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Everyone has a secret they’d like to keep buried, and Chase has more than one. His past is about to blow wide-open as the nightmare he’d tried once before to lock away comes back to horrifying life.

With enough painful memories to last her a lifetime, Vanessa vows to keep moving forward instead of looking back in regret. But, when she gets caught up in Chase’s struggles, they become as much her own problems as his.

To secure the present, they both need to deal with their pasts…before they no longer have a future for any of it to matter.
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Chapter 1
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Chase Buchanan pulled the scarf higher up his nose in a vague effort to keep the sand out of his face. Since they hit the Middle East he knew he’d eaten at least ten pounds of dust. His eyes were so dry, they just wanted to cry so they’d be moist again.

He’d been here before, but this time it seemed the dust was way worse. Then there’d been a drought for the last several weeks just to exacerbate the problem. The heavy winds made it all that much more miserable.

With a look over at Swede and Brett, two of his unit out searching with him, Chase continued in the same direction as before. Evan and Markus stood behind keeping watch. Two boys were missing. They were regulars around the base and should have been there doing odd jobs for some of the men as they always did. Hell, they’d learned to speak very good English because of it. But rumors had risen of the boys having gotten into trouble. Some men were searching in the camp, he and his friends chose to look around outside. The boys didn’t live on the base but came and went at all hours. Anything could have happened. Soldiers walked the perimeter around the camp. So far they’d seen nothing. But if the boys were in trouble, he wanted to make sure they had a fighting chance.

Then again this could to be a trap. There were unfriendlies everywhere.

He knew that as well as anyone. His unit had completed a mission and were shipping out in the morning. In the meantime they’d spent a couple of days debriefing, and in their spare time they’d enjoyed kicking around a soccer ball with a group of kids. They were great kids in a tough situation.

Of course these two were part of that group.

He had a few hours free, and if he could help find the boys, then he was all for it.

More wind blasted into his face. They walked out another twenty feet. The soldiers had said there’d been no sign of anyone for the last hour. Could the boys be hiding out here? If so, why? At twelve and ten the kids had seen so much in their young lives.

Then he had too.

Different landscapes, same shit.

“Help.”

He spun at the barely audible cry.

And caught a whisper of movement out of the corner of his eye. Small fingers almost the color of the sand rippled at the crest of a small dirt mound barely large enough to hide behind. With a sharp hand motion toward the others, Chase picked up the pace and ran closer.

Sure enough it was Amrit, the youngest and bubbliest of the brothers.

“Take it easy, little guy.” Wincing at the sight of the kid’s face, Chase quickly checked him over. It looked like he’d been beaten to a pulp. “Who did this to you?”

Amrit’s lips moved but no sound came out. Chase unhooked his water bottle and gently poured water into Amrit’s mouth.

Brett continued to search to the left. Swede kept right. He soon let out a low cry and ran toward a second small dusty body on the ground.

“It’s Paprit,” Swede called back. “He’s in bad shape.”

Thank God they’d found both boys. Chase heard the words with relief. What the hell happened? Who would hurt them like this? It appeared Amrit’s one arm might be broken and possibly a couple of ribs. Chase wasn’t sure about the ankle. Every time he tried to check it Amrit cried out. Hopefully only a bad sprain. He gave the boy some more water then looked around. His gaze landed on four men carrying two stretchers racing toward the injured boys. At least the base had a great medical hospital. The boys would get the help they needed.

Had the boys made it this far on their own? Or had they been dumped to crawl the rest of the way?

It wasn’t until four hours later that he was allowed to see them to ask. Thankfully, Amrit was awake. His brother was not.

“Amrit, what happened to you?” Chase asked, sitting down on the side of the bed too large for such a small boy.

Amrit’s eyes filled with tears. “The soldiers came to the village,” he whispered. “They took my father. And beat him up.” He fell silent then added in a broken voice. “They shot him. My mother tried to hide me but they beat her too.”

Chase’s heart hardened at the story. One that was not uncommon for this area. It seemed like no matter what they did, nor how much, there were always assholes picking on the innocent.

“Why did they leave you alive?” That made little sense when soldiers were grabbing the young boys to join their army.

“To bring you a message.”

The boy fell silent and Chase waited. He knew the message wouldn’t be good. He hated to think the boys had been chosen for this rough treatment because they’d been seen around the camp. Many locals had business dealings with the base. It was a poor area and everyone was just trying to make a living. The base offered plenty of opportunities to run errands and supply local goods.

After a moment he prompted Amrit. “What was the message?”

“Go home if you want to live. They are coming.”

Bastards. He sat back to stare out the window. Trust them to do this to a child. An innocent who couldn’t fight back. He studied Amrit’s puffy face. “Would you be able to recognize the men who did this?”

Amrit nodded, wincing at the movement. “Yes. The man who shot my father is Alha Kahib.”

Chase barely held back a shocked gasp. That was a name they all knew. Kahib was the head of the local resistance terrorist group. He traveled to the villages and forcefully recruited young boys to his army. Then stole them away to his training camps that no one had found yet.

“Why didn’t they take the two of you?” Chase didn’t understand that part. Anyone could have delivered a message.

“Because,” Amrit gave a cheeky smile, “I told him I was only seven.” He coughed. “And I said my brother and I were sickly and didn’t grow.”

Chase accepted that. A healthy ten-year-old would have been snatched in a heartbeat. Mostly because they’d already swept up the older children in earlier raids, returning for the younger ones now. But even then there were ages that were too young to deal with. If the boy wasn’t going to survive the training there was no point in stealing him. Kahib’s group weren’t using kids as suicide bombers yet – at least that Chase knew of. In other parts of the world that had become a common occurrence. And would likely have been Amrit’s future the next time the rebels came through the village as the terrorist group upped their technologies. “Did you make it this far on your own?”

“They dumped us on the ground and watched us crawl away.” He took a shaky breath. “I didn’t want to call out in case they were watching.” He stared behind Chase’s shoulders. “I kept thinking they’d shoot us at any moment. That they were only joking about us delivering the message.” He shuddered and slid lower in the bed. “I was afraid we’d die out there before we could anyway.”

Right. “Okay. Anything else you can tell us about these men? Did you overhear anything useful? See anything that would help us track them down?”

These groups were always on the move, staying ahead of the army, and kept hideouts throughout the land with a few strongholds as their main residences. Personally he’d like to see them all blown to shit. Then sometimes his rough upbringing rose to the forefront. That’s why he couldn’t be a politician. He’d like to line all the assholes in the world up and shoot them dead.

Make the world a better place.

Anyone who beat the crap out of two young boys didn’t deserve better.

Then he realized the boy’s fist clutched at the sheets as if they were a lifeline, and Chase remembered the question he asked Amrit. He leaned forward. “Do you know something?” he asked quietly.

“They’ll kill me,” he whispered. “After dumping us on the ground they talked. So if I tell you, they’ll know we survived and told on them.”

Chase mulled that over. The kid had a point. But if they could take this rebel group out, the leader of which had been on their military wanted list for the last several years, then that was worth a lot. But not when compared to the two boys’ lives.

“Let me talk it over with my commander and see what we can do.”

“You can’t do anything,” the boy cried. “I have to go home. My mother needs me.”

“At the same village where these people came and found you?” Chase asked gently. “They will only return again. If not tomorrow, or next month, it will be in a few months. They do the rounds, you know that.”

The boy’s face fell. “There’s no place for me to run is there?”

“Not unless we take out Kahib and his group first.”

Amrit shook his head violently. “No. You don’t understand. You won’t get them all. Someone will know what I’ve done. I’ll never be safe.”

Chase settled back and studied the young boy with too much maturity and pain-filled eyes. Unfortunately he figured Amrit was right. If anyone knew the boy had helped the military take down this terrorist group, any survivors would hunt the kids down like dogs.

“Is the information you have that good?”

Amrit dropped his gaze.

Chase decided to push. “Amrit?” He leaned over and placed a hand on his shoulder, hating to see the ravages of war on the small frame. The boy barely had enough meat on his bones to keep him alive. “Tell me.”

The little boy’s eyes filled with tears. “They talked about going to their new stronghold in Asrim. Talking about the route and where it was. They are going to use that to hit all the villages within a day’s travel.”

“And did they say where the stronghold is within that city?”

It took a long moment while Chase tugged back his impatience before Amrit finally said in a shaky voice, “Yes.”


Chapter 2
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Six weeks later…

Vanessa Roman walked into her office, tired and worn out…and the day had just begun. There were so many people who needed help. That she worked to resettle the newly arrived refugees into the U.S. from the world over just made the job all that much bigger. And smaller.

“Wow, you must have had a shitty night,” Tom said as she walked past him. “Or else you had a really good night.” He gave her a big leer as she took her seat.

“Neither.” She shook her head. “Nightmares again.”

“Jesus, girl. You need to sign up for the shrink program we have available. You know this stuff is going to kill you eventually.”

“I know.” She opened her bottom drawer and dumped her purse. Then looked up at him. “I just don’t like the shrinks much either.”

“That’s a given. But you have to talk to someone. We see and hear too much shit. It makes us hurt inside all day long.”

“I agree, but there are good times too. The last time I spoke to a shrink he made me feel guilty because I wasn’t doing better. I can handle the stress on a regular basis but sometimes…”

“Then you need to look for a new career.”

She smiled. “I’m fine. There are a lot of people in need of help and I can do that. It’s just sometimes I wish I could do more.”

“Remember these kids, their families come from difficult backgrounds, and all we can do is help them transition through this stage of their lives. It will get better but this is traumatizing for them. There’s no solution here. We know they don’t really want to be here, and they want their lives back the way it was, but…we’re doing the best we can in a system that was never intended to handle these kinds of numbers.”

She stared, knowing her heart was in her eyes but unable to hide her feelings. “I know,” she whispered. “It doesn’t stop me from wanting to find a better way.”

“There is no other way. You know that.”

Thankfully Tom walked away, leaving her to sit in her sadness a little while longer. She still wasn’t sure she was cut out for this career. But having been in their position, she had a passion to help them. There were so many refugees looking for a better life, and it never happened fast enough for anyone. In fact, the process took a long time. Too long. Her heart bled for so many of the cases. Some of the trauma and losses these people had sustained were horrific. But like Tom had said, there was only so much she could do.

But they weren’t the source of her nightmares. She could blame her ex-fiancé for those.

“Vanessa?” The call came from behind her. Vanessa turned to see her supervisor standing in her office doorway. “I need to see you. Grab a coffee then come to my office please,” Sandy said.

Instead, Vanessa got up, grabbed a notebook and pen and walked into her office. Sandy motioned at the empty chair and Vanessa sat down. “What’s up?”

“We have a situation. And a special boy who needs a little more attention than usual.”

“How special?”

“He provided some Intel that allowed our military to hunt down one of the terrorists groups that have been destroying villages in Afghanistan. Although the group was wiped out, they can’t be sure Amrit is out of danger, so Amrit, his mother and brother have been brought over here.”

“That brave poor boy. He must be terrified.”

“Or he’s enjoying all the attention.” Sandy shrugged. “Who’s to say at this point? The thing is, they are here in San Diego and will be processed through our center in an effort to have them blend into the rest of the refugees.”

“Are they going through the regular processing or are they getting special treatment?” Vanessa asked.

“Yes.” Sandy smiled at her. Vanessa rolled her eyes.

With a laugh, Sandy added, “They need to be handled slightly different but will be processed in a regular manner. The chances of anyone finding out who this one boy is and where he is, is slim, but we can’t discount he might be a target.” Sandy nodded at the file on her desk. “So we’ll do everything we can to keep him safe as we integrate him and his family into our country.”

“Got it.” Vanessa stood up and reached for the file Sandy handed her. “Timeline?”

In a cheerful voice, Sandy said, “Yesterday.”
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Chase walked inside his front door and dropped his kit. It was going to take six showers this way to Sunday to get rid of the dust. It was in his underwear, inside his mouth and he swore it was clogging up his brain.

He was too tired to laugh at the cloud of dust that rose from his bag. After all the traveling to get home, he’d have thought it would be clean by now. The gear had been dropped and tossed to the point there shouldn’t be any dust left. He hadn’t expected to be stateside today after an unexpected operation went better than planned, but when the opportunity came, the team had been all over it.

He stared around the small apartment, loving the feeling of knowing it was his and his alone. Growing up dirt poor with a lot of friendly men, he coveted his personal space now. He’d been a small kid with big dreams – some he’d managed to realize.

His mom died a good ten years back, and if he had siblings, who knew where they were. They’d have to be older and could be flung far and wide across the country. He’d loved his mother growing up, though he hadn’t had any illusions. When she needed a fix she’d gone to the streets to get it.

He was never sure if it was the drugs that killed her or the lifestyle. He was happy to know she was at peace now. He didn’t know what set her on that downward path because she’d never talked about it. Then again she refused to talk about anything important.

Of his father – who knew? He’d never met him. And couldn’t be sure the man knew he had a son. So not the life he wanted for his future sons if he had any. Because of growing up as he had, he’d made sure he hadn’t left any unwanted children behind. When it came time to have kids he wanted to be an active father. He wanted his kids to know they were loved.

Then again he was a hell of a long way away from getting married and having kids, so it was a moot point.

For the longest time he hadn’t even looked in that direction, thinking it wouldn’t happen any time soon. And it hadn’t been anything he’d been concerned about. And then he’d watched his friends foray into successful relationships. Then these men were good at damn near everything.

Seeing them with their loving partners he realized there was so much more than he ever thought there could be. He’d never known anyone happily married. He believed it was possible but it wasn’t anything he’d seen yet.

Now he wanted a taste of it himself. But wanting something didn’t mean the same as making it happen.

He did do a lot of volunteer work with the Boys and Girls’ club and often got involved in preparations for holiday celebrations. He’d figured that would be enough.

At least up to now.

His childhood had been horrific, his teen years worse, including being involved with gangs at one point in time. It had been a hard life and an even harder one to get away from. But he’d succeeded. That was all behind him now and that’s where it stayed. He’d had no contact with anyone from that time of his life in over a decade. If he was lucky he’d never see them again.

In his attempt to put the gang lifestyle behind him, he’d tried to get his tattoo removed. The best the artist could do was to ink a new image over top of the old.

Most people would never recognize what he’d done. Although if the gang found out, he’d be in trouble.

Walking away wasn’t allowed. Then to deface what they considered their brother in arms bond was asking for punishment.

But he was no longer the scared kid who’d watched his best friend be gunned down in the middle of the street and was forced to choose sides in a war he’d been able to ignore before then.

He’d gone on to be somebody. Made a few of his own dreams come true. He was now a SEAL, something he’d badly wanted for himself – and that was a damn good place to be.

Kicking off his dirty boots he walked in sand-filled socks to the bathroom. There on the mat, he stripped down to the skin and stepped under hot water. He should be three pounds lighter by the time he got out, he was wearing so much dirt. As the water sluiced down his back he reveled at being clean once again.

Joining the Navy had been the best thing for him. It had called to him since he was a young boy. A dream he’d held dear when the gang life had seemed a life sentence.

But he’d shaken it all off.

When he was finally clean, he shut off the water and opened the glass doors to reach for the towel.

He wiped his face first, and his gaze, now clean of water, slid past the mirror. Then raced back to stare at the fogged up glass in shock.

And froze. Slowly, his eyes never leaving the mirror, he toweled off. All the while his mind churned. Written in something red – a woman’s lipstick maybe – was the same original symbol he’d had inked on his arm under duress. He ran his fingers over the aged tattoo on his own skin as he studied the crude drawing.

Apparently his past had just collided with his present, and one part of his history had tracked him down.

The question was what did this person want? And if it was a gang member – what was he going to do now that he’d found Chase?


Chapter 3
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Vanessa knocked on the apartment door and waited. No one opened the door, but there was a sense of being watched. She smiled into the peephole. Immediately the chain on the other side shifted, and she could hear excited voices piping up on the other side.

Amrit’s face slid into view. Then he grinned and the door opened up wide. “Hello, Vanessa.”

“Hi, Amrit, how are you doing today?” She walked into the hallway, her gaze doing a quick sweep, but it looked the same as always. Painfully clean.

“How was school today?” she asked. She had checked the time and planned her visit accordingly. According to his mother and the school, Amrit was doing what he could to avoid showing up. That couldn’t continue. She knew this was a period of transition for the whole family and there would be more upheaval coming, but he’d missed a lot of school already. They’d been here three weeks. It was time for him to get into the normalcy of what life on American soil was going to mean. He’d healed physically but was still caught emotionally by his past.

“Fine, I guess.” Amrit walked to the couch and sat down, picking up the game controller he’d been using before answering the door. He’d certainly picked up those American habits quickly. She studied his blank features, the gaze that wouldn’t quite meet hers and the slouch of his shoulders.

“Is school hard?”

He shook his head. “No. It’s not hard. Lots I already know from home.”

“And the new stuff?” she asked gently, taking a seat on the couch beside him.

Amrit’s mother came racing in from the kitchen. “It’s good to see you again, Vanessa.”

Vanessa smiled at her. Sinja was always very friendly, honest and nervous. It would take months before that instinctive looking over her shoulder stopped. That fear of wondering where the next blow would come from… But hopefully not so many months for them to stop being worried they’d be sent back. She knew this family particularly wanted to assimilate into U.S. society.

She’d do what she could to make that happen.

“How’re the boys doing?” Vanessa asked. She’d spoken to Sinja on the phone earlier and knew there were definitely some issues that Amrit was struggling to overcome. His brother had taken a different route in choosing to toss everything from his homeland behind, even taking on a new name, Peter. Amrit didn’t want to lose his name or his heritage or the memories of his father and that was fine, too. Vanessa was all about them doing what they wanted to do to make the transition easier.

“Amrit isn’t feeling very good today,” Sinja said. “I told him it was okay for him to stay home.”

Vanessa reached over and touched Amrit’s arm. “I’m sorry to hear that. Is there anything I can do to make your life a little easier right now?”

Amrit’s gaze shifted to the side and then back.

So there was something. “Do you know anybody here? Is there anybody you would like to contact or spend time with? Someone back home?” she asked, not sure where the question was coming from, but as he’d met many U.S. soldiers in his homeland it was possible he thought they would be here, too. Unfortunately, that was often not the case. The U.S. was a huge country and the refugees did not always end up close to the people they had met already.

Amrit didn’t answer. She gave his forearm a squeeze and dropped her hand. She didn’t know what to do. She spent another few minutes with both family members, then got up to leave. As she walked to the front door, she called back, “You have my phone number. Anytime you want to call me, do so.” She walked out to the hallway with Sinja following her. “Do you know what’s wrong?”

Sinja frowned. “I don’t know. I don’t think he wants to go back home, or maybe it’s just been such a shock to move here. It’s so different. He does mention the soldiers a lot.”

“Right. Chances are the ones he met are still over there finishing up their tour of duty. Life for them is very different when they get home.”

Sinja nodded. “He was hoping to see Chase.”

“Chase?”

“He’s the soldier who found Amrit. He spoke with him in the hospital, but that was before we came here.”

Vanessa nodded in understanding. Amrit might need closure. Or maybe he needed to thank the soldier. “You don’t happen to know the soldier’s last name, do you?”

Sinja shook her head. “No.”

With a smile, Vanessa patted her gently on the shoulder and said, “I’ll do my best to see if I can track him down.” Then she turned and walked back to the elevator, her mind already on the problem.

[image: *]*

Chase walked outside and tilted his face to the sun. There was a bit of bite to the air, the clouds and wind said a storm was coming. He had just come off another training session on new firearms. One always had to keep a step ahead of the enemy. Unfortunately, that seemed to be impossible to do these days.

“Chase, wait up,” Mason called from the end of the hallway.

Chase stopped. When Mason got close enough, he asked, “What’s up?”

Mason smiled. “We have a different assignment for you.”

Chase frowned, not sure he liked the sound of that.

“Do you remember Amrit? The one that helped us take out Kahib?”

Chase’s frown deepened. “The kid?”

Mason nodded. “Yes. He’s here in San Diego. The family moved here over five weeks ago, but he’s struggling. His mom told an employee from the refugee center he hoped to see you again.”

This time Chase smiled. “I don’t have a problem seeing him. It’ll be nice to see how he’s doing.”

Mason smiled. “Glad to hear that.” He handed over a piece of paper. “This is Vanessa’s number. She’s the one who’s been making inquiries to try to get the two of you in touch again. Give her a call and set up a meeting with Amrit. He’s been doing his best to avoid school and holing up inside the apartment instead of going out and being a kid.”

Chase accepted the paper and tucked it into his pocket. “I’ll do that when I get home.”

“Sounds good.” Mason walk away, turned back and said, “Are you okay? Seems like something is bothering you lately.”

“I’m fine.” He hoped that was a gentle door closing. Mason and the rest of his team were good men and they all cared about each other, but he wasn’t sure he was ready to share his past yet. But inside he knew his past had already slammed into his present.

“If you’re sure. Anytime you want to talk, I’m here.” With a slight wave, Mason loped off back down the hallway.

Chase walked out into the parking lot and wondered if he should talk to him. It would be nice to talk to someone. But then he should be talking to Markus or maybe even Brett. He was closer to them. And if members of his old gang were in town they needed to know he wasn’t going to play their games. He was no terrified young boy without friends anymore.

He opened his car door, popped inside and slammed it shut. Times were changing. Look at Levi and his group. Evan had taken a few days off to help them move. Levi was moving into a new house while he went through physio but wanted to be close to Stone who was still recovering from his amputation. Merk was going for another surgery to help rebuild the muscles of his calves. Life had knocked that group on their asses.

He was worried the gang could knock him on his ass. Destroy all he’d worked for.

Back at his apartment, he walked into the kitchen and put on a pot of coffee. As he poured the water into the carafe, his inner senses tingled. He knew he wasn’t alone.

He casually continued to make the coffee, his mind assessing what was different. He pushed the button to start the coffee dripping, turned slowly and studied what he could see. The kitchen area was empty. The glass door to the small porch was open. Right. His gaze searched his living room. He walked toward the glass doors and stepped out on the small patio.
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      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.
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      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
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      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.
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      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,
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      "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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