

      Stan aimed at the shin. Had a moment of sympathy. Squeezed his eyelids down to slits and fired.

      The crack of the shot hammered into his ears, followed by a scream, “Fuck!” The guy fell into the jamb, and right when Stan jumped up to push the shotgun toward the ceiling, he returned fire.

      The shotgun blasted the night apart. The flash illuminated bared teeth and wide eyes. A vision that stayed with Stan even after he clenched his eyelids together. He wrapped the shotgun up in a hug, aimed his pistol where he remembered the face to be, and fired twice before dropping his weight onto the other weapon, pulling it from the guy’s loosening grip.

      Stan could taste blood on his lips. He didn’t think it was his own.

      They hit the floor at the same time. A shotgun across the room let loose. Another flash singed his sight as the air where his head had been a split-second ago boiled with the passage of lead shot.

      Splinters of wood exploded by his face. Dug into his scalp.

      He brought both pistols up. Pointed them at where he hoped the other guy was—alternated fire between them as he spread them apart. Then he threw himself flat as they both clicked empty.

      The floor shook from the impact of the other guy falling. Stan knew he was gone when he heard the shotgun hit and slide away.

      He rolled over and pushed up to all fours. He got his smart foot under him so the dumb one could learn by example as he sat in a comfortable squat.

      All that yoga Ronnie kept making him do was paying off. It helped that she did it with him. Often naked.

      He holstered the .380. Reloaded the 9mm. Picked up the shotgun as he stood.

      A hissing voice from below made him freeze. “Garcia! Reynolds! You get ’im?”

      Definitely not professionals. He moved as quietly as he could to the edge of the kitchen.

      “Hey!” A different voice. Deeper and harsher than the first. “What’s the status?”

      Stan leaned around the corner. In a loud whisper, he said, “Give us a couple of seconds to make sure it’s clear.”

      “Check,” the first voice said.

      Stan rushed back into the kitchen. Eased the balcony door open like Indiana Jones stealing the fertility idol. As he stepped outside, he jammed his other pistol into its holster. Set the shotgun on the crooked metal table rusting away in the Florida humidity.

      He heard voices from inside. Maybe he should have jumped in the first place. He threw one leg over the railing. Pulled the other one up high enough to keep his prosthesis from catching on the wood.

      He lowered himself to hang by two of the creaking balusters. He blinked the last of the muzzle flash from his eyes to look at the ground beneath him. Five feet? Maybe six?

      He let go before he could convince himself it was higher than it was. He landed on both feet with his knees ready to absorb the impact and the plastic shroud that connected what was left of his lower leg to the prosthetic foot cracked.

      It twisted out from under him, and he fell to the side, biting back every curse word he had ever learned. He got moving with a frantic crawl to the side of the barn, where he walked his hands up the side to help him stand. He put his weight back on the foot, and it seemed to hold, so he struck off in a limping jog around the side of the barn. When he got a few steps from his car, he heard the rear door of the barn fly open to hit the wall. He threw himself into an instinctive roll right before another shotgun went off.

      Pellets peppered the front fender. He saw sparks from the corner of his eye. He made it around the bumper with a frantic low crawl, digging in the gravel for traction. The second shot caught his prosthetic foot trailing behind him, sending him into a spin.

      Stan pressed himself flat on his face. He drew and sighted through the gap between the ground and the car’s undercarriage. Being an old Subaru GL wagon, there wasn’t much room to work with.

      When he began firing, he heard the barn door slam shut. There was no return fire, so they must have taken cover inside.

      When he tried to get up to open the driver’s door, the prosthetic ankle buckled with a comical sproing, and he fell against the car, slamming his cheek into the front door trim.

      He draped his arm over the roof. Fired twice more for cover. Tore the door open and struggled into the driver’s seat. Juggled the keys. Fired through the open window. He had cursed the shitty AC on his way to Wildwood, but now he was flush with relief.

      The Subaru started on the first try, but he couldn’t stomp on the pedal like he wanted. His fake foot — the right one — was a flopping mess, filling the floor with a confusion of plastic, metal, and carbon fiber.

      The rear glass blew out in a fresh barrage of shotgun fire as if the air had filled with diamonds.

      Stan kicked his fake foot under the seat with the heel of the real one. He worked through a twisting and frantic dance to get in position with his left foot crossed over his right shin and finally gave the car all the gas. Four wheels kicked up rocks.

      He was on the road with Frank’s notebook down the back of his pants. Blood poured from the top of his head. Right cheek throbbed. Tens of thousands of dollars in prosthetic foot tangled in his pant leg.

      Just like he planned.
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      When Haggis saw the box on his workbench, he was glad he had convinced himself to come in. Something to do that might break up the routine. The old ennui Frank Sinatra sang about.

      Ossi-Pro had been his baby ever since he’d had the idea after watching one of his buddies wait for almost eighteen months before getting fitted for a prosthetic leg that took another twelve months to arrive. He figured he could build limbs in his shop and donate them.

      Some people had laughed. What did a Marine sniper know about building artificial limbs? Nothing at first, but after three years of barely treading water under a trickle of donations, he had a major success with the Real-Flex ankle. A passive rolling joint with multi-axial force return.

      He put it into a limb and called it the Everyday Carry, and instead of seeking a patent, he published it online.

      Then he met Stanley Franklin.

      Working out of the donated space in an abandoned industrial complex south of Miami with nothing but a nurse and a lab technician had been so exciting. Like hanging out with good friends, especially when veterans came in for fittings. Cookouts in the parking lot. Making LiveLyfe videos. Music blasting louder than the traffic from the overpass.

      But there was no money in giving everything away, so eventually, it was just him. An order here or there. And the prospect of moving on to something different — that old desire that had dragged him through life without ever sinking roots — brought back that welcome excitement.

      It was nothing like the adrenaline of battle. Like being back in Ramadi before the missiles launched, but it would do for now. He still felt that pull, though. The suppressed need for action.

      He set his coffee down — a white chocolate latte from Hill of Beans. Pulled his headphones down, so Sinatra’s voice was buried in the curly red hair that got him his nickname.

      When they first met, his new boss told him to call him Stan. Haggis had nodded after shaking hands. “Call me Haggis.”

      Stan grinned as he pointed to the shaggy red hair and beard. “That cuz you look like an extra from Braveheart?”

      Haggis threw his head back and laughed. Stan had been the first person ever to make the connection so quickly. That was exactly how he got the nickname.

      The box on his workbench must have been from Stan. He had parked his ’73 Chevy truck next to Stan’s black BMW parked at a slant in the handicap space.

      Haggis leaned back to look into Stan’s open office door, but all he saw was a pair of crutches leaning against the desk. Heard his low voice. Maybe on a call or something.

      Haggis lifted the flap on the box and almost choked on sweet coffee. Inside was a mangled prosthetic leg. Cracked socket. Bent pylon. Shattered ankle.

      He lifted it from the box, and the foot fell off. He caught it before it hit the floor. Pulled it close for an inspection. The flesh-colored rubber that covered the metal framework was torn, punctured by several blackened holes.

      He carried the pieces to Stan’s office and stepped through the door without announcing himself. He stood there until he was noticed.

      The left side of Stan’s face was red and swollen and peppered with tiny scabs. His bruised left hand spread out in front of him on the desk. He held a cell phone to his right ear, speaking into it with a grin.

      His gaze moved over to Haggis, dropped to take in the broken prosthetic held out like an offering, then back up to Haggis’ face.

      “Can I call you back?” he said.

      He hung up without waiting for an answer and set his phone aside. When he laced his fingers together, he suppressed a wince. “What’s up?”

      Haggis lifted the leg higher. “What, did you get shot out of a cannon or something?”

      Stan laughed and shook his head. “No, I was looking at some property out in the sticks. Got attacked by a dog.”

      Haggis let the socket drop to his side and moved the foot in front of him. “This looks like you got shot while getting thrown from a car after crashing into a telephone pole.”

      Stan shrugged. “It was a big dog.”

      Haggis didn’t care how much Stan had paid to be CEO of Ossi-Pro. Or if he was paying the rent on the building. Or paying cash for tools and materials. Buying him lunch every time he came. Giving him a raise.

      Haggis just didn’t like being lied to.

      He remembered when he asked how Stan had been injured in the first place. The way he had told his ridiculous story with a straight face.

      “A dog,” Haggis said, tipping his head back to look down his nose. “Like how you lost your leg?”

      Stan grinned. “That’s right. Only that was an alligator.”

      Haggis turned and slung the leg to the floor outside the office. It shattered with the sound of a gunshot. The socket exploded into glittering shards.

      Haggis turned back around, but Stan’s face had barely changed. He shrugged and spread his hands apart. “It was a big alligator.”

      Haggis turned and threw the foot next. It bounced like a football taking a bad hop and careened out of sight to knock something off his workbench. Whatever it was crashed to the floor. He hoped it was expensive.

      He shook with anger when he turned back around. He didn’t like losing control, but once it started, it was so hard to rein it back in.

      Stan no longer grinned, but he still smiled. Higher on one side like a smug secret. “I got bad luck with animals. What can I say?”

      Haggis took a step deeper into the office, but Stan held up one hand, and his smile fell into dead stillness. Something about the ice that filled his eyes made Haggis hesitate.

      His expression wasn’t one of confidence but of willingness. A look that said Stan didn’t care if he died.

      As long as he made it hard on whoever tried.

      Haggis’ anger evaporated into curiosity. A need to know this man. To discover what happened to him that would give him such resolve. “A big dog, huh?”

      Stan’s grin came back like it had never left. “That’s right. Had to climb a tree to get away. Fell out of it when it finally lost interest. Scraped my face down the bark. That shit stings.”

      Haggis nodded like he wasn’t sure what he was agreeing to. “I bet.”

      Stan clapped his hands together. “Anyway, can you fix it?”

      “I don’t think so.”

      Stan shrugged like it didn’t matter, but Haggis could see the disappointment on his face. It brought up his pride. Stan liked the Everyday Carry that much. Haggis spread his hands. “I mean, I have the parts for a new one. A couple of sockets sitting on the shelf we made from the original buck. I could set the hand I been working on back a day and get a new leg done by lunch.”

      “That fast?”

      Haggis nodded. “It’s pretty much just assembly.”

      Stan clapped again. “Heck yeah. Then we can go to Sloppy’s. It’s been a minute since I stuffed my face with that garbage.”

      “Yeah, sure.” Haggis felt a confused resignation settle over him. Like he had just watched an episode of Columbo and still didn’t understand how the guy had solved the crime.

      He stared at Stan like he was going to say something more, but the seconds stretched out. Finally, he nodded and backed toward the door. “I guess I’ll get on that then.”

      Stan nodded, and his gaze finally dropped back down to his desk as he reached for his phone. “Awesome.”

      Haggis turned and walked back to his workbench. He stared straight ahead like he was in a daze. He couldn’t quite explain to himself what had happened. Couldn’t even tell himself if he liked it or not.

      What was that man up to?

      He threw the box on the floor to join the debris from the shattered prosthesis. He was the only one in the lab today, so what could it hurt?

      And why did Stan have to lie about it?

      Haggis lifted his headphones back to his ears just as Frank Sinatra started into “I Get a Kick Out of You.” So eerily appropriate, he almost shut the player off.

      And what had he really gotten himself into?
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      Mo leaned out into the blistering Miami sun. The breeze blowing through the fifth-floor terrace of the Creekview Apartments was hot and gritty.

      The only view he could find was of the highway just off the parking lot and an alley down the side. Shops and gas stations trailed into the distance behind a wall of brown bushes and trees.

      And the bleached parking lot below.

      Ramona said Bradley would be driving a yellow Supra. As it pulled into a spot out by the iron fence edging the property, Mo stepped back to lean on the wall between the front door and window of apartment 5F.

      Ramona Flores had been coming to the meetings for a few weeks before speaking any words beyond hello and goodbye. A combat nurse for four years, when she processed out of the Army, she fell into an angry depression. PTSD and nightmares. An abusive relationship with the man that waited for her back home, Bradley Pidgen.

      They held onto each other through drunken fights. Drug-fueled reconciliations. Cops coming to the apartment almost every week.

      Then she tried to get clean — get her anger locked down — and Bradley didn’t care for that. He couldn’t control her through her independence. She didn’t let him dominate her anymore.

      So he kicked her out. His name was on all the bills. The lease was his. He had the landlord change the locks, and that was that. She was on the street.

      Mo and Gen made sure she was taken care of, but she was having trouble healing. Bradley still had all her stuff. Things she could take or leave, except for something so important, it was crushing her soul to live without it.

      He settled back to wait for Bradley to make it up all those stairs. 

      Her Old Pops had been in the military, Army Corps of Engineers-never talked about it. But even as a little girl, Ramona had seen the shadow of his service hanging over him.

      Every Saturday, when he picked her up for breakfast, she had listened to his rough voice tell stories about his life. Many of them not appropriate for her age.

      On the rare occasions he talked about his service during WWII, his eyes became hollow and sad.

      She later learned he had helped remove obstacles from Omaha Beach to help U.S. soldiers finally resist the withering German resistance.

      Mo remembered her dropping her head into her hands and whispering, “What did he see, I wonder.”

      She had a picture of him holding her close in a slow dance when she was dressed for her junior prom. Benny Martzen hadn’t been able to compare to her Old Pops, but she told the other members of the therapy circle that she had been nice enough not to say that to his face.

      The following summer, Old Pops died in the fire that burned his house down. All she had of him was that picture. And now, Bradley had it.

      She called him almost every day to beg for it back, and at first, he had answered. Finally, it started going straight to voicemail.

      Mo could see she was struggling and on the edge of a relapse. He told Gen what he had planned, and she approved it with a kiss that had led to a near-sleepless night.

      Bradley came around the corner with a skinny blonde on his arm, giggling into his shoulder. Mo didn’t even feel the lack of sleep. He smiled when he pushed off the wall.

      “Bradley,” he shouted, spreading his arms in greeting.

      Bradley jerked to a stop. The blonde squealed in alarm. Shifted around to hide behind his shoulder.

      He was a big boy. Tight Superman t-shirt. Low-slung jeans with a chain dangling from a belt loop to the back pocket. Tattoos down both arms. Beard under slicked hair.

      He looked like many of the veterans that sat in on the meetings Mo and Gen hosted.

      “Who the fuck are you?”

      Mo nodded in greeting. Shifted his eyes to the blonde. “You got somewhere to be, girl? Or maybe you can wait down the stairs?”

      She nodded, her eyes wide. She pointed to the ceiling. “I live in 6B,” she squeaked.

      Bradley sneered in disgust. Looked at her over his shoulder. Shrugged her off of him as he stepped forward. “Shut the fuck up, bitch.”

      Mo shook his head. “That wasn’t very nice.”

      Bradley whipped back around and pointed an angry finger. “Who the fuck are you, man?”

      “Ramona wants her picture back.”

      The blonde hissed in a gasp. “You said she was dead.”

      Bradley looked up and shook his head. “I swear to God, Misty. Shut the fuck up.”

      “What picture is he talking about?”

      Mo smiled at her. Kept his voice soft. “Her and her grandfather.”

      Misty stomped her foot. “Why are you keeping anything of hers? You said she was dead.”

      Bradley growled. “I said she was dead to me. You should fucking listen better.”

      “Look,” Mo said. “I just came to ask for it back. She’s afraid to come herself.”

      Misty snickered. “Afraid of him?”

      Bradley ignored her. Swept his pointing finger from Mo’s shoes to his face. “So she sent her … what? Her new boyfriend? Her pimp?”

      Mo took a step of his own. Pitched his voice to a rumble. “You’re looking at me like you know what you’re talking about.”

      Misty stomped again. It reminded Mo of Marissa Tomei in My Cousin Vinny. “Just give it to him!”

      Bradley rotated to put his hand flat on her breastbone. Shoved her back with a grunt. “What did I say, bitch?”

      Mo covered the distance before Bradley took a fresh breath. One big hand on his throat. The other filled with a wad of t-shirt.

      He twisted toward the railing, spinning Bradley in a surprised arc that brought him around aimed at his own front door. When Mo let him go, he flew like the world had turned sideways. Hit the door with his left shoulder and hip.

      The jamb gave way in an explosion of splintered wood and powdered drywall. Bradley tumbled into the dark apartment with a wordless cry of shocked pain.

      A piece of splintered casing fell across his back as he got on his hands and knees to crawl away from the monster filling the doorway.

      He made it from the small pad of stained tile to the thin brown carpet before Mo was on him. The fingers of his right hand slipped into the back of his waistband. The fingers of his left twined into his greasy hair.

      Mo helped Bradley get into the living room with a toss that sent him flying to smash into the wall above the couch. Face first into an oversized print of Connor MacGregor wearing a tight suit. Dropped to roll onto the floor.

      Mo wiped loose hair from his fingers onto his pant leg as he bent to flip Bradley over. He dodged a weak punch swung blindly from Bradley’s hip. Slapped Bradley on the cheek. It sounded like a snapping tree branch.

      Bradley’s head snapped to the side, flinging blood from his nose.

      Mo got a double handful of t-shirt. Picked him straight up to slam him to his seat on the center cushion so hard, Bradley’s head rocked back to smack the wall. Connor MacGregor tilted, then fell off his perch to slide straight down behind the couch.

      “Now then,” Mo said. “Where is it? And I really hope, Bradley … I mean with a fervent heart … that it’s still here.”

      Bradley’s eyes rolled back, then his eyelids fluttered. He took a deep breath and focused on Mo’s face. “I don’t know what that means?”

      “It’s not that hard, Bradley. Ramona wants her picture back.”

      Bradley shook his head. “No … what’s fervent mean?”

      Misty’s voice sounded like it was right over his shoulder. “It means passionately intense.”

      Mo looked over, but she was still outside the door on the terrace. She shrugged. “I take a creative writing course on Wednesdays.”

      Mo smiled. “Good for you.”

      She brightened as she stood up straight. “Thanks!” She leaned inside to get a look at Bradley. “I’m going back to my place. Don’t call me. If anybody asks, just tell ’em I’m dead.”

      She spun away to march off. Mo wondered how long before she let him back in. Or how long it would be before she found another man to treat her like shit.

      When he turned back, Bradley held a shaking hand up, pointing to his right. “It’s right fucking there, man. Okay?”

      Mo looked to where Bradley indicated. Pictures hung on the wall in a staggered pattern. He chuckled. It was exactly the same way Gen did it. Sometimes fussing for hours over the placement of each one.

      He walked over to inspect the display. Saw the picture almost immediately. Right in the center. Ramona’s younger face over an orange dress. Old Pops grinned with pride.

      He slipped it off the nail. Tucked it under his arm. He had nothing else to say, and Bradley didn’t seem to be in the mood for a conversation anyway, so he left.

      Mo jogged down the stairs and jumped into his Jeep. He’d taken the top and doors off that morning—just the bra over the front seats to keep the sun off his head.

      He felt a little funky, so he cranked up the Ohio Players on his way out of the parking lot. Guaranteed to keep him hyped on the long drive south to Key West.
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      Ronnie slipped out from behind the wheel. Smoothed her dress down as she stood. It fit her like a second skin. Off the shoulder, half sleeves, hem stopping just above her knees.

      It was black with tiny gray stripes, Stan’s favorite. She hadn’t seen him in a couple days while he was in Wildwood. Something to do with his cousin.

      She didn’t mind, but he often came back bruised, sometimes bloody. She hated to worry.

      She parked as far from the front door of Janko’s Cuban Grill as she could. She refused to use the handicap spaces, even though she qualified after her discharge.

      An RPG had exploded in front of her during the evacuation of a Mogadishu airstrip in 2009. She had taken a communications support job, joining the Army against her mother’s wishes. At least she could assure her she would be in less danger working from an F.O.B…until Al-Shabab proven her wrong.

      Her goggles had saved her vision, but the explosion had taken most of her face. She had looked at the pictures once. A bloody skull with crispy twists of burned hair.

      She shut her door. Hit the button to lock it up. Her high heels hitting the asphalt echoed off the canopy of leaves on the edge of the parking lot. The breeze blew back the thick spirals of hair that had taken her an hour to tame. The TFO blocked the air from her face, but she could feel it on her tongue and in her eyes.

      Since her most recent surgery — an operation to relieve tightening scar tissue around her reconstructed lips that was making her sneer — she had to wear the Translucent Facial Ossifer again. A theater mask of tinted plastic to put pressure on the healing skin to keep it soft and supple.
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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).

"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
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
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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
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
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