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      Chocolate usually topped my list of favorite smells. It ranked alongside campfires and popcorn. And much higher than the stench of cow poop, which lingered on my clothes after helping my best friend Kimmy and her dad in their dairy barn.

      But today, something seemed off with that chocolatey smell. And it wasn’t the cow poop.

      My stomach growled and twisted in knots at the same time. “What’s your mom making?” I asked Kimmy as I untied my snow-covered boots.

      “I’m not sure.” She kicked off her shoes and pranced into the kitchen. Her puppy, Junior, skidded after her on oversized wet paws. “Mom, what are you⁠—”

      “Nope. You know the rules,” Mrs. B scolded from the other room. “Out of the kitchen until you shower. I don’t need these whoopie pies smelling like the barn.”

      “Whoopie pies?” Kimmy’s voice rose a notch. She scooped up her fluffy, golden puppy before he could pounce on her mom.

      I loved whoopie pies. Desserts didn’t get much better than two round pieces of cake with creamy frosting in the middle.

      “Not for you,” Mrs. B said. “These are for Mateo and Skylar’s wedding.”

      The wedding. No wonder this chocolate didn’t smell right.

      Next Saturday, one week from today, my big brother, Mateo, was getting married. To Kimmy’s Aunt Skylar. Lately, no one talked about anything else.

      I couldn’t escape it.

      “Can Daniel and I help?” Kimmy asked, wrestling to keep Junior from escaping her one-handed hold.

      “If you clean up first. And make sure Junior is clean too.”

      “Okay!” Kimmy dashed back into the living room and lowered her voice to a whisper. “Helping Mom bake is the best way to be recruited as a taste tester.”

      Junior wriggled out of her grip. He ran to the corner of the room and latched his puppy teeth onto a low branch of the Christmas tree, which the Becketts hadn’t decorated yet since Christmas was a few weeks away.

      Kimmy pulled him off the branch and gave him a donut-shaped chew toy instead.

      The grandfather clock chimed its low, deep tune.

      “Sorry, I can’t help,” I said. “Mateo will be here to pick me up any minute.”

      He should have picked me up almost an hour ago for our Saturday pizza night. Did he forget about me? Was it starting already?

      Mateo always tried to tell me this marriage would be a good change. “No matter how our family grows, you’ll always be my brother,” he’d say.

      That never made me feel better. Of course he’d always be my brother. He had no choice.

      My head pulsed with a sudden ache. I stuck my hand in my pocket and rolled my round brass compass between my fingers. It was smooth and calming.

      “Can you watch Junior while I shower, then?” Kimmy snatched the chew toy away from him and tossed it across the room so he could chase it. “At least until Mateo gets here?”

      “Sure.”

      Junior captured the toy, but he didn’t return it to Kimmy. Instead, he sat in the corner, trying to tear the donut to pieces.

      “Oh, Junior.” Kimmy shook her head. Then she turned to me and frowned. “Are you okay? You’ve been acting weird all afternoon, even out in the snow. And you’ve been waiting weeks for that.”

      I released the compass and spun my arms at my sides. “Yeah. I was just thinking about the wedding.”

      “Aren’t you excited?” she asked. “Not many twelve-year-olds get to be the best man at a wedding. And I’ll be a bridesmaid! I still can’t believe it. I don’t even mind that my dress is sleeveless.”

      “That’s great, Kimmy.”

      She was born with half of her right arm, and she always used to hide it with long sleeves. Not since our summer road trip, though.

      During that trip, Mateo had reconnected with Skylar, and I met Kimmy for the first time. Some of those changes were good. Others scared me.

      “You didn’t answer my question,” Kimmy said. “Are you excited? Worried? There are lots of things that could go wrong. What if this first big snow turns into a weeklong storm and all the guests cancel? Or what if Aunt Skylar spills coffee on her wedding dress? Or what if Junior eats the rings? They are trusting him to be the ring bearer, after all.”

      “I’m not worried about the wedding.”

      Only what it might change. Mateo and I had lived together, just the two of us, for my whole life. Our dad had left us right after I was born, but Mateo had always cared for me.

      Skylar wouldn’t move in until after the wedding, but things were already different. Near the beginning of the school year, we had moved from New York City to Deesburg, Pennsylvania, where Skylar lived.

      I enjoyed being closer to Kimmy. But I didn’t enjoy moving.

      Skylar kept dumping more of her stuff at our house. Mountains of nail polish cluttered our organized bathroom drawer. Strands of pink hair clogged the vacuum cleaner.

      My brain hurt thinking about it. I couldn’t imagine Mateo liked it either.

      Kimmy lowered her voice. “You want them to get married, don’t you?”

      I paused. Touched my compass again. “I want Mateo to be happy.”

      She leaned closer. “You know you can talk to me, right?”

      “Yeah, I know.” I tried to smile. “Go shower, Kimmy. I’ll take care of Junior.”

      “Okay.” She hesitated for a moment, then raced upstairs.

      Junior stopped chewing his donut and tried to follow Kimmy. But I caught him before he reached the first step. I pulled him onto my lap and held him in place with my knees.

      If I had a cell phone, I’d call Mateo to see when he’d be here. But he’d taken away my phone privileges after I dropped mine in the toilet and then tried to flush it. All because it had scared me when it buzzed in my pocket.

      So instead of calling, I grabbed my adventure journal out of my backpack. I never left the house without my journal. Adventure could strike at any time.

      
        
        Mateo is late. But true adventurers are flexible.

        I am a true adventurer, so I will wait here as long as I need to. Maybe I can be flexible in other ways too.

        Only what if the wedding is not a good thing for Mateo? What if he’s making a mistake?

      

      

      Junior growled at my pen as it moved across the lined page. He tried to bite the cover, but I pulled it away.

      “No, Junior. We don’t eat pens. Or adventure journals. Or rings.”

      Rings.

      The wedding.

      I shuddered. I needed a distraction. What if I bathed Junior while Kimmy showered? That would be helpful.

      Mrs. B was busy frosting the whoopie pies, so I slipped into the downstairs bathroom with Junior in tow. The bathroom had an old metal tub, almost like a giant sink, that was large enough to fit Junior. For now. He was a golden retriever and Australian shepherd mix, so he’d outgrow it eventually.

      I hummed the tune of “The Little Drummer Boy,” my favorite Christmas song, while I lifted Junior into the tub. His nails clinked against the metal.

      Trying to ignore the sound that sent shivers down my spine, I asked, “Do you like baths?”

      Junior wagged. His tail thumped the side of the tub. That was a yes, right?

      I turned on the water.

      At first, Junior lapped at the water coming out of the faucet. He must not have eaten enough snow.

      But as soon as I splashed a bit of water onto his back, he yelped like I’d stepped on his paw. Then he leaped out of the tub.

      I stopped the water and whipped around to shut the bathroom door. Too late. He dodged me and sprinted away, leaving a trail of wet footprints.

      “Uh-oh.”

      I charged after him. But he ran too fast. He dashed through the hallway, using it as a personal slip-and-slide. Straight toward the kitchen.

      “Mrs. B! Watch out!”

      Kimmy’s mom shrieked.

      I rounded the corner as Junior tackled her from behind. A metal bowl of vanilla frosting flew into the air.

      Adventure Daniel kicked into action. I slid into the kitchen on my belly.

      Just in time to miss the bowl.

      It hit the floor with a sharp clang. Frosting spattered onto the tile and blanketed my face like a blizzard.

      I wiped frosting from my eyelids. Then I pushed up to a sitting position and pressed my hands over my ears to silence the noise.

      Junior’s tongue lapped at my cheeks. I wanted to shove him away, but I couldn’t take my hands off my ears.

      “Are you okay, Daniel?” Mrs. B’s words reached me. She sounded tired, but not angry. She lifted the bowl off the floor. “Don’t worry. I can make another batch.”

      Slowly, I let my hands fall away from my pounding head. Frosting surrounded me. “You aren’t mad?”

      Footsteps thumped down the stairs. Kimmy appeared in the doorway, and her eyes widened. “What’s happening?”

      Junior stopped licking my face and barked.

      The front door creaked open. We turned, expecting to see Kimmy’s dad walk into the room.

      But it wasn’t Mr. B.

      It was Mateo. He walked into the room stiffer than a robot, not saying a word about the mess on the floor or on my face. His skin had paled to whitish gray, the shade of a real-life snowman. He ran trembling hands through his flurry-dusted hair.

      “Are you okay?” My chest tightened. He looked like he might pass out. “Do you need to go to the hospital?”

      “It’s Sky.” He swallowed hard. “She’s gone.”
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      Gone could mean a lot of things.

      Gone fishing. Gone on vacation.

      Dead.

      My stomach plummeted with sudden guilt. What if something bad had happened to Skylar?

      Mrs. B dropped the bowl back onto the floor with another metallic clink. Kimmy paused at the bottom of the stairs. Junior wagged his tail. I sat on the floor in a puddle of vanilla frosting.

      Everyone remained silent, like they’d frozen in a snowstorm.

      “Gone where?” I asked. Frosting dripped along my cheeks. Junior tried to eat it off my face again. This time, I shoved him away.

      Mateo shook his head. “I stopped by her house. She wasn’t there. And she’s not answering her phone.”

      Mrs. B picked up the bowl. She grabbed a roll of paper towels, passed a few to me, and scrubbed the frosting off the floor in quick swiping motions. “Sky goes days at a time without answering her phone.” Her voice sounded shaky. “Maybe she’s running errands.”

      Mateo pulled a small piece of notebook paper from his back pocket. “She left a note.”

      So, not dead. That was good. The ball of guilt in my stomach eased.

      I rubbed the frosting from my face with the paper towel. “What does it say?” I stood to see the note in Mateo’s hand, but he had folded it in half. “Can we read it?”

      Mateo opened his mouth to respond, then shuddered. “I can’t lose her again.”

      He passed me the note, hand trembling.

      Kimmy shuffled closer.

      Mrs. B joined us, leaving Junior to lick frosting from the floor. Her face had turned almost as white as Mateo’s.

      I held the note in front of me so we could read it together.

      
        
        My dearest Mateo (and others),

        

        There’s something I need to take care of. Don’t worry, and don’t come after me.

        

        Love,

        Sky

      

      

      No instructions on where to find her. No information about why she left. No mention of the wedding. Her wedding. The one that was one week away.

      A bad taste filled my mouth, like whoopie pies made with cow pies instead of chocolate.

      I’d been pretty young when Mateo and Skylar first dated, so I didn’t remember much. But she had run off on him before.

      My head throbbed. My hands clenched into fists. How could she do this to Mateo again? And a week before their wedding?

      Mateo turned from the note and asked Kimmy’s mom, “She’ll be back for the wedding, right? She has to be back for the wedding.”

      Mrs. B rubbed her throat. “I don’t know what to say, Mateo. You know my sister.”

      “Her track record isn’t promising,” Kimmy muttered.

      My brother let out a snort-cry sound, like a pig that had held its breath for too long. “I need a minute.” He walked into the bathroom—the one practically flooded from Junior’s attempted bath—and shut the door behind him.

      I wanted to follow, but what would I say? Maybe this was a good thing. For both of us. But he wouldn’t want to hear that. My hand tapped my leg.

      This was proof Mateo shouldn’t get married. Life worked better with just us. I’d never disappear on him.

      Well, I did have a history of wandering off. But I never meant to. It hadn’t happened since the summer. I definitely never thought about it enough to leave a note beforehand.

      Mrs. B used her foot to nudge Junior away from the remaining frosting. “Why don’t you two take the dog outside while I get this cleaned up?”

      “Okay,” Kimmy said.

      I nodded, glad for a chance to talk to Kimmy about this. Skylar was her aunt, but Kimmy would see the truth. For Skylar to run off, she must not have wanted to be part of our family.

      After Kimmy dried Junior’s hair with a blow-dryer so it wouldn’t freeze in the cold, I slung my backpack over my shoulder and we ambled outside.

      An icy breeze swirled snowflakes around us. They flicked against my face and prickled my skin. Junior sprinted through the yard, snatching flurries in his mouth as he ran.

      “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Kimmy asked.

      I scratched my head. “I’m not a mind reader, but I hope so.”

      “We have a mystery on our hands. The case of the disappearing aunt. We have to find her and bring her home before the wedding. No way she’ll make it back in time on her own.”

      I released a puff of air. My breath floated and then vanished. Search for Skylar? That was the opposite of what I wanted to do. “She shouldn’t have left.”

      “Maybe it’ll be fun to search for her,” Kimmy said, almost like she hadn’t heard me. Her cheeks were rosy from the cold. “A new quest.”

      Over the summer, we had embarked on a quest to find a missing dog. But a quest to find Mateo’s missing fiancée felt wrong.

      I didn’t want to let Skylar hurt Mateo anymore. If she didn’t show up for the wedding, he’d see the truth. He didn’t need her. We didn’t need her.

      “What’s wrong? Why do you look so worried?” Kimmy frowned. “You don’t think she could be in trouble, do you?”

      “No. She left a note.” I stared at Junior. He was snacking on snow again. That dog would eat all day if he could.

      Kimmy chewed on a strand of her hair. She’d vowed to break that habit before seventh grade, but she hadn’t succeeded. “I guess that’s true. But if this was a movie, she probably would be in trouble. The note is so vague.”

      Junior dipped his chin into the snow and came up with a Santa beard.

      Kimmy giggled.

      I wanted to laugh, but Skylar had made me too angry. This was just like her. Messing up our house and our lives. Taking away the time Mateo and I used to spend together. Hurting me, and even worse, hurting my brother.

      Kimmy put her hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay, Daniel.”

      I grabbed a handful of snow and packed it into a ball. “They can’t get married if she doesn’t come to the wedding.”

      “She’ll be there. She has to be. We’ll make sure of it.”

      Kimmy and I agreed about a lot of things. I thought we’d agree about this. But we didn’t.

      Junior leaped to lick my face and nearly pushed me over. I stumbled back, dropping my snowball. His nails caught the pocket of my cargo pants. I unhooked his nails and held his front paws.

      “Junior, get down.” Kimmy sighed. “The problem is, it’ll be tough to find her without any clues. But I think we can do it. We make a good team.”

      The front door flung open before I could respond.

      Mateo trudged out with his coat under his arm. “Come on, Daniel. Let’s go home.”
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      On the drive home, Mateo wasn’t in the mood to chat. So, I jotted my thoughts in my adventure journal.

      
        
        True adventurers are always on the hunt for a quest. Because the best adventures always include something important to find at the end.

        Finding a missing dog is a good thing.

        Finding a missing fiancée who chose to leave? Who hurt my brother before and is hurting him again?

        Not a good thing.

      

      

      “Did you hear me, Daniel?”

      I glanced up at the sound of Mateo’s voice. His face had returned to its normal color. Almost.

      “Uh, no. Sorry.”

      “I asked if you still wanted to do pizza night.”

      Pizza night should’ve been the last thing on Mateo’s mind. I swayed against my seat belt. “Do you want to?”

      His shoulders sagged. “I don’t know what to do.”

      He had to be talking about more than pizza. But I couldn’t tell him my real feelings.

      “I want to go after her.” Mateo fixed his gaze on the frosty road. “But how am I supposed to figure out where she is if she won’t even answer her phone?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Me neither. I mean, why wouldn’t she tell me where she was going?”

      “I don’t know,” I said again. What would he say if I told him to let her go if she didn’t come back on her own?

      Mateo seemed lost. Like an adventurer without a compass. I loved my brother. I hated seeing him this way.

      “Let’s do pizza. I know how much you enjoy pizza night.” He clenched the muscles in his jaw. “If Sky’s not answering her phone in the morning, we’ll go after her then.”

      He turned the car onto our road. The wheels hit a patch of ice, and the tires spun.

      My stomach moved up to my throat. I grabbed the sides of my seat. God, help us!

      Mateo moved the steering wheel from one side to the other. We skidded toward the ditch.

      But then, the tires regained traction on the road. Safe.

      Mateo exhaled. He reached over and put his hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay, hermano. I’ve got you.”

      I released my grip. My muscles relaxed.

      Mateo always had my back. He had always been there for me.

      This was my chance to look out for him. My chance to do the best thing for our family.

      Maybe that meant helping him search for Skylar.

      Or maybe it meant helping him see we didn’t need her at all.
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        * * *

      

      Sunday morning, I woke up before Mateo to make him coffee. He loved starting his days with a hot cup of coffee, and he even had a special way of making it. Pour-over.

      It would be a nice surprise for him to wake up to his coffee already made. After yesterday, I wanted to make him smile again.

      I didn’t drink coffee, and I’d never made it before. But I’d watched Mateo do it hundreds of times. He boiled water on the stove, ground the coffee beans in an electric coffee grinder, then poured the hot water over the grounds in a filter.

      Humming to myself, I filled the gooseneck kettle with water and put it on the stove. While I waited for it to boil, I grabbed my journal.

      
        
        Reasons to Help Mateo Find Skylar:

        1. He loves her.

        2. It would make him happy. For now.

        

        Reasons NOT to Help Mateo Find Skylar:

        1. She made him feel this way.

        2. She could make him feel this way again.

        3. She’s unpredictable, messy, and can be really cranky.

        4. She takes a lot of Mateo’s time.

        5. Mateo might be happier without her.

      

      

      When the kettle rumbled, I shut my journal. My skin itched, but I didn’t know why. Mateo only bought me the softest sweatshirts—he knew I was extra sensitive to certain things.

      “Oops. I forgot to grind the beans.” I scratched my arm, then reached into the cabinet for the coffee beans.

      How many coffee beans did Mateo use? I shrugged. It shouldn’t matter. It would taste like coffee.

      The grinder roared to life. I winced and stopped it quickly, hoping it hadn’t woken Mateo. Then I put the grounds in the filter and poured the boiling water on top, making big circle motions like Mateo did every morning. It was kind of fun. I pretended to write Mateo’s name on the grounds, then my name, then Kimmy’s.
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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