
  
    [image: Bardsong]
  


  
    
      BARDSONG

      Glimmer Vale Chronicles #7

    

    
      
        MICHAEL KINGSWOOD

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: SSN Storytelling]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        About This Book

      

      
        Map Of Glimmer Vale

      

      
        Map

      

    

    
      
        1. Cold Returns

      

      
        2. Meet The New Boss

      

      
        3. Catching Up

      

      
        4. The Bard

      

      
        5. Training

      

      
        6. Fishy Business

      

      
        7. Lunchtalk

      

      
        8. Fresh Eyes

      

      
        9. Winter's Folly

      

      
        10. Darkness

      

      
        11. Unrequited Rage

      

      
        12. Morning Reading

      

      
        13. Palaver

      

      
        14. Torgens and Yarnel

      

      
        15. Incarceration

      

      
        16. Spice On The Tongue

      

      
        17. Light Reading

      

      
        18. A Note Of Magic

      

      
        19. Knowledge And Consent

      

      
        20. Taking Stock

      

      
        21. Lakeside

      

      
        22. Lunch Visit

      

      
        23. Pursuit

      

      
        24. Rendezvous

      

      
        25. The Wildest Of Beasts

      

      
        26. Debriefing

      

      
        27. Morning Tea

      

      
        28. Out Of The Cold

      

    

    
      
        Message From The Author

      

      
        Mailing List

      

      
        About The Author

      

      
        More Books By Michael Kingswood

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      Julian, Melanie, and Jared have returned to Lydelton.  And not a moment too soon.  Snow has begun falling in the passes, and soon no one will be able to travel in or out of Glimmer Vale and its environs unit the spring thaws arrive.

      

      But other new arrivals have made unexpected changes in the town they remember.  And as strange, almost mystical, events begin to unfold around them, the re-united team will need all of their wits and skill to get to the bottom of it all.

      

      Bardsong is the seventh novel in the Glimmer Vale Chronicles, a fun and exciting mystery set in a world of valor and magic.
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        * * *

      

      Enjoy the book!  After you’re done, please come to Michael’s website and sign up for his mailing list.  Guaranteed to be spam free, he uses it to announce new releases and special promotions for his fans.
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            COLD RETURNS

          

        

      

    

    
      The whistling of the wind past the walls of the Constabulary drew Raedrick Baletier’s eyes away from the report he was finishing and over toward the building’s stout, and firmly shut, pine door.

      Pine, like the rest of the building.  But the door was stained a darker color than the walls, floor, and ceiling.  Those were more pale, barely stained at all in truth.  But it was well put together, the gaps between the planks of the walls well-sealed and the space between the inner wall and the outer structure insulated with…well, Raedrick wasn’t sure what with.

      He knew for a fact the men who built it, like all the other structures in Lydelton, had insulated it somehow.  But in spite of that he felt the chill seeping in from outside.  Only the cast iron wood stove that sat in the corner across the room from his desk, adjacent to the desk Julian normally used, kept his office close to comfortable.

      The cell block, extending from a barred door between his desk and Julian’s didn’t have that benefit.  Oh, there was a small stove at the rear of the space, but it wasn’t nearly enough to heat the half-dozens cells back there much at all.

      For some of the miscreants he had locked up in there since he came to town almost two years ago, Raedrick wouldn’t have felt too much sympathy.  But the man back there now, huddled beneath a pair of thick wool blankets on his cot in the middle cell on the left, was different.

      Trevir wasn’t a bad man, just a man who had his world collapse around him.  An errant word from one of his fellow fishing men on their boat had sparked an inferno within him, and he’d lashed out.

      Fortunately, Raedrick had been able to talk him down before he did any real harm, aside from a cut to Gilroy’s leg.  But still, Trevir had an appointment with the judge.  Raedrick had expected a light sentence, pressed for it, actually.  But whether because he wanted to set an example, or because of the fishing company’s importance to the town’s—and really the entirety of Glimmer Vale’s—economy, or because he’d just gotten up on the wrong side of the bed, the judge had rejected that notion.

      So Trevir had to spend the rest of the month in Raedrick’s cell block, on top of the fine the judge imposed.

      Not outside of the requirements of the law; in fact the judge could have gone much more severe.  But as he listened to the wind outside and looked back toward the closed door to the cell block, Raedrick couldn’t help frowning in dissatisfaction.

      Trevir had three children and a wife—an unfaithful wife, it turned out, which is what had set him off—to care for.  He couldn’t do that in a cell, not very well, anyway.

      Fortunately, Horace, the head of the fishing guild, had arranged with the Covington Brothers to pay their fishing men year-round, not just during the months when they were actually out on the boats.  So Trevir’s family would have some money coming in.  But…

      A particularly strong gust whipped around the building, and Raedrick frowned over at the wood stove again, but really at the empty desk next to it.

      And that was the real source of his pique today, he realized.

      The weather had finally begun to turn, Glimmer Vale’s short autumn collapsing into the frigid cold that would grip the high elevation community for the next five months.  There hadn’t been any appreciable snowfall…yet.  But the first dusting had fallen just yesterday.

      Raedrick snorted.  Dusting.  Where he grew up, in the lowlands well east of the Saddleback Mountains that housed the vale, what was deposited yesterday would constitute a heavy fall.

      Here…not so much.

      Still, hearing the wind blow, and knowing the rapidity with which winter was coming on, as he looked at the empty desk he could not force down concern that was rapidly growing into full-on worry.

      Julian Hinderbrook, his partner in the Constable’s position, had embarked on a journey out of the vale with Melanie Klemins and Jared Tolburt months ago, before spring had fully turned into summer.  From the distance they had to cover to get to The Falconer’s Stairs and back, they should have been back long ago.

      Unless something had gone wrong.

      Several times over the last couple months he’d considered sending a pigeon down to Caperick Leminster, one of the Royal Marshals posted in Mangin City, the first city to the east of the Saddleback Mountains, to inquire if he’d seen or heard from them and perhaps ask him to send out a search party.

      But he’d held off.  The place they were going had been lost for five hundred years or so, and no one else knew about the treasure hidden there.  And he really didn’t know where to tell Leminster to look.

      There was also the fact that Melanie wasn’t supposed to leave the Vale, by agreement with Vigilant Haversted of the Magestirium in exchange for them not pressing charges against her for unlawfully practicing magic.

      So he really hadn’t wanted to draw official eyes toward their expedition, for her sake.

      But now he realized that was a mistake.  The weather had turned and they were not back yet.  Very soon the pass through the mountains to Mangin City would be impassable, if it wasn’t already—the mountains’ snowpacks had already visibly increased and indications were the pass had already seen a fair amount of snow even if they hadn’t here in the Vale…yet.  So they would be stuck in the lowlands if they hadn’t already made the journey.  Or if they had attempted the pass they might be in dire peril now.

      There were still pigeons in the town’s hutch.  Perhaps he should send one to Leminster now, before the weather got worse.  And he ought to talk with Povol, one of the local mountaineers.  He could lead an expedition into the pass to see if they were laid up there…

      Raedrick snorted again.  Foolishness.

      Julian could be impulsive but he was no fool.  Neither was Melanie.  They wouldn’t attempt the pass if it was clear there was no way through.  So maybe they’d have to remain in Mangin City until spring.  Not a big deal, was it?

      And anyway, without actual information that they were in trouble, sending an expedition would most likely be a waste of time and effort, and put other people into potential harm’s way without cause.

      “You’ve got enough to worry about right here,” he said softly to himself, and forced his eyes away from the stove—and the empty desk—and back to the parchment he’d been writing on.

      It was time for his monthly report to the mayor, and he had the report just about done.  Really he’d finished it last night, but he was reading it through one last time before their meeting at noon.  It⁠—

      A gust of chill blasted Raedrick as the front door swung open and a cloaked figure stepped into the room.  A few flecks of white swirled through the air around him as he paused in the doorway for a second, then he kicked the door shut behind himself.

      The door latched with an audible clack and the cloaked man shrugged off a long, furred scarf that he had wrapped around his neck and the lower portion of his face.  Then he turned and, doffing the cloak, hung both up on pegs driven into the wall next to the door.

      Uncloaked, he stood about Raedrick’s height, with shortly-cut brown hair.  His coat was deep green, and smudged with dirt and soot in various places, his leggings grey-brown.  His boots were thick leather and came up to his calves, and he wore a sword belt around his waist.  A longsword with a hand-and-a-half hilt hung on his left hip and a shorter, curved blade on his right.  As he turned back around from hanging up his cloak and scarf, he shot Raedrick a grin through three or four days’ growth of beard.

      “Hey, Rae,” he said, and clumped over to the stove, where he held out his hands toward the warmth.

      “Julian!”

      Raedrick was up onto his feet and around the desk almost before he realized what he was doing.  Then he was over next to his long-lost—or seemingly long-lost anyway—partner.  He grabbed Julian by the shoulder and spun him around, almost unsure whether he was seeing things or not.

      But no, he was real, and he had that semi-joking grin on his face that he almost always seemed to.

      It was Julian, all right.

      Raedrick pulled him in and gave him a hug—a masculine and brotherly hug.  Julian flinched slightly for a second, then he clapped Raedrick on the back.

      “Good to see you too,” he said as Raedrick stepped back.

      “You’re back,” Raedrick said.  “What about the others?  Are they⁠—?”

      Julian made a dismissive gesture.  “They’re fine.  Melanie’s gone to, and I quote, tackle the mountains of dust that she’s sure has piled up in her shop.  Jared’s squaring things away with Molli’s stablehands and seeing to his flat.”

      Jared.  Not Tolburt.  Raedrick couldn’t remember ever hearing Julian use his first name, not since the last time they saw him back in their army days.  Or the end of those days, at least.

      “When did you get into town?”

      Julian shrugged and settled down into his desk chair.  “About an hour and a half ago.  And not before time,” he added, gesturing toward the wood stove.  “It’s getting positively cold our there.  Big snowfall in the pass two nights ago.  I thought we were going to turn into icicles.  But we made it.”

      Raedrick nodded slowly, still not quite believing what he was seeing and hearing.  Julian had been gone for so long…that he was back, and so suddenly, was like being on one of the fishing boats during an unexpected gale and having the deck tilt out from under your feet.

      Fortunately, he had never actually been out on the boats in those conditions.  But he had watched from the shore this past summer when a gale swept in, saw how far over those boats heeled in the sudden wind, and cringed to think of that feeling.  Wondered how the men aboard could handle it without one or all of them going into the lake and drowning.

      Julian looked away from the stove back toward Raedrick’s side of the office and raised an eyebrow.  “What’s with the new desk?”

      That brought Raedrick out of his thoughts of the summer storm.  He looked over to the corner of the room opposite the wood stove, and grinned.

      He had set up a small, lightly-stained pine desk there a few weeks ago, vacant now but outfitted with a blotter, pen, and ink jar.

      “That’s for Amos Melton, our new assistant.”

      Julian looked him askance.  “Melton.”  He seemed to chew on the name for a moment, then his eyes widened slightly, in recognition.  “The rancher?”

      Raedrick nodded.  “His son.  His father thought he needed…direction, so he volunteered him to work for us.”

      “And how’s that working out?”

      “Alright so far.”  He narrowed his eyes at Julian.  “Are you going to tell me about what happened to you three or am I going to have to beat it out of you?”

      Julian chuckled.  “That’s a long story, and we all decided it’d be best to tell you this evening at dinner.”  He smirked.  “Melanie seemed to think I’d miss a detail or two in the telling.  And besides,” he waggled an index finger at Raedrick, “she wants to see that daughter of yours.”

      Raedrick couldn’t help chuckling at that.  Women never could get enough of babies, it seemed.  But still, he burned to hear what had happened on the companion’s journey.  The idea of waiting…

      The clock on top of the shelf of case records next to the barred door to the cell block chimed softly, drawing his eye to it, and he shelved the annoyance that had begun to grow.

      “There’s no time now anyway.  We’ve got a meeting with Mayor Holliman in a couple minutes.”

      He turned back to his desk, and the report he had been reading over.  No time to go over it now, and anyway it was fine enough as it was.  He hoped.

      “Mayor…Holliman?” Julian said, confusion in his voice.

      Raedrick picked up the report and looked back over his shoulder toward his friend, and grinned at him.  “You’ve missed a lot around here as well.  Come on, I’ll fill you in as we go.”

      Julian got that semi-pouty expression that he sometimes got when he wanted to protest doing something, but just as quickly as it appeared, it vanished.  He nodded and stood.  He paused for a moment to rub his hands in front of the stove again, then he straightened and grabbed up his cloak from where he’d hung it.

      “Let’s get to it.”
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      As he followed Raedrick down Lydelton’s main street toward the Town Hall, Julian couldn’t help comparing it to the streets of Mangin City.  Not that he’d spent all that much time there, or that he thought highly of it—the opposite actually—but compared with the tightly-packed, compressed, and more built-up buildings there, Lydelton seemed spacious, spread out.

      And small.

      He had visited plenty of places larger than Mangin City back in his army days.  His travels had taken him through many of the Kingdoms largest cities and deep into the territory of their enemy to the west, and he’d seen plenty of places that more deserved the title metropolis than cities.

      Compared with them, Mangin City was small and Lydelton positively tiny, almost non-existent.

      But it had been more than two years since he’d been in a town larger than Lydelton, except for Mangin City.  And the time he’d spent there during the journey to the Falconer’s Stairs had left an impression on him, a feeling for how a city is.

      Cramped.  Stacked high.  Filled with bustling humanity striving and surging en masse for a living, and maybe a tiny bit of prosperity in the clutter.

      Lydelton, by contrast, was almost tiny.  About a thousand adults total, and maybe the same number scattered throughout the rest of Glimmer Vale.  Even here in the middle of what passed for the vale’s hub of civilization the buildings were smaller, more spread out.  Even the lowliest of the houses had at least a small plot of land between itself and its neighbors, and the boarding houses were only two stories tall.  All boasted the steeply-sloped roofs required by the heavy snowfall of Glimmer Vale’s winters, with at least one stone chimney poking out apiece.

      And none of the streets were paved.  Except Main Street, which was solid flagstone, quarried from the mountains east of town once upon a time until the residents realized the effort and expense was too great to complete the project for any but the one primary street that linked the key locations in the town.

      The wind whipped past him, chilling him and making him clutch his cloak tightly around himself as the brief warmth from the stove in the Constabulary was driven away, and snowflakes clouded his vision, making him shudder both from the chill and from the peaceful beauty of their fall.

      And as he walked, despite the bite of the cold he felt his spirits buoyed.

      He had felt the lack of his adopted home during their travels, but it wasn’t until just now that he realized just how much he’d really missed it.

      Maybe it was from seeing the solid gait of his friend of so many years leading him down the street.  Or maybe it was the familiar faces that he saw as he walked past.  Faces that saw him, then did a double-take before they broke out in glad smiles of recognition as they beheld him for the first time in months.

      Greeting those men and women caused their trek, normally one that would take only a handful of minutes, stretch into almost a half hour.  But no matter, the meetings left him feeling a warmth that the chill of the day could not quench, and so when he finally clumped up the stained pine stairs to the Town Hall’s front door, he was smiling ear to ear.

      Inside was warm, positively hot by comparison with outside, and tiny compared with its brother down in Mangin City.  But as Julian came within it felt like a palace, and he threw back the hood of his cloak with relish.

      “Gods, I missed this place,” he said as he and Raedrick stopped to doff their cloaks and hang them on pegs inside the Town Hall’s doorway.

      Raedrick clapped him on the shoulder.  “And we’ve missed you,” he said, then he nodded upward toward the stairs leading to the Mayor’s office.

      They walked up together.

      The second floor landing was sparsely furnished.  Just a bench outside the Mayor’s office door, which stood open.

      Inside was the room he’d visited so many times before.  A broad desk with a swivel chair behind it before wide-paned windows looking out at the street below, and past that the expanse of the town leading down to the finger piers of the docks poking out into Lake Glimmermere, where the Covington Brothers’s fishing fleet plied the trade that made up the backbone of the town’s economy.  On both walls on either side of the desk were bookshelves containing records of town ordnances and various civic data collected over the years.  Two simply-carved pine chairs faced the desk immediately in front of it, and two more were set up on either side of the door as they entered.  Directly above the windows was mounted the intricately carved and artistically stained seal of the town, crafted by some unnamed carpenter decades ago.

      Behind the desk, in the swivel chair, used to sit Mayor Brimly, older than Julian and Raedrick by over twenty years, plump with grey hair and a belly that strained the coat he habitually wore no matter how informal the occasion.

      Now the man behind it was younger by ten years or so, with flowing black hair that spilled down across his shoulders apparently without care.  He had powerfully muscled shoulders and an equally stout chest beneath a simple white tunic that he wore unlaced at the collar.

      Julian knew him, of course.  He’d been on cordially professional terms with Stepan Holliman during his time in the vale before he departed on his journey, but not exactly friendly.  Not that he didn’t like Stepan; he’d just been a professionally competent man who kept to himself and didn’t cross with the law.  So Julian hadn’t had reason to interact with him much, except to say hello while on his rounds.

      Now he was mayor, and as Julian looked at the badge of office on the man’s breast—a golden fish jumping out of the water of the lake—Julian found the sight a bit strange.

      Mayor Holliman looked up as they walked in, and scowled.  “You’re late, Constable.  I have other⁠—”

      He stopped when he saw Julian, and his eyes went wide.  Then the scowl faded and turned into a welcoming smile.  “Julian!  When did you get back?”

      “Just this moment,” Julian said, and put on his best professional smile.  “Good to see you, too.  And congratulations, I guess.”  He waved at the office that Stepan now inhabited.

      Mayor Holliman rose and rounded the desk.  He extended his hand to Julian, and Julian forced his hand into it, hoping to get his grip settled before the former blacksmith could close his.  And then winced when he found he hadn’t succeeded and it felt like his hand was being crushed in the man’s powerful grasp.

      “Your trip was successful?” Mayor Holliman said, and released the shake after a blessedly brief squeeze.

      “Successful enough,” Julian said, and shook his hand as the Mayor released it, to get the blood flowing again.  “It’s good to be back though.”

      Holliman nodded.  “I’m sure.  And I know Raedrick’s glad to have you back.  The Covington Brothers made loan of some of their men to help out but he’s been running ragged all the same.”

      Raedrick looked him askance.  “I don’t know that I’d say that, Mayor.”

      “Between your new young one and the events of the last several weeks?  Yes, you have, and everyone can see it.”  He went back behind his desk and settled into his chair, and gestured for them to take the seats in front of it.  He focused in on Julian.  “I assume you’ll want to take back your old position.  When will you be ready to start?”

      Julian shrugged.  “Give me the rest of the day to get settled back into my flat, and I’ll get going in the morning.”

      “So soon?”

      “No reason to dilly dally.”

      The Mayor nodded.  “As you wish.”  He pulled open the left-hand drawer on his desk and fished around inside it for a little bit, then withdrew a piece of silver from within.  “You’ll need this.”

      He tossed it toward Julian, and he caught it one-handed.  It was his badge of office as constable: a silver clenched fist clutching a set of scales.  He’d left it behind when he embarked on the journey with Melanie and Jared.  The town wouldn’t keep him on the payroll while he was away, and anyway being constable of Lydelton had no pull anywhere outside the vale, so what would have been the point of keeping it?

      He turned the badge over in his hand, watching the glint of the sunlight coming in through the windows, dim beneath the overcast and slowly falling snow outside, on its various facets as it rotated.

      “Funny how much you can miss such a little thing,” he said, then he unbuttoned his coat to pin it back onto its place on his left breast.

      Holliman looked quizzically at him, but Raedrick nodded.  He understood, probably more than the mayor did.  Holliman’s trade hadn’t been one that used any marks of status besides the quality of the goods he made.  Julian and Raedrick had come from the army, with all its rank insignia and decorations, and then spent most of the last couple years as constables here, with a new insignia to designate them.

      All those symbols and signs came to have meaning, become a part of you.  And losing them felt like losing something real, somehow.  No doubt Wil Brimly felt the lack of the mayor’s badge now as he did whatever it was he was doing in retirement.  Holliman would come to feel the same over time, Julian had no doubt.

      The moment passed quickly though, and Holliman sniffed softly, looking back at Raedrick.  “Well, let’s keep this brief.  You two have a lot of catch up on.  So just give me the summary.”

      Raedrick stood and pulled out the parchment that he had been going over when Julian came into the Constabulary.  He set it down on the blotter atop Holliman’s desk, facing the Mayor.

      “Nothing you don’t already know about.  I’ll be releasing Trevir the day after tomorrow, but aside from that⁠—”

      Holliman’s lips pursed.  “What’s the plan there?  He can’t go back to his wife, can he?”

      Raedrick settled back down into his chair and shook his head.  “He says he’s going to get a room in one of the boarding houses.  I checked with Bigsbe’s, and they have an opening.”

      Holliman nodded, displeasure written on his face.  “That is an ugly business.  Do you think there’s any chance of them patching things up?”

      Raedrick spread his hands.  “I’m not the one to ask.  I do know I’ll be keeping a close eye on Trevir when the caravans start back up in the spring.  Don’t want him starting trouble with his wife’s lover when he comes back through town.”

      “Can’t say I’d blame him if he did,” Holliman said, and Raedrick opened his mouth to begin a reply but the Mayor held up a hand to stop him.  “But I agree.  Let’s make sure the Covington Brothers put him on the evening shift come spring.  He’ll be sleeping most of the day, and then out on the boats half the night.”

      Raedrick nodded.  “And I’m sure Horace can find something to occupy the rest of his time, to keep him out of trouble.”

      “Exactly.”  Holliman nodded.

      Raedrick said, “I was planning to check on the winter stores this afternoon, but…”  He looked over at Julian, and the Mayor nodded.

      “That can wait til tomorrow, I think,” Holliman agreed.  “Anything else?”

      Raedrick shook his head.

      “Then I won’t take any more of your time.”  The Mayor stood and came around his desk again.

      Raedrick and Julian stood as well, and shook hands with him again.  This time Julian managed to get his hand positioned right to avoid being crushed.

      “Good having you back, Julian,” Holliman said.
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      The Oarlock was packed with customers.  Not so unusual for the last day of the work week, during the summer months anyway, but as the days grew shorter and colder—and as revenue from passing caravans ended for the year--people tended to stay closer to home in the evenings.

      Julian couldn’t blame them for that.  The early evening combined with the deep chill of Glimmer Vale’s long winters made for an unpleasant combination, and people wouldn’t want to spend coin unnecessarily until they were sure there would be opportunity to replenish it in the near future.

      But tonight it was almost standing room only, and to blazes with the snow that was beginning to fall again as the afternoon light gave way to the brief dimness of the vale’s twilight.

      It hadn’t been earlier, though.  When he, Melanie, and Jared met Raedrick, Lani, and their new daughter, and took seats in the farthest booth from the entrance, in the rear left corner near the stairs leading up to the second level and the lodging rooms, there was just Rolf behind the bar and a couple of people at a table near the rightmost of the common room’s two massive flagstone fireplaces, which were alight with cheerful—and warming—blazes.

      Julian had seen Rolf briefly when they first arrived, but the burly bartender nevertheless left his post to clasp hands with him and Jared, and give Melanie a hug of greeting, then they’d all settled in.

      Molli Millens, Lani’s mother and proprietress of the inn, came out from the kitchens to give them a quick greeting then retreated back to her domain, promising the best meal any of them had enjoyed in ages.

      And then it was just the five of them—six counting the kid.

      Who quickly became the center of attention.

      She was stuffed into a handled basket made from woven-together reeds lined with a thick blue woolen blanket that Lani had wrapped around her for the walk over from their flat.  Her little face was round and red from the chill of the late autumn air on her cheeks, and she wore an expression of mixed confusion, amazement, and humor.  Or at least, that’s what Julian got from the way her mouth seem to lay constantly half-open and her blue eyes danced from point to point around her endlessly.

      Amazingly, she wasn’t crying, just making little snuffling noises when Lani unwrapped her and lifted her out of the basket for all to see.

      “This is Celia,” Lani said, with a smile that took her already beautiful face and transformed it into something out of a painting, she exuded joy so fully.

      Celia’s hair was a few shades darker than her mother’s blond, and curled.  Thank the gods she had her mother’s nose and not Raedrick’s.  But he stood out more in the rest of her face than Lani did.  She was dressed in a
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distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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