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About This Book


Going home wasn’t part of his plan …

Agreeing to travel home to Maine to hunt down Katch, a K9 dog the system had lost track of, wasn’t an easy decision for Zane. It meant facing his drunk of a father, his cold older brother and, worst of all, Holly, his kid brother’s widow—who used to be his girlfriend.

Finding Katch looked to be the easiest part of this dysfunctional homecoming. Only he wasn’t the only one hunting Katch.

Holly has been through a whirlwind of emotions in the last few years. But the good thing in all of this was the hope that Zane would finally come home again. They had a history to clear up and a future to forge … she hoped.

A call for help brings the injured shepherd to Holly’s doorstep, plus a hunter looking to finish what he started. All thoughts of a future with Zane are threatened now and forever as the hunter decides two-legged prey are just as good as four-legged ones.

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


Prologue
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Even as Pierce stared in disbelief as the votes came in—giving him the job of the sheriff in Arrowhead, Colorado—back in New Mexico, Zane Carmichael sat down at Badger’s desk and said, “I hear searching for some dogs is going on.”

Badger shifted back in his chair, steepled his fingers and studied Zane. “Do you have any K9 experience?”

“No,” he said. “Artillery IEDs, all kinds of military experience, but nothing with dogs. On the other hand, I was raised with them, and I’d say I have a talent for them too.”

Badger’s eyebrows pulled together. “Tell me more.”

“Animals of all kinds speak to me,” he said. “It’s just easier for me than for a lot of people. I’ve had basic dog obedience training but not the high-level training of K9 handlers.”

“Here’s what we’ve got so far,” Badger said and spent ten minutes sorting through what they’d done to date.

“I know Ethan and Pierce both had K9 training,” Zane said. “I’d like to try though.”

“We have ten dogs left to locate,” Badger said. “The top of the pack was lost at the airport in Bangor, Maine. His last confirmed location was Stetson, Maine.”

“Stetson?” Zane frowned. “How about any other place but there?”

“Why is that?”

“I’ve got family back in Maine, just outside of Corinna,” he said. “Holly, my younger brother’s widow, is somebody I’m trying to avoid.”

“Why?” Badger asked.

Zane gave him a lopsided glance. “I cared too much. Brody’s widow was my ex-girlfriend. After my baby brother passed away, I went home for the funeral but left as soon as I could. Holly was leaning on me too much, as if wanting me to step into my brother’s shoes, and that was the last thing I wanted,” Zane said bluntly. “I’d like to be loved for myself, not because I’m a reflection of another man.”

“Wow,” Badger said. “Sounds like you need to get back to Maine then. And … Gunner gave Titanium Corp a sizable donation, particularly to fund the War Dogs searches. So your expenses will all be covered.” He picked up the file. “I’ve got a younger male here called Katch.” He frowned at the name. “He’s well-known for his ability to catch, apparently.” He studied the first page. “He was sent home after not following commands well enough under fire. He ended up with PTSD after one particularly bad bombing, and they couldn’t get him to function properly afterward. He was returned to a training compound, then shipped out to an adopted family. He was lost at the airport, and the adopted family never got him. He showed up in Bangor, and we were alerted, but nobody could catch him. Our last notification said he was picked up by a hunter. Considering Katch is suffering from PTSD, that could be problematic. Now we’re not sure where he is. Last known sighting was Stetson.”

“Dammit.” Zane studied the stack of files. “You sure you don’t want to give me one of the others—a long way away from Maine?”

“Just for that reason alone,” Badger said, leaning forward, “sounds to me like Maine it is. If you’re ready …” He picked up the file and tossed it at him. “Katch.”


Chapter 1
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“Maine?” Zane shuddered and sank deeper into his airline seat. “Why couldn’t it be anywhere else but Maine?”

The old lady beside him twittered. “Maine is a lovely place. I don’t know what you have against it,” she quietly sang out in her light birdlike voice. “I can’t wait to get home.”

He cast her a sideways glance and gave her a goofy grin. “I’m from Maine, so it’s all good.”

“No, it’s not,” she said. “For whatever reason, you’re having trouble with the idea. And you should let it go, young man. Life’s too short to worry about everything, and going to Maine is definitely not one of the things you should worry about.”

“It’s just that I’ll have to face some people I don’t really want to face,” he tried to explain. “Well, one in particular. One who I used to really like, and I’m hoping I don’t anymore.”

She looked at him in confusion, then a crafty gleam entered her eyes. “Ah, a girlfriend? Sounds like maybe it’s time to go back and to make peace with yourself. You can’t go forward if you have baggage holding you back.”

He chuckled. “Don’t you worry. I can handle it.”

“Hogwash,” she retorted. “I might be old, but I’m not senile. And the young always think they have all the answers. Instead they just keep shoving away the questions and never getting to the real answers.” She settled back into her seat, raising her book to eye level.

He looked at the cover and grinned because it was a romance novel. To him it was incongruous, and yet, there was no reason for her either to not have her own romance or to take pleasure in reading about someone else’s romance. When had he become scared of romance? Likely when his ex-girlfriend had married his kid brother.

He stared out the window, realizing they’d descend soon. He pulled out his phone and checked for messages. Before heading to his last connecting flight, he’d sent yet another text to Badger. Seriously, a one-way ticket to Maine?

Badger’s response had been instant. Absolutely. Maine for you.

So Zane was heading to Bangor first, then driving toward Stetson, which was the last known point where the dog Katch had been picked up by a hunter. Although, in the last few days, it was possible the hunter no longer had the dog. Its whereabouts after that were unknown. Zane’s hometown of Newport was close enough to use as a base. Zane said aloud, “Maybe the dog is happy there.”

“You better not be talking about a girlfriend,” the old lady warned in that birdlike voice. “That’s no way to talk about a young lady.”

“I’m talking about a dog,” he explained. “I’m tracking down a War Dog who served in Afghanistan but then ended up with PTSD after too many bombings.”

“Why do you think he’s in trouble?”

“Because we got a notice that the dog had potentially hooked up with a hunter.”

The woman frowned at him. “I don’t know if that’s a good thing or a bad thing.”

“Exactly,” he said. “Honestly, I’m expecting this to be a quick visit. Check to make sure it’s the same dog, make sure the hunter knows we keep track of these dogs and make sure he’ll give the dog a good life, that he’s healthy and well-adjusted because PTSD isn’t anything for anybody to laugh about.”

She stared at him. Then, as if the tumblers in her brain went click, she said, “But, if the dog’s got PTSD, he shouldn’t be out with a hunter,” she exclaimed. “That would be the worst place for him.”

“Which is one of the reasons I’m checking on him,” he explained gently. He didn’t have any clue what he was supposed to do beyond that. Maybe take the retired War Dog to one of the training complexes, like the one in Kentucky. They might have answers for Katch—or at least suggestions. Zane shrugged his shoulders irritably. “Outside of a Good Samaritan trip, I’m not sure why I’m coming to Maine.”

“You’re coming to Maine because you need to,” she said. “Beyond that, it’s up to you.” And on that note she went back to her book and stayed quiet for the rest of the trip.

Zane got off the airplane, walked through the terminal and stood outside, smiling because, really, he loved his hometown. He’d always enjoyed this area. He needed to get his rental vehicle and maybe stop in at his older brother’s place. That would be the one person Zane wanted to see. Although he doubted his brother would care. His dad was still around too, but that had never been an easy relationship. His father, already a difficult man, became an ugly drunk after his mother’s death. The three brothers had been subjected to steady abuse while growing up.

Zane was hoping bygones could be bygones, and maybe, with any luck, his father might have eased back on the alcohol. Zane hadn’t left under a cloud. In fact, he’d left for the military. But, after his younger brother Brody’s death, the family dynamics had been even harder. His father had made it clear that the wrong son had died. … As it was, Zane’s life had blown up not a year later, and he’d been medically discharged himself. But at least he was still alive.

Then, when his baby brother’s widow, Holly, who was also Zane’s ex-girlfriend, had turned to him for comfort, things had gotten worse. He’d walked away from that real fast. Even now he couldn’t understand all the ins and outs of his emotional state at that time. Except the biggest one had been guilt. He felt so damn guilty that his baby brother had died and that Zane was still alive.

Brody had been a hell of a guy—a homebody, happy to stay in this little town working at the local school, crafty with his hands, one of those all-round family-type guys. Brody had been the gym teacher and the health science teacher and an assistant coach as needed, depending on how many prospects were interested in playing football or baseball. In such a small school, there weren’t many athletic students, so forming teams led to logistical problems. But Brody loved it.

Zane had understood when Holly had hooked up with Brody, after breaking up with Zane, but it had still hurt. Seeing the two of them together had just reinforced the rightness of his decision to leave for the military. And, every time he came back, it had eased a little bit more.

But the last trip home had been for his baby brother’s funeral. And Holly had expected Zane to step in and to help her out, but he couldn’t. It wasn’t fair to drop it on Butch, but his eldest brother had been the roughneck of the family—capable, dogged and determined to handle everything in life. He was so like their father and so determined to not be their father that he’d stepped forward without a comment and had handled the funeral arrangements easily. Zane had stayed to the end, then caught the first flight back out again. His compassionate leave was up anyway, but he wouldn’t have stayed and wouldn’t have asked for an extension. It had just been too damn awkward. His heart hurt; his father was angry. Holly was devastated, and Zane couldn’t help but think that maybe there was hope for him again with Holly.

And that had just added to the guilt. He’d raced away as fast as he could, which didn’t say much for who he was.

He signed off on the airport’s rental agreement for a pickup, walked out to the parking lot and hit the beeper on his key fob to find the right vehicle.

He checked his cell phone before he started the double-cab truck, found a text from his brother.

If you get in town on time, come for dinner.

He hit Dial as he pulled out onto the main road. When his brother answered, he said, “Hey, Butch. It’s me, Zane. Just leaving. I’ll be at your place in maybe forty minutes.”

“See you then,” his brother answered in his deep voice. And he hung up.

Zane tossed his phone on the seat beside him. That was so damn typical of his brother. Minimal words, minimal emotion. Unless he had a drink in his hand.

Zane sure hoped Butch hadn’t followed in their father’s footsteps. They’d had enough trouble with their drunken father throughout the years. Zane would not like to see that be Butch’s end too.

The drive was pleasant enough. He smiled as he passed markers that brought back memories. The path to the lake they used to take every day in the summer—he could even see the small island in the middle that they used to swim out to. He drove past the corner store, then on past the only school in the area. He chuckled, remembering what it had been like going to school in a small town like this. They’d known everyone. Everyone had known each other, and every relationship had been public knowledge. It had been both great and disturbing.

By the time he pulled into his brother’s driveway, he was more than ready for a chance to meet up with everyone and to sit down to have a hot meal.

His brother’s driveway was long, lined with bushes and rutted, always rutted. As if his brother figured anybody without a pickup didn’t belong. Zane drove carefully in the weird half-light, trying not to bounce the rental around too much.

By the time he got to the log house, the lights from within warmed his heart. He pulled up, noted his brother’s new truck—a great big black F-250 diesel—and whistled. “All the bells and whistles on this one,” he said out loud. His older brother, the long-haul trucker, loved the big-ass vehicles. Zane left his overnight bag and jean jacket inside his rented pickup, locked up and headed to the front step. Midway he stopped and frowned. Maybe the secret to Butch and Sandra’s marriage has been all that time apart. Zane blew out a long exhale. Didn’t work for me and Holly.

The door opened. There was Butch.

Zane pointed at his brother’s truck. “Nice ride.”

“Yep,” Butch said with a shrug, motioning for his brother to come in before turning, leaving the door wide open.

And that was as much of a greeting as Zane would ever get.

Inside, Zane was not surprised to see Sandra sitting at the dining table, waiting for him. He gave her a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek. He really liked her but didn’t know how she stood his brother, even for short periods of time. But, hey, that was what family was all about, trying to love them in spite of themselves, even when they weren’t likeable. She bounced up to serve dinner.

“I’m sorry I delayed your dinner,” Zane said. “You didn’t have to wait for me.”

“I wasn’t going to,” Butch said, “but Sandra insisted.”

Zane smiled up at his sister-in-law as she gave him a great big bowl of hearty stew. “Thanks very much, Sandra.”

“You’re more than welcome,” she said firmly. “It’s really good to see you.”

“Yeah, and I wonder why you’re here,” Butch said. “A little short on the messages, aren’t you?”

“You’re a fine one to talk,” Zane said. “I told you that I was coming, and you gave me a very short answer yourself.”

“I figured we’d have time to talk while you were here,” Butch said, “unless you’re not sticking around for long again.”

Butch made it sound like that was a habit of Zane’s. And, true enough, when Zane was on leave, he couldn’t stick around very long, and he’d been in the military for a lot of years—seven before he was medically moved out. Medical discharge, they called it. He shook his head, taking his first bite of stew, then swallowing. “That’s what life in the military is like.”

“But you haven’t been in the military for almost a year now,” Butch said. “This is the first time you’ve come home.”

“I almost didn’t come this time,” Zane said quietly. He took another taste of the stew and smiled. “You’re as good a cook as ever, Sandra.”

She beamed at him. “Are you okay?” she asked. “We heard you were medically discharged.”

“I was,” he said. “Spent some time in the hospital, spent some time in rehab and, of course, then spent some time getting back to the world. Life in the military doesn’t prepare you for returning to civilian life.”

Her face flushed with a worried frown.

He reached across the table and patted her hand. “I’m fine now.”

“Are you working?” Butch asked.

“More or less. I’m doing a job for Titanium Corp out of Santa Fe,” he murmured.

No way anybody here in this corner of the woods would know Badger and his group, so they wouldn’t understand that Titanium Corp was really an umbrella company for helping vets do whatever they needed to do. Zane still thought Badger was wrong when he decided that Zane needed to come to Maine. Surely he could have done something else. But, as he enjoyed the stew in front of him, he realized the trip wasn’t all bad. As a matter of fact, it was pretty darn good at the moment.

“Did the job bring you home?” his brother asked abruptly.

Zane thought about his answer and realized maybe Butch would know where this dog could be. “I’m after a dog,” he said.

His brother slowly lowered his fork and stared at him, disgust and contempt written all over his face.

Zane loved that his brother never failed to disappoint him.

“A dog?” Butch said in disbelief. “You came all the way across the country for a dog?”

“A special dog,” Zane said. “A War Dog. One that, due to a series of odd circumstances, ended up with a hunter for a while but could be missing again.”

“That’s hardly unusual,” his brother said. “Lots of hunters here have dogs. Why do you care?”

Zane looked at his brother. “Because this dog has PTSD,” he said. “He was a War Dog, sent home when he couldn’t handle the live action anymore.”

“A bullet would be easier,” his brother snapped and took another bite of stew.

“Easier?”

“Certainly cheaper,” he said. “The dog is ruined. So you’ll find him and put a bullet in him. It’s the only answer.”

“Not quite,” Zane said carefully. “We don’t do that to our veterans, and these dogs are veterans. They all served our military, saving as many American lives as they could. Because the dog ran into too much live action, he now can’t sleep or rest, and just because he doesn’t have somebody he can count on in his new life mission doesn’t mean he deserves a bullet. He was lost at the airport upon arrival and never did end up with the chosen adoptive family for him. He ran away, as far as we know, but could have been on the run most of the time. The last we heard was a hunter had him and potentially doesn’t any longer.”

“So it’s all good then,” his brother said in disgust. “What a waste of time and money.”

“I don’t understand,” Sandra said. “If he’s got a home now, what’s the problem?”

“Can you see the problem with a dog now paired with a hunter, when the dog has PTSD from being in the middle of too many battles?”

She winced. “Yes, that would be a problem.”

“So I have a question for both of you. Do you know of any dogs that are aggressive, out-of-control, with odd behavior or just new to the area?”

“It doesn’t matter. In all cases except the last one,” Butch said, “they’d be taken out back and given a bullet.”

And that was the end of the matter for him. Zane had figured as much, but he’d hoped his brother might have changed a little. He turned to Sandra. “What about you?”

“No,” she said. “I haven’t heard of anyone. But you should check with Holly.”

His heart froze. “Why would I call her?” he asked, his tone harsh.

She stared at him. “She’s still family.”

He shrugged. “Maybe,” he said. “If she hasn’t remarried, that is.”

“Doesn’t matter if she has or not,” Sandra said firmly. “She was family, and she still is family.”

“Fine. Why should I contact her?”

“She’s a veterinarian, remember? She might know about the dog.”

He frowned and sat back. “Right. I hadn’t considered that. Is she now working in her field?”

“Yes, she’s a fully licensed vet,” Butch said proudly. “She’s done well for herself, in spite of losing our brother.”

“Good for her,” Zane said. He nodded to Sandra. “Good tip. Maybe I’ll give her a shout and see if she knows anything.” He proceeded to finish his stew.

An uncomfortable silence remained throughout the rest of the meal. Zane checked his watch a couple times and then said, “I should probably go. Dad’s expecting me.”

“I doubt it,” Butch said. “I haven’t heard from him all day. I asked him if you had contacted him. He said yep, but that’s all he said.”

“In other words, nothing has changed,” Zane said. He got to his feet, not looking forward to the upcoming confrontation.

“Nope, he hasn’t changed a bit, except maybe he’s packing in an extra bottle a week now.”

Zane stared in disbelief at his brother. “How could he possibly do that and still function?”

“Nobody said he’s functioning,” Butch said cryptically. He nodded at the front door. “But you better be going. Otherwise Dad will probably shoot you before you get up the driveway.”

On that note Zane made his way out to the rented truck and headed back to the main road. Some things never changed. His brother was barely friendly; his sister-in-law was always lovely, and his father was always scary as hell.

His father’s place was just a few miles away, but, if what Butch had said was correct, Zane might need to call before he headed up the driveway. His father was a bit of a wild card. Once he got into the booze, it was hard to say what his dad’s welcome would entail. Zane did not want to end up shot before he had a chance to see if Katch was here.

He parked at the head of the driveway and pulled out his phone. Before he had a chance to make a call, an SUV came down the driveway. It stopped as if to pull onto the main road, but instead the driver looked over at him. He swore softly. It was Holly, his lovely sister-in-law and ex-girlfriend.

Her face lit up. She opened the vehicle’s door and ran toward him.

He turned off his engine, hopped out and caught her as she swung into his arms, wrapping herself tightly around him. In spite of himself, he hugged her back, allowing himself just once to breathe in the scent of her hair. She always used some shampoo and conditioner that left his senses reeling.

She leaned back and beamed up at him. “I heard you were coming. I just couldn’t believe it. And here you are.”

“What were you doing up at Dad’s?”

“Actually,” she said, “I was checking to see if you were there.”

He stepped back, letting his arms fall away, letting go of Holly. Again. “I just got in.” He looked up at the house and frowned. “Butch said Dad might shoot me before I ever made it up to the house.”

“Oh, Butch was just pulling one on you.”

He slid her a sideways glance and then shook his head. “I don’t think so. Butch isn’t much of a joker.”

Her hopeful expression eased slightly, and she nodded. “Okay, so your dad’s had a rough couple years. Ever since Brody died.”

Zane wanted to correct her and say, Dad has had a couple rough decades. Ever since Mom died. But he didn’t. “Of course,” Zane said. “I think we all went through a rough time over that.”

“Your dad’s looking forward to seeing you,” she said, watching and waiting for his response.

Not likely.

“I’ll drive up with you. It’ll help break the ice.”

His gaze went from the house back to her and back to the house again. “He might not shoot me flat-out that way,” he said, half joking.

She hopped back into her SUV, turned it around and drove back up to the house. He followed. She hadn’t changed a bit. Five foot five, and she still didn’t weigh more than one hundred pounds, still had riotous curls—almost an afro, which she kept clipped back but never seemed to contain her hair completely.

He pulled up beside her. As they got out, he didn’t know how he felt. Coming home was just too much all at once. He already wanted to run.

He stiffened his spine and walked to the front door.

She had it open. “Jeffrey, I met up with Zane at the bottom of the driveway.”

Nothing but silence came from inside.

“Jeffrey, you there?”

“In the back,” came the hollering voice.

She waited until Zane got in and shut the door behind him. It was the same old log house he’d been raised in. His mom had passed away when he was six, so Brody was four, and Butch had been only eight. Life hadn’t been the same since. Their dad had been rough-and-ready and very raw around the edges. He picked up drinking not long afterward.

The boys had pretty-well raised themselves, their father even saying once, “If you live, you live. If you die, I’ll bury you out back.” Zane had never forgotten those words.

He followed Holly through the old house, his hands in his pockets, hating that they were already clenched. He walked inside the big living room to find his father sitting beside the fireplace, a book in his hand. Well, the addition of the book was new, but, then again, the large half-empty whiskey bottle sitting on the coffee table wasn’t.

His father looked up at him and frowned. Zane frowned right back.
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Holly shouldn’t have been quite so eager to see Zane, but she’d been waiting for him ever since her husband, Brody, had passed away. It was hard to explain what had happened between her and Zane before she ended up with his younger brother. She just knew she didn’t want to lose that connection to Zane. Now that she was single again, she’d had more than a few thoughts and dreams that maybe they could pick up where they’d left off. But Zane had disappeared as quickly as he’d arrived for the funeral, and she’d been in shock and grieving for the first six months.

When she’d recovered, she’d dated for a while but realized she was just biding her time until Zane came home. And how unfair was that? Both to her dates and to herself. Because Zane had made a point of making sure he never did return.

She’d been in love with Zane for as long as she could remember. She hated what she’d done to them. She knew it had taken two, but she’d been the catalyst that had broken them up, and she’d compounded it by letting his younger brother sweet-talk her into a relationship. Once she’d taken that step, she knew Zane wouldn’t come back to her. There was just something about going out with his brother, as if she’d crossed a line.

She had had several girlfriends who had dated multiple males in the same family without the same consequences, but Zane wasn’t just anybody. And, once she’d gotten into a relationship with Brody, she’d tried hard to make the best of it because she knew Zane was gone to her. He would never be hers again. She’d then changed her attitude, her perspective, and she’d grown to love her husband.

They’d had a couple happy years, until he got sick. It had happened so damn fast. The doctors called it a staph infection, one that had run out of control. By the time she got him to the hospital to try to stop it, it had already taken over his system, and he died soon afterward.

She stared down at her hands, hating the memories that still made her insides cry. She should have forced Brody to go to the doctor earlier, but he was stubborn—so damn stubborn.

She looked up to see the two men formally greeting each other with silence and grimacing faces. There was no physical contact, not even a smile from either one. She stepped forward and said to Zane, “It’s really nice to have you back for a bit.”

Zane nodded, cast her a glance and then looked at his dad again.

She could see his gaze taking in the bottle at the old man’s side.

Zane motioned at the closest chair. “May I sit?”

His father’s frown deepened.

She rushed to fill the gap. “Of course you can. I can put on some coffee, if you’d like.”

“Thank you,” Zane said. “It depends if my dad’s okay with that.”

“Coffee would be fine,” his father grumbled. “Did you stop in to see Butch?”

Zane nodded. “It was good to see Sandra and Butch. I had dinner with them.”

Holly smiled at that. “Sandra’s a sweetheart.” Butch, well, Butch was the same as his father: taciturn, quiet, very black-and-white in many ways.

“Why are you here?” Jeffrey asked.

Holly winced at that, but it was so damn typical. She hated the stiltedness between the two of them. When growing up, the brothers hadn’t gotten along with each other. None of them had gotten along with their father either. Back then it had been each man on his own—with Brody, the baby, as the dad’s favorite.

In the kitchen she made a pot of coffee, and, as it dripped, she rejoined the men. Still, there wasn’t a word exchanged between the two.

Zane asked her, “Have you heard of any dogs in the area being super-aggressive or very difficult? Causing concern among the locals?”

She frowned at him. “I don’t recall offhand. I’d have to give that some thought. Why?”

“I’m here on behalf of the government’s War Dogs program. Checking into one dog that was shipped home with PTSD, then was lost at the airport and maybe picked up a couple times by people along the way. Last reported location we have for him is in this area, maybe with a hunter. However, since the dog has PTSD, a hunter isn’t the proper placement for him.”

She nodded slowly. “No, it certainly wouldn’t be.” She sat down between the two men. “I haven’t heard of one around here. I was talking to another vet though, who said he’d had a report of trouble with a dog. A man came in with a bite mark, and he was looking to hunt down the dog and kill him.”

“Did he say what kind of dog it was?”

“Shepherd crossed with something, but it was bigger than usual. And I think it was male,” she said, frowning. She shook her head and looked up at him. “I can call him in the morning, if you think it’s important.”
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      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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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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PREAMBLE
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