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About This Book


Training in underwater recovery techniques, Bronson didn’t expect to recover a body, particularly one with a knife embedded into a diver’s back. Down in Mexico, often anything goes, but he’s been on many dives in his life and has been through a lot of this country, yet at no time had he seen this scenario.

Her missing brother being found sends Robin deep into grief and guilt. Her brother had been much older, living a risky lifestyle on the fringe of society in a small coastal Mexican town. She’d arrived six months earlier in an attempt to help him get his life together.

Finding out what happened is paramount. Yet, as the twisted tale unravels, the betrayals and secrets finally come to light. Bronson and Robin must protect themselves, before the wrong person finds out exactly what they’ve discovered.

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


Prologue


Bronson Manchester surfaced on the ocean at the side of the Zodiac. He looked around to see the rest of his team rising out of the water too. He’d been doing special underwater training for recovery operations all week. But he hadn’t expected to see three of his team members here.

It had been a great week, as Marshall, their dive instructor, spoke to the team. “Okay, check your gauges. We’re going down for one more dive, and that’ll be it for this week.” He added, “This one will be more for fun than anything. You guys have worked hard all week, and I’m really proud of your progress.” It took another little bit to get everybody geared up and back in again, and then down.

As Bronson floated underneath, letting his body weight just take him down, they were in about seventy-five feet of water, and a couple old wrecks were around here that they were looking forward to playing in. He wanted to just have a chance to enjoy this dive. He loved scuba diving, always had, and it was definitely his thing.

Something was just so very special about it all—the feeling of weightlessness, the weird sensation of seeing the surface above your head, yet going farther and farther down, the oddity of landing on the ocean floor and realizing that you’re probably the only human to have ever stepped in that actual spot. As he came down, he looked for his buddy and saw Gavin off to the side.

They were both two-year SEALs, each having just arrived at Coronado to join Mason’s team. And, hey, it wasn’t just one team anymore; Mason had multiple teams, but Bronson was doing this extraordinary water training so they could do more of the dive trips.

He loved it and would have taken a career in this easily. He even thought about it afterward. Maybe, when he retired, he’d go down to the Bahamas and have a dive shop somewhere. Gavin signaled that he was heading off to the right. Feeling quite amiable and not really caring where they went, Bronson followed his buddy. It was only smart to dive in teams of at least two, though he found that anything more than four was a lot to keep track of. It was easier when something went wrong though. To go alone was fine if you were on a mission. Not necessarily the smartest idea, but it was definitely needed and necessary at times.

As they moved forward, they headed to the wreck, where Gavin disappeared down the hatch. Bronson stayed on the outside, looking to see what kind of barnacles and interesting algae grew here. Things like that always blew him away, fascinated by the set of circumstances that created these microecosystems in the water. When he didn’t see Gavin pop up again, Bronson headed inside the shipwreck, just in time to see Gavin coming toward him, but obviously something was wrong.

Bronson watched, following his buddy’s hand signals, as he pointed behind him, then turned and headed back to where he’d come from. As Bronson joined him down there, Bronson saw the other divers on the opposite side of the wreck, so they weren’t in the same part as he and his partner were. Gavin pointed to his tank and his regulator, signaling that he had to go up, but he also signaled that he wanted Bronson to look at something here.

Following Gavin’s hand signals again, Bronson headed into the depths of the ship, which had been pretty well destroyed by the years. There was no real belowdecks portion anymore; it was just what was hidden underneath some of the rotten wood timbers. He saw what looked like a flipper. He headed closer and then his heart started to pound, as he realized what he was looking at. It was an actual diver’s flipper, with another to match, both connected to two legs.

A man was underneath the rubble. Bronson grabbed the man and noted that, without a face mask or regulator, he was long dead.


Chapter 1


Bronson Manchester studied the facial features of the dead man stretched out in front of him, not for the first time. The divers had gone down to recover the body, now floating on the surface of the water, and brought him back up to the boat.

Their scuba instructor, Marshall, had cried out, “Dear God, that’s … Jason Rancher. He’s a regular diver around here. Almost a local at this point.”

“Yeah, well, I presume he didn’t usually dive with the knife in his back,” Bronson noted, his tone caustic, as he pointed out the obvious weapon.

Marshall shook his head, obviously disturbed.

“Presumably he had enemies, given the way he ended up,” Bronson added.

“I thought people liked him,” Marshall noted. “He seemed to relate with the tourists.”

“Not everybody,” Bronson stated quietly, “or he wouldn’t be sporting that weapon.”

With a nod of his head, the instructor turned away from the body. “We need to bring in the authorities.”

“Yeah, I presume he wasn’t part of your instructor group,” Bronson said.

Marshall shook his head. “He was at one time but hasn’t been for a couple years. He became too unreliable, and there was some trouble, and it just wasn’t working anymore.”

“Interesting. What does he do for a living now then?”

“I don’t know,” Marshall replied, “but, like a lot of people around here, he manages.”

As they got closer to shore, they heard a shout. Marshall looked up and frowned. “Uh-oh, now we’ll have trouble.”

“Why is that?” Bronson asked.

“It’s his sister, his much younger sister. Lot of years between them, and they seem like they’re pretty close. Instead of big brother looking out after her, she seemed to be watching out for Jason. This won’t go well.”

“These things will always be hard,” Bronson noted, his tone low. “Loss isn’t easy on anybody. And murder multiplies that.”

“And on her, it will be even worse,” Marshall added. “It was just the two of them.”

Bronson nodded, as he studied the woman approaching. Long-legged, lean, and wearing a dress that flowed around her ankles, her hair was flying up behind her. “She looks a little familiar.”

“She’s a dive instructor too,” he stated, “and a really popular one at that.”

The wry tone of his voice suggested something about her popularity, maybe because she was pretty. The fact was, she was beautiful. Stunning. “Military as well?”

“Yes, but that’s because she specializes in certain types of equipment,” he explained, “especially testing them. Research of some sort.”

“Interesting. She looks young for it.”

“She is young for it,” he confirmed, “yet she’s damn good at her job. She was born in the water, quite literally.” Bronson continued to watch her, as Marshall nodded. “Both of her parents were instructors, and they worked for a private company for a long time, doing exploration and mapping of the ocean floor. She headed into the same field. Unfortunately her brother, Jason here, has had some issues lately,” he related, looking down at the dead man. “So, she took some time away to spend it with him.”

“What kind of issues?” Bronson asked, intrigued, considering Jason had obviously been murdered.

“He was a drunk,” Marshall stated, “although I really don’t want to be telling tales.”

“He is clearly the victim of foul play, so any tales you want to tell—”

“It’s just that he was struggling. I mean, it will be an issue for the local authorities of course,” Marshall murmured, “but I can tell you that he went a little bit off the rails when his wife died.”

“That’ll do it,” Bronson noted sympathetically.

“Jason swears she was murdered,” Marshall added, in a quiet tone, shaking his head. “That’s why his sister came to join him.” As he looked overboard, the woman waded toward them. “Robin, wait,” he called out.

She glared at him. “Is that my brother?” He nodded slowly, and immediately grief churned her features. “Damn it. What the hell happened?” she demanded.

Bronson hopped into the water and walked toward her. “Hey. I found him down below on a dive. We were doing a training session.”

She looked at him and nodded slowly. “That makes sense. Did he have all his gear with him?”

He hesitated. “No mask. No regulator. … It wasn’t an accident.”

She stared at him for a long moment, not comprehending. “What do you mean?” she asked, her voice going faint.

“I mean, that he was stabbed,” Bronson murmured. “I’m pretty sure he would have died from the injury alone, long before he ran out of oxygen.”

She stared at Bronson in shock, then turned to the boat. “Jesus, Jason.”

“So he’s your brother?”

She nodded slowly. “Yes. … I came here to spend some time with him.”

“You’re a dive instructor, I hear?”

“Among other things,” she replied, with a wave of her hand. “Please don’t go on about how young I am for it.” He frowned at her, while she glared at him. “I’ve heard it over and over again, and I’m just sick of it.”

“You are young,” he confirmed, “but, if you started early, you’d still have a good dozen years under your belt.”

“More than that actually. Well over a dozen years under my belt,” she stated. “Why isn’t Marshall bringing Jason in?”

“I assume he’s waiting for the authorities,” Bronson shared quietly.

“I want to see him,” she said abruptly.

“You can, but I’m not sure this is necessarily how you’ll want to remember him.”

“I’m not a child,” she snapped, her tone crisp. She walked around him in the water and called out to the instructor. “Marshall, bring him in. I want to see him.” When the dive instructor hesitated, she shook her head. “If I can’t do anything for him, then there’s no reason not to see him. He’s my brother, and, if he died from foul play, … you know that investigation will be something I’ll want a hand in. I’d just as soon see for myself what the truth is before it gets twisted.”

Bronson turned sharply to stare at her.

She glared at him again. “Don’t you start either.”

“I haven’t started anything yet,” he replied, “but it sounds like you don’t think he’ll get a fair investigation.”

“He won’t,” she declared. Then she stopped and took a deep breath. “He’s had some issues lately,” she admitted. “He got himself into some trouble, and some of that trouble involves the local police.”

“I’m sorry,” he murmured.

“Me too.” She sighed. “And this being Mexico, it’s just that much more of a problem.”

“Yet they’ll still have an investigation.”

“Yeah, they will, but that doesn’t mean it’ll go anywhere.”

“Got it,” he murmured. “Is he an American?”

“He is, but he’s been down here for the better part of the last two years.”

“Since he lost his wife?”

She shot him a look. “You pick up information quickly.”

“Yeah,” he agreed. “You tend to think about things like that when you find a dead man. You wonder about his family and what brought him here to this point.”

“His wife died of breast cancer. So, to get away from the memories, he ended up losing himself in the bottle, among other things. He’s been pulling himself back out slowly, but, in the process, he managed to make a lot of enemies,” she murmured. “I know that some of the memories he made here won’t work in his favor.”

“Right, so they’ll say it was his lifestyle that led to a bad end. Case closed.”

“Exactly.”

“I thought the instructor …” And then Bronson hesitated.

She looked at him, frowning. “What?”

“I thought Marshall told me that the wife was murdered.”

“My brother believed she was. He railed how the treatments she received were not the right ones.”

“And was there any truth to that?”

“It’s hard to say,” she said, “but honestly I don’t think so. I think my brother just couldn’t accept the fact that nothing could be done to save her.”

“Which is not an unusual response to extreme trauma,” Bronson murmured. The instructor brought the boat closer to Bronson, who grabbed the rope tossed at him, then walked the boat closer to the shore. As soon as it was close enough for her, she hopped in and immediately knelt over her brother.

Bronson saw the grief in her expression, as she studied Jason’s features. With the instructor’s help, they shifted him ever-so-slightly, so that she could see the knife in his back. It was buried deep, clear to the hilt.

“God.” She stared at it. Then she sat back and looked up at the instructor. “Did you call it in?”

He nodded. “I had to. You know that.”

“Sure,” she muttered. “I mean, in theory, that’s the process.”

“They’re not all corrupt,” Bronson said, and again she nodded absently. But there wasn’t any conviction in her tone when she next spoke.

“No, they’re not. Not all of them.”

Bronson understood. When you’ve had one bad experience, it was easy to color the entire thing with prejudice. She got up and slowly made her way to the hull of the boat. He reached up a hand to help her out onto the soft wet sand. Without even thinking about it, she accepted the assist. He wondered whether she’d even seen his hand or just the dead body of her brother.

“I’m sorry,” he murmured again.

“Where was he found?” she asked abruptly. “Could you take me there?”

He stared at her for a long moment and then nodded. Since she was a diver herself, she would probably go either way. Better if he went too, always diving in pairs. “I could, but will that help?”

“It would help me, if nothing else,” she replied. “Closure is pretty important in these things.”

He nodded. “When do you want to go?”

She smiled. “Right now. How long are you here for? You’re here training on something, aren’t you?”

He nodded. “Yeah, and I’m supposed to head back out to the ship tonight.”

She frowned at that. “Can you get your shore leave extended?”

“I’ll have to talk to somebody, but it’s possible, under the circumstances.”

“Then please do, if you can. I want to see where my brother was murdered. I’ll go get a boat and meet you back here.”

He winced, watching her leave, just as Gavin stepped up behind him.

“Hey, buddy. I’m pretty sure you could stay for another day, if you want to. We also know that life happens.” At Bronson’s silence, Gavin added, “Call Mason. He would understand. You could probably catch us at the next port, and, considering that we’re heading home to Coronado anyway, I don’t see that as a problem. Take a couple days, help her out, do what you need to do,” he suggested. “If it were me, I’d do it. Besides, I understand her point about wanting to see where it happened.”

“I do too,” Bronson admitted.

“If it was your brother, you’d want to go back out again.”

“Sure, but, if I don’t go, then I could still make the ship.”

“Maybe, but I suspect it won’t be quite so easy as all that.” At the teasing tone in Gavin’s voice, Bronson turned back to study his friend’s face in suspicion, then pivoted to see where Robin had got to. “Why is that?”

Gavin grinned at him. “Because I saw the way you looked at her.”

“She’s just had a hell of a shock and a loss,” Bronson replied. “How am I supposed to look at her?”

“Like you did, as if you cared. Besides, everybody knows you’re a real softie.”

He frowned. “And that means I looked at her how?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Gavin said, with a knowing grin. “Come on. Let’s go make the phone calls.”

And, with that, the two of them headed back in. It didn’t take long to make arrangements, and, sure enough, Bronson was given the time off without an issue. It wasn’t even time off, per se. As soon as they realized that Gavin and Bronson had found the body, the navy immediately issued a stay order for forty-eight hours, so that they could assist the local authorities, as needed. That wasn’t a huge amount of time, but it should be enough.

If nobody else would take notice or would give a damn about this man’s murder, Bronson would. He did feel like he needed to be here for another day or so, just to make sure Robin didn’t do anything stupid or get herself in trouble. At least she could also help give Bronson an idea of who could possibly be part of this murder. Not that it was his job. Particularly since Jason was an American citizen, so the consulate would get involved, and that wasn’t exactly a pathway Bronson wanted to go down either. But an investigation should be properly carried out.

With his obligation to return to the ship dealt with, Bronson headed back down to the beach; it was mostly empty now. He stood on the shore and saw no sign of anyone around. He glanced around and muttered out loud, “Surely they wouldn’t have cleared out that fast?”

But oddly enough it was as if somebody had spread the word, and, instead of being curious, they’d all disappeared. He checked his watch and frowned. Now it was happy hour. Yet that really didn’t matter because, in Mexico, it’s almost always happy hour somewhere. He shook his head, wondering where the sister, Robin, had gone.

As he turned around to look again, he saw her standing at the edge of the waves, watching him. He’d been too engrossed to notice her arrival. He walked a few steps back off the main sandy area toward her. When he reached her, he said, “I have forty-eight hours.”

She nodded. “Oh, good. We might not even need it.” Her smile brightened at his news. “I appreciate it though.”

He shrugged. “I was more concerned about the fact that the investigation might be derailed.”

“You can’t derail what won’t ever get started,” she murmured.

“Is it seriously that bad here?”

“Lots of times it is. You’ll get some people who care and a lot of people who won’t. It’s just easier in a case like this, when it’s a gringo who’s always drunk and causing trouble anyway. Most everyone will be happy that he’s out of their hair.”

Bronson winced. “That’s rough.”

“I warned my brother time and time again,” she said, her voice tight. “I talked to the instructor about where Jason was found,” she added, with a deep sigh.

“Oh, good. Then you know the location.”

“Good destination for a fun dive.” She shot him a hard look. “No, I just know where to take the boat to.”

He nodded slowly. “When do you want to go out there?”

“Right now would be good,” she snapped. “I did say that earlier. I’ve been waiting, watching to see if you would come back or just take off.”

He held up his hands. “Okay, I just thought you might want to catch your breath a little. Do you have a boat available?”

She nodded. “Yes, this way.” She turned, heading down the beach toward the marina.

“What about diving gear?” he asked her.

She turned to look at him and gave him half a smile. “Now that, I have plenty of.”

He followed behind her, wondering if this was the smartest idea.

“Don’t worry,” she added. “I won’t try to kill you down there.”

He frowned. “That’s an odd thing to say.”

“Not really, my brother was accused more than once of trying to kill somebody underwater.”

Bronson stared at her, his eyebrows rising.

“I know. I told him many times to leave this area, since it’s been bad mojo for him. Told him that repeatedly,” she murmured.

“It may have been something other than bad mojo for him,” Bronson noted. “Sometimes you just get a reputation you can’t beat.”

“And that is exactly what happened here,” she stated. “He was a good man, but, when he got drunk, he wasn’t somebody who could be counted on.”

“Is that what happened? Some sort of accident? Where he was responsible?”

She nodded. “Yes, this recent one wasn’t fatal, thank heavens, but it could have been. I’ve heard other rumors of times in the past where bad things did happen because once he got his drink on …”

“I presume he knew how to hold his drinks.”

“Too well,” she agreed, “and it led people to get on his boat, when he was too far gone to stop but not so far gone that anyone could tell. Then he got the reputation that it wasn’t safe to go on the water with him.”

“And was that his only source of income?”

“It was.” She nodded. “So, after that, things got a little bit uglier.”

Bronson tilted his head. “That’s a pretty hard path to come back from.”

“There’s no coming back from it now either,” she stated morosely, staring out at the water.

He followed behind her quick steps. “What will you do now?” he asked her quietly.

“See if I can find out what happened to my brother and then go back to my own life.”

“And that’s dive training, I understand?”

“Yes, but more than just dive training,” she explained. “I work with one of the companies building the recovery equipment for big ships on the ocean that are in trouble. I’m working with that kind of line, that type of equipment. A much higher level of danger.”

He was fascinated by that. “I haven’t been involved in that type of offshore operation.”

“Nobody has, only a couple specialized companies. That’s about it. It’s partly what I’ve been doing with the military—bringing in extra training to try and help you guys do it yourselves, with some of the new equipment,” she explained.

“And this company handles most of that?”

She looked over at him. “It’s my uncle’s company. He started it with my parents.”

“And your parents passed away?”

“They were killed in a dive accident,” she noted, her voice tight.

“Ouch,” he murmured.

“Yeah, so I guess that diving is in my blood.”

“It sounds like—” Then he stopped himself from saying anything anymore.

“Go ahead. You can say it,” she told him. “Believe me. I’ve thought of it myself a couple times already this afternoon.”

“Yet Jason didn’t die from a dive accident.”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “My brother was murdered.”

“Did you know he was going diving today?”

“He goes diving every day, but today? … Jason didn’t go diving today. He’s been missing since the day before yesterday.”

Bronson stiffened at that information.

She nodded. “That’s also not an unusual thing for him, if he’s deep into his drink, but I had already been searching the bars and his usual haunts, trying to find where he might have ended up. I got nowhere.”

“Did you contact the police?”

She snorted. “I did talk to a cop, but, as you can imagine, when your brother has a habit of disappearing from one moment to the next on a bender, really nobody cares at this point.”

Bronson murmured, “Everybody should care, but it’s also easy to understand their perspective.”

“I know, but, whether I understand it or not, it doesn’t change the fact that he’s still my brother.”

“And you also know that, because of the way he was killed, chances are it happened fairly quickly.”

She nodded. “I checked his tank. He still had oxygen.”

“So he was murdered not long after he went down.”

“The thing is, what I’ve found out is that he went out with friends, and they told me that they got separated.”

“Diving? Yet they didn’t come back and tell anyone?”

She shook her head. “His friends weren’t exactly the most upwardly honest people in the world. Nor the most sober, depending on the time of day.”

“Sure, but aren’t they the first place anybody’ll look to see if there was a problem?”

“They swore Jason got separated and never showed back up again. When they were out of oxygen themselves, they came back and basically had a wake in his honor.” Bronson just stared at her, slack-jawed. She shrugged. “What do you want me to say?”

“I want to talk to them. That’s for sure.”

“I already talked to them, and, when I told them his body had been found, they just nodded, as if to say that was what they expected. Oh, and Condolences for me, but, hey, isn’t it great that I have a body, so I can get closure.”

“Wow,” Bronson muttered under his breath.

“It’s a different world out here,” she said. “Not only are the dive people collectively different but the country too. They’re all different.”

“No, you’re right,” Bronson agreed. “I haven’t seen it in action, not when it comes to a missing diver like this though. Most people would call the authorities and would get a rescue team out there to search for him.”

“Not in Mexico,” she declared, “and not this area of the country. Also the other members of his dive party were happy he’d died doing what he loved. As far as accidents—true accidents in particular—go, the numbers here are terrible, but alcohol plays a large part in that. They have that happening a lot here.”

“And nobody’s bothered to make those numbers drop?”

“I don’t think so,” she said. “Only when the gringos get involved, and there’s trouble along that line, does anybody realize the numbers are anything but normal.”

“And again that’s not a great thing to hear.”

“No, but you’ve got to get used to it,” she stated. “If you hadn’t come across his body, chances are nobody else would have for quite a while.”

“I thought it was a popular diving area?”

“It is, and, depending on where you found him, it may say something about whether he could have been found sooner or not,” she noted. “But honestly? Even if someone had found Jason, chances are they might have just left him there too.”

“I guess there are a lot of superstitions in this area, aren’t there?”

“More than you know,” she muttered. “There’s also a certain kind of callous disregard for life, and, considering how Jason got when he was drinking, it’s more of a he knew better, good riddance response.”

“You really think somebody would have just left his body out there?” To Bronson, that sounded more than horrific.

“It’s possible,” she confirmed, “and it’s also possible that, if anybody saw something, … they may have just bolted and tried to forget, hitting a bottle to drown their memory, never going back because they were too scared. And don’t forget,” she murmured. “I saw Jason a couple days ago. So he hasn’t been there all that long. Therefore, it’s not all that likely anybody had seen his body. You saw him, and you brought him up, and, for that, I’m very grateful.”

[image: *]*

Robin truly was very grateful and knew she owed Bronson an apology for being as short-tempered as she was. It was all the wasted time and effort she had spent trying to save her brother over the last few months, only to find out somebody had deliberately taken him away from her, which made her so angry. It should make her sad, but instead she felt this high level of anguish, churned up with frustration, and, at the bottom of it all, anger.

She’d worked so hard to get Jason clean and sober. She had managed to get him mostly off the drugs, but the booze had proven to be a much harder foe. And it had driven her batty trying to figure out what to do next. But it wasn’t to be. Everything she’d done had been for naught. It was too late. Jason was dead and gone.

The odd thing that really got to her was the sense of unrest that she felt about him. She wasn’t superstitious in the least, but she’d always felt like her parents had died in a way that made them still roam the earth, dissatisfied with the investigation, so now to have her brother be murdered just added to it. There was no need for it; Robin couldn’t help her parents any more than she could do anything for her brother. It was way too late for any of that.

She made her way to her boat down on the second dock, and, as she hopped on, she looked back to see that not only had Bronson followed her but he was busy untying the ropes. She waited until he was on board and then started the engine and headed out. The afternoon started to wane.

He stepped up beside her. “Are you sure you want to go today?”

She pointed at the gear she’d collected. “You ever done any dives at nighttime?”

“Sure. Not usually searching for anything though.”

“What difference does it make?” she asked caustically.

“It’s dark down there. Not everybody is willing to go out in the dark. In this part of the ocean, it’s almost always dark down there. Topside we still have a couple hours,” he noted. “I think we were about half an hour, forty minutes for the trip.”

“That’s about right,” she agreed, with a nod. “You seem to navigate pretty well.”

“Not necessarily, but I’ve done a lot of diving.”

She didn’t say anything, just kept her attention focused on the water.

“What is it you’re hoping to find?” When she hesitated, he continued. “Are you thinking there’ll be any evidence?” There was no derision in his tone, but there wasn’t anything supportive either.
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

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

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

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

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

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

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