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About This Book


Welcome to the all new K9 Files series reconnecting readers with the unforgettable men from SEALs of Steel in a new series of action packed, page turning romantic suspense that fans have come to expect from USA TODAY Bestselling author Dale Mayer. Pssst… you’ll meet other favorite characters from SEALs of Honor and Heroes for Hire too!

Rowan hopes that the deep emptiness inside him might possibly heal—if he just finds the retired K9 Hershey, named after an old trainer buddy. Nothing can hold Rowan back from locating his old K9 friend. What he didn’t expect was his old friend had found a new friend, with puppies of her own.

Brandi had just lost her grandmother, her home, and her best four-legged friend, Lacey, in a horrible forest fire that swept through town. Everyone said to not give up on Lacey, as dogs often disappeared only to reappear later. That one thought calls her to spend every spare moment she has at the site, calling for Lacey. When she realizes someone else has the same idea, she’s happy to join forces.

When things get ugly, she’s glad to have someone at her side because she hadn’t seen what ugly could really look like … until now.

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Prologue
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Rowan Chadwick walked into the offices of Titanium Corp. “Hey, somebody called me in?”

“Hey, Rowan,” Geir said. “Do you have any experience with dogs?”

“Outside of owning some?” he asked.

“K9 units, military dog training, that sort of thing.”

“Some,” he said. “I was a handler for a year, and that was the year before the accident,” he added. “That was one of my biggest regrets. The fact that I didn’t have enough time with the dog.”

“Understood,” he said. “What dog was it?”

“Hershey. But he had some big fancy formal name, Harold Guildford II, or some such thing,” he said with a smile. “I just called him Hershey. The problem in my case was trying to separate that owner bond,” he said. “Handlers obviously get attached, but getting too attached is frowned upon.”

“Right, because the dogs can move from handler to handler, depending on the training they’re set up for, right?”

“Exactly.”

“How’s the rehab going?”

“It’s going,” he said. And he slowly straightened out his foot, bringing it back in again. The muscles stiffened so easily these days. He had to remember to always do his stretches, or else they seized up. “It’s kind of weird missing the front of a foot. Then it’s weird functioning in a body that’s not like it used to be.”

“Right,” Badger said, walking in behind him. “It’s funny how we can adjust to losing a whole limb, but losing half a foot or half a hand just feels wrong.”

“And a couple ribs. Plus, I’ve got a mess of screws and plates and who knows what else in my body.” He shrugged. “Like all of us, the fact is, we are Patchwork Kids brought back to life.”

“I like that,” Geir said, laughing. “More like clockwork kids though.”

“Yeah, steampunk before it became cool,” Rowan said, cracking a grin.

“What was the name of that dog again?” Geir asked Rowan.

“Which one?”

“The one you used to work with?”

“Hershey,” he said.

Geir looked to Badger, who sat down with a thump, and reached for a short stack of files that were on the desk and sorted through them.

“What would you do to get that dog back?” Geir asked Rowan.

“That would mean going back into an active military K9 unit,” he said, “and that’s not happening. No matter how much dreaming I do.”

“Got a point there,” Badger said, as he flipped open the first folder, closed it; flipped open the second one, closed it; reached for the third one in front of him, hoping, and looked at Geir and gave him a nod. Badger handed the file to Geir.

“What’s this all about?” Rowan asked.

“I don’t know if you know about a bunch of the guys who have done private missions for us,” he said. “They’ve been looking into the fate of some of the War Dogs supposedly retired but gone missing.”

“I don’t like the sound of that,” Rowan said, his tone harsh. “These dogs deserve every bit of retirement they have coming.”

“We agree,” Geir said. “What we do have is a dog here. It was supposed to be sent to California. And it was. It arrived, landed, and was signed off. However, when the military heard of the weather event there, they made a follow-up check to see that everything was still okay, but they found no sign of the people or the dog. Apparently one of the big fires in California had ripped through the place, and everybody was separated. That had been close to a month or six weeks ago. The family in question lost members, not to mention several other furry members of the family that were scattered or died, and, even if the dog can be found again, at this point, they don’t want it back.”

“Wow,” he said. “I understand, but that’s harsh.”

“It is, but they also lost their home and had to move to Illinois, I think,” Geir said, checking the file. “The husband is now a single father of two kids because he lost his wife to that fire.”

“Well, I guess, given the circumstances, maybe it is understandable,” he said, “but it’s still pretty rough on the dog.”

“They’d only had the dog a few weeks, and, according to the first welfare check, everything was fine, but then, when the fire blasted through the area shortly thereafter, the dog took off, and nobody has seen it since.”

“That’s terrible.”

“It is,” they said.

“What’s the dog’s name?” Rowan asked, stretching back in the big old office chair.

“Harold Guildford II,” Badger said, looking over at him.

Rowan slammed forward, his feet hitting the floor hard and his fist coming down on the desk. “Hershey?”

Both men nodded. “Yeah, Hershey,” Geir said.

Rowan snatched up the file. “I’m taking this one.”

“We thought you might,” Badger said with a grin.


Chapter 1
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For Rowan Burlow, this was not where he expected to be at any time of his life. Just the thought that, maybe, Hershey was still alive had sent him careening to the California fire wasteland.

Now Rowan stood in shock, staring at the blackened hills, the skeletons of the trees, the blackened remains of houses that had all been devastated by the wildfires. He didn’t even understand just how big this was until he got here, and, now standing and staring at the devastation in front of him, it was almost impossible to get his mind wrapped around it all. So many houses, so many acres, so many miles. … He couldn’t imagine the loss of wildlife, even just the loss of vegetation. He had to hope Mother Nature had a grand plan here, and, when something went wrong, like these fires, it was truly awesome … and terrifying.

The devastation surrounding him was just so incredible and so widespread, as if Mother Nature had scarred this entire section of the planet with a big black warning to keep out. Everywhere he stepped, the undergrowth crunched under his feet, and, even months later, a musky, smoky smell still remained all around him. He stood at the base of one of the hills, where the fire had come down and had consumed the houses.

He was still trying to find the house where Hershey had lived. It was a little hard to tell when such complete ruin surrounded him. On the other hand, concrete foundations survived where houses once stood, along with some burned-out car husks, a few other unidentified metal pieces, a camper on this property, and what looked like a garage on another.

He walked down the street with a backpack on his back, holding several bottles of water, his phone in one hand. He had left his rental car parked on the street. As soon as he assessed just where he needed to be, he could move around with his car as needed. However, he wanted to get out and walk to get a feel for just how bad this all had been. And, of course, the answer was, unbelievably bad. His heart ached as he realized just how many people had been taken, how many pets and wildlife had suffered from this flash bomb of fire.

He didn’t know if any investigation had been made into whether this was arson, accidental, or a brush fire that had gotten out of control. It was hard to know where it had started. He thought that this one had begun up in the hills, a couple miles from here. And, of course, the fire could easily travel several miles in a day. And that had caught these people by surprise. They’d been evacuated, but, a lot of people had left their pets behind—something that deeply bothered Rowan because those furry friends should have been part of the core family. However, in the panic, everybody grabbed the things that they needed the most. Usually children and spouses and that was about it. Maybe also a few mementos, he guessed. But he’d take his animals every time.

As he walked around, just the enormity, the sheer size of the fire’s devastation felt a little overwhelming. He walked for the next half hour while he searched for the right house. He found signs of wildlife having returned in the sense that Rowan found tracks through some of the ash marks and fur among the underbrush. However, nothing was recognizable as Hershey, and Rowan didn’t even know for sure that Hershey was alive. That was a whole different issue. Rowan had heard and read stories of dogs returning to their owners, even from thousands of miles away, but, in this case, had Hershey been here long enough to bond with the family? Now that family had moved, what were Hershey’s options?

Rowan tried to think like his dog, but the dog had been very focused on work. Then, when it was playtime, Hershey had been focused very intently on playtime. Rowan hated to think of Hershey’s devastating end of life in a forest fire and how that would have been for him. Rowan’s heart broke as he considered it. And, if Hershey were still alive, the last few months surely must have been brutal.

As Rowan walked the area, not really planning on doing a whole lot more than that today, he set up a plan with his map to figure out where Hershey would have gone. To the hills, first and foremost, to get away from the blaze. Water was a necessity, and a couple creeks were farther up. Rowan would check to see if water still ran. Otherwise, Hershey would need to find another water source. He would probably stay close to the fire because that would be the only home he knew. Later, once he detached from that family, Rowan didn’t know for how long the dog would stay in this area. Rowan no longer saw signs of humans living here for as far as he could see. He did see the occasional vehicle, as people stood and stared and took pictures, but really it was just so heartbreakingly sad to take in.

When he heard another set of steps, he looked up the hill to see a young woman with a backpack and a walking stick in one hand as she slowly traipsed across the hillside. He studied her for a long moment, but, of course, he was not surprised that he didn’t recognize her. He wasn’t even sure what she was doing because it didn’t look like she was particularly enjoying herself. He noted no face tilts to the sun and certainly no smiles. Her head was down, looking around. She was also searching for something. He frowned and called up to her, “Hello?”

She didn’t appear to hear him. He headed in her direction, aiming for a spot just in front of her, so that he could head her off. When he was about twenty feet away, he called out, “Hello?”

She looked up, startled. Immediately she frowned and glanced around to see if she was alone, if anybody else was here.

He stopped in his tracks, not wanting to make her feel threatened. At least not any more than she was already. And wasn’t that something? He was just outside, walking, and she was apparently intimidated by that. She looked at him, stopping a good fifteen feet away, and said, “Good morning.”

“Do you always walk this area?” he asked.

She nodded slowly. “I have, since the fire came through here, yes. … Why?”

“I’m looking for a missing dog,” he said. He was hoping that maybe the subject of the conversation would make her more relaxed, but instead she seemed to eye him a little more suspiciously. “He was recently adopted by a family at that spot down there,” he said, pointing to where the old address was for Hershey.

She looked at the area in question, frowned, and shook her head. “That must be tough,” she said. “So many people here lost their pets.”

“True,” he said. “This Hershey is a War Dog, so I’m not saying that he is smarter than other dogs, but he’s had more training. If there was any way for him to get out and to stay alive, he would have.” Rowan added, “So it’s a little hard for me to walk away and to not come looking for him.”

“It’s been weeks and weeks,” she said, studying him with a frown. “If he was around, he would have gone already.”

“And that’s possible,” he said. “I only heard about him yesterday, when I was asked to look into his case—either to make sure that he was gone or to do my best to find him.”

She gave a broken laugh, her open arms swinging wide around the blackened world that they stood in. “Nothing to find.”

“Well, you’re looking for something too,” he said gently. “What are you hoping to find?”

Her back stiffened, and she glared at him.

He held up a hand. “I’m not trying to be intrusive,” he said. “I’m sorry, and I also don’t want to put you on your guard. I was just hoping that maybe you had seen the dog.”

She looked at him in surprise and then immediately shook her head. “I haven’t seen anything alive here for weeks.”

“Damn,” he whispered. He took several more steps back, losing his footing. He reached out and managed to save himself. Nothing like an ignoble fall in front of a pretty woman to make his day.

“Oops,” she said. “You’ve really got to watch your step here. Particularly with all the brush having been burned away, it’s hard to see the potholes underneath the ash.”

“I see that,” he said. “I’ll bring a walking stick with me tomorrow.”

“Are you coming back?” she asked in surprise.

He gave her a hard look. “I certainly don’t consider walking up and down the street, calling out for the dog, to be an adequate search. I will grid this area and slowly and carefully go through each and every section of it looking for him.”

“Are you doing this because it’s a job?” she asked. He hesitated; she appeared to notice and pressed her point. “A lot of people have lost a lot of pets here, but I don’t see them anymore.”

“I think most people wait to see if the animal comes back,” he said. “In Hershey’s case, the adoptive family moved to Illinois, and there’s nothing to come back to.”

“So why do you care?”

There was such a challenge and a forthrightness in her voice, but he didn’t take offense. He’d much rather people said what they were thinking, instead of hiding stuff. “Because I think it’s the same dog that I worked with over in Iraq,” he said. “I was involved in a bad accident and was shipped out one step away from a pine box. My recovery has been long and slow, but I’m back on my feet. I understood that the dog was completely fine and had heard that he’d been adopted because I did ask. It’s only now that I heard Hershey seems to have slipped through the cracks in the system. So, when the War Dogs division phoned to check up on him, and they found out that he was located where this big fire was, they contacted me and asked if I could come take a look for him. And, of course, I would have searched for him earlier, if I had only known.”

He said all this, hating that Hershey was likely on his own for many weeks to months. He also knew the dog was quite capable of surviving on his own if need be. But it was hardly the retirement Rowan wanted for the dog. And, in this day and age, so many people would just up and shoot Hershey if they couldn’t get close enough to him.

“I’m sorry,” she said, her tone softening.

He gave her a hard glance. “Feel sorry for the dog,” he said, his tone clipped. “Not me.”

“I wasn’t feeling sorry for you,” she said, “but I’m sorry for any animal that’s lost and at loose ends like that.”

“Will you tell me what you’re searching for?”

She gave a bitter laugh. “My life,” she said, and, with that, she turned and walked in the opposite direction.
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Brandi Malcolm hoped that he wouldn’t follow her. She wasn’t ready to answer questions, her heart still aching with pain, and she wondered if it would ever stop. Like him, she was searching for something. Although she had given him a flat-out answer, it was partially the truth. Something was just so wrong with the way her world went right now. Her grandmother had perished in that fire, in a home they shared not too far from the one that he had pointed out. Brandi had been at a special seminar overseas. And had come home to the news of the wildfire, hoping to get her grandmother out of the house, only to find out it was already too late.

Brandi’s retriever, Lacey, had also gone missing. And Lacey had been pregnant, so Brandi knew that, at this point in time, chances were pretty slim that the dog and/or her puppies had survived. Brandi wasn’t even sure exactly when the puppies would have been born, but it should have been at least a month ago, if not six weeks ago. She stopped to catch her breath, turned to see the man once again walking down the hill slowly. She’d been rude and curt, but that’s how she felt toward everyone these days. She could only let out so much pain at a time, without it overwhelming her. And, even as she thought about it, she collapsed on a rock, its surface smoothed by the intense heat of the fire here, to stare below.

She looked around and murmured, “Mother Nature, why were you such a bitch here?”

And, of course, there was no answer; there was never any answer. Mother Nature would probably say that she needed a cleanse here, so that new growth could happen. And it did seem like a little bit of green started to pop through in places, and that just seemed so wrong too. Everybody here wasn’t done grieving, yet life had gone on.

She tilted her face up to the sky and let the sun warm her from the inside. She was so cold all the time now, so caught up in grief. She knew she had to let it go; her grandmother had had a good life, and, with any luck, she’d been overcome by the smoke and hadn’t suffered. The fire had burned so intensely hot that she had basically been cremated. That was something else Brandi would have to live with. She’d sifted through some of the rubble, but nothing was there except for the ash.

Of course the police and the firefighters, even the coroner, had been here soon after the fire had been put out. And now Brandi was trying to rebuild her own life. What a wrong six-week period to have gone to a special course in Europe. She shook her head, staring about. If she’d just been here, both Lacey and her grandmother would have been just fine.

She wrapped her arms around her chest, fending off that cold once again. And, even though it was futile, she whistled, hoping that Lacey was somewhere around. Brandi had done this every day for the last three weeks. And there’d never been any response. She caught sight of the man walking on the road down below; he turned when he heard her whistle. He stared at her for a long moment, and then, realizing she wasn’t whistling at him, he walked away. She could feel his own sadness. Still, she wondered if his story was true, but then it wasn’t any more far-fetched than her own.

She at least knew her dog had been here with her grandmother, and Brandi didn’t know what it would take for Lacey to run away from home, leaving Grandma behind. And could Lacey have even gotten out of the house? There was a doggy door, but the backyard had been fenced. And she’d been pregnant. Her grandmother had just told Brandi about it on the phone. She couldn’t believe it. As far as Grandma was concerned, the breeder she’d gotten Lacey from had already fixed her, but apparently that was all lies and misinformation as well.

Sometimes Brandi hated people, particularly those who cheated others. It just wasn’t fair that such a great life was ahead for all of them. And now Brandi just sat here, alone, bereft and empty, wondering what had happened to her beautiful dog, hoping beyond hope that her grandmother had crossed over easily and was, even now, staring down at Brandi, telling her to buck up and to live her life.


Chapter 2
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Brandi got up eventually and kept on hiking up and over the crest, the same crest that she hiked every day, whistling every few minutes, calling out for Lacey. There was never any answer, no sign of life, nothing rustling in the ashes of the burned skeleton sticks that used to be trees. Then she slowly made her way down the crest. Eventually the hill eased down to level ground again, making for a much easier descent. Only then did she come around to where her vehicle was. It was time to go home.

She was currently in an apartment—and furnished at that—because she’d lost everything in the fire too. There was insurance, but, because her grandmother had died, her case was that much more complicated. The house had been her grandmother’s, but Brandi was set to inherit it. Only now there was nothing to inherit. She shook her head. She’d lost so much in so many ways.

There was insurance, but she didn’t think acts of nature were covered; at least the insurance company said it wasn’t. Some kind of help was coming from the government, but she didn’t know that she would even be allowed to get it because the money technically would have been for her grandmother, as the legal property owner. Brandi tried to talk to lawyer about it, and nobody really knew. She’d called the State Department, and again nobody would talk to her. She figured they’d take it as an opportunity for her to not get any payout. Wouldn’t that be typical of the government?

Then, of course, a lot of people would say it wasn’t her house—it was her grandmother’s—so Brandi should just start fresh. And why should the taxpayers pay for anything like that? As far as she was concerned, the insurance company was responsible for paying out on the property, but, of course, they didn’t agree.

The same circle of torment had gone through her mind every single day that she had been here. And she knew she had to stop. She had to get to the point where she could just go home and forget about it. But she hadn’t come to that point; she hadn’t reached that day yet. She didn’t know if she ever would.

Back at her vehicle, she put her backpack on the passenger seat and pulled out the last bottle of water and took a big drink. She found the air here really dry, even though the fire had blown through weeks ago, and fresh air was coming in all the time. Still the air had a dryness and a smokiness to it that parched her throat and mucous membranes. She downed the bottle of water, popped the empty plastic into the same pouch, and walked around to the driver’s side.

Once in the vehicle, she turned on the engine, cast one last sad goodbye to the area, then turned the vehicle around and headed back home again. Wasn’t much of a home and, of course, that just accented all that she’d lost.

She’d lived with her grandmother since she had been ten, and the home was one of those beautiful redwood and glass residences that had been filled with happy memories. And Brandi felt like she’d lost those memories with the physical home at the same time. She knew her grandmother still lived in her heart and in her mind, and she had all those memories. However, so much had disappeared in that fire, and so little had been salvaged, that it was just beyond her comprehension.

She pulled into an underground parking lot, got out, grabbed her backpack, and headed upstairs to her second-floor apartment. She had a week-to-week lease, and she had already started month two, although she was rarely here. These past weeks she’d been working at the lab and afterward going to her old home, completely lost in time, repeating seemingly duplicate days over and over. Mentally she told herself to buck up, and only as she unlocked the door to her place did she remember how she was supposed to pick up groceries and, once again, had forgotten.

She had dropped an easy ten pounds since she’d come back to find out about the house and her grandmother. And, if Brandi didn’t start eating correctly, she would start losing strength too; something she couldn’t handle, not with her job and not with her after-work searches of the fire area. She was a lab technician, working on stem cell research. She loved her work, and that’s why she’d been in Europe, doing extra training for it and learning a new technique that they were cultivating over there. But she was stateside again and went to work from 8:00 a.m. till 4:00 p.m. most weekdays, some weekends, and, if she could, she extended it daily to 5:00 p.m. Regardless of when she left her work, the first thing she did afterward was head to her grandmother’s place.

Today had been an exception, being a Thursday. She’d taken a couple days off since she needed to go in on Saturday. Normally she went out to the fire area to spend longer hours searching for Lacey every weekend, but she had gone early this week. She looked at her empty fridge and grunted that she would have to order in again. She wondered about that too. A little fish and chips shop was around the corner that she could walk to. With that decision made, she switched out her hiking boots for normal walking shoes, dropped her plaid overshirt, and grabbed a lightweight sweater and her purse, then headed out again.

She hated being home at the apartment, almost as much as she hated being at the space where her home used to be. Really the truth was, she was just a lost soul. She had to find a way to ground herself, yet again. And it wasn’t the first time in her life that she had felt this way. Only, this time, she didn’t have another family member to go live with. She got another text just then. She checked it out and frowned when she realized it was the same threatening text from before, and she quickly hit Delete. She probably shouldn’t be deleting the evidence of these, but they’d been coming in ever since the damn fire. So she still had plenty on her phone, if needed for the cops later.

Somebody seemed to think that her grandmother had given her something. True. Her grandmother had given her a lot, and all of it was intangible. She’d given her heart and home, love, acceptance, and peace. She sure as hell hadn’t given her some coins that this guy seemed to think she had. And, even if she had been here in time to save something out of the house from that damn fire, it wouldn’t have been coins because she didn’t know of any.

She pocketed her phone and headed for the fish and chips place. In the back of her mind she wondered if this threatening caller had had anything to do with that fire. But it was so far-fetched because it wasn’t just her house that had been taken out. At least forty, maybe fifty, houses had been burned to a crisp. And the fire had come from a long way away, so surely that wasn’t the case. But maybe, just maybe, it was something that she should keep in the back of her mind because this guy was pretty insistent that she knew something. And, even as she went to delete it, another text came in.

Tell us, or the same thing will happen to you that happened to your grandmother.

She froze on the sidewalk and stared at the ominous message. This was the first inkling she had had that her grandmother hadn’t died in that damn fire. But this was way-the-hell worse of an answer. Her grandmother had been light and sunshine; she’d been music and animals and furry kittens and puppy dogs. She’d been cookies and muffins and cut flowers on every table surface. She’d laughed and filled the house with music.

If she’d been murdered, dear God, the enormity of the horror was just too much to even contemplate. But now that the suggestion had been brought to the surface, Brandi had no way to know if it were true or not. And she was stumped as what to do next.
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Exhausted after a day of walking, knowing he would pay for it overnight, Rowan headed back to his motel. As he walked in, he realized he hadn’t picked up any food for dinner. He tossed down his backpack and unlaced his heavy boots and stepped out of them. With only half a foot, he found his balance on the one side just crazy unstable. He was getting a new prosthetic for that side, and he hoped it would be ready soon, but, in the meantime, it was amazing just how difficult it was to walk. He’d spent the last six months relearning to walk.

And, of course, he had new knees on both legs too and pins in his back and was missing a good chunk of his glutes. Even had esophageal surgery. And that wasn’t all of it. Still, his physical injuries made getting up and down quite a problem on the one side. But he was a hell of a lot better than he had been, and he was mobile. He was also gaining strength all the time. He knew that hiking around the mountain would be quite a challenge, but he was up for it because it was the next stage in his therapy anyway, with the bonus being finding Hershey. But Rowan also needed food and lots of it. He walked over to the window and stared out at the strip mall outside across the street. This motel setting wasn’t his normal kind of place, but, as this was a freebie job, he didn’t want to spend too much money on his accommodations. He figured a burger joint or something was around here within walking distance.

He switched into his other shoes, readjusting the prosthetic so it gave him something to work with as he walked, then grabbed a lighter jacket and headed back out again. By now he was tired and hungry, and he could feel his blood sugar dropping. He needed protein, and he needed food, fast. As he headed out to the front, he could see a burger joint down the road on the opposite side. He quickly crossed over and made his way toward the restaurant.
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      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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EULA ( the End User License Agreement )

This document is a legal agreement between you the end user, and Dharma Type.  
By using or installing Dharma Type font(s), you agree to be bound by the terms of this Agreement. 

1. You may use this font for both commercial and non-commercial works at no charge.
2. You may use this font to create images on the website or printed matter on papre, logomark.....up to you.
3. You may not sell this font without permission.
4. You may not redistribute this font without permission.
5. You may not modify, adapt, translate, reverse engineer, decompile, disassemble, or create derivative works based on this font.
6. This font are Copyrighted by Ryoichi Tsunekawa. All rights reserved. You may not claim copyrgiht rights for this font.
7. DISCLAIMER 
This font is provided to you free of charge.
Dharma Type give no warranty in relation to this font, and you use this at your own risk.
Dharma Type will not be liable for any damage to your system, any loss or corruption of any data or software,
or any other loss or damage that you may suffer as a result of downloading or using this font, whether it results from our negligence or in any other way.

Here is a list of things you could do, Only if you want to:
* Link http://dharmatype.com/ or credit "Dharma Type"
* Tell me what did you use this font for.


FAQ

Q_ Can I use this for a commercial product?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I use this on a web page via css @font-face?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I donate $ to you?
A_ Yes, You can! ( Paypal: info@flat-it.com )
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