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      For all those of you with the bravery to chase your dreams.

      If you’re bold enough to try safely-dangerous pursuits like bungie jumping, sky diving, or parkour, I salute you.

      Also, for my unofficial siblings, Ken and Lynne, who are nothing like the characters in this book, except for their love. Thanks for lending me your names, and the love you share. I figure that’s a small price to pay for me sharing my family with you!

      Love ya both!
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            COMING HOME FOR CHRISTMAS

          

        

      

    

    
      Ken Flint is getting desperate. Three and a half years ago, his stubborn, selfish attitude drove the love of his life away, leaving him a single father to three kids. He’s been desperately trying to win her back, because he’s finally learned the error of his ways but mostly because he never stopped loving her.

      Lindy Flint loved her husband and children, but she wanted more from life than to be a wife and mother, so she packed her bags, abandoned her family and their ranch for life in the big city. Now, she’s one of the highest paid criminal defense lawyers in the city and is slowly realizing that there’s more to life than work. She’s just not certain that her ex has changed. She’s giving him one last shot and going home for Christmas.

      Can they find the middle ground between them, or will this Christmas together be their last?
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      AUGUST

      Lindy straightened the silverware on the elegantly set table. She was early and it was too hot to sit and wait in the car, so she’d come inside. Chez Michelle was hopping. It was a good thing her ex had made them a reservation. Having to meet Ken was bad enough, but to sit in a dimly lit romantic restaurant was beyond hard.

      He was so danged stubborn. Why couldn’t they keep meeting in Sangudo? It was halfway between Edmonton, where she lived, and Coyote Creek, where he lived with their children. They’d been meeting there every few weeks since she left. Sometimes it was with the kids, to hand them over to each other. Other times, it was to “talk”. Ken loved to rehash their marriage and their problems. She hated it. But part of her wanted to see him. There was something different about him lately and she couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but given enough time, she would figure it out.

      Their marriage had been turbulent before she left, but against her better judgement, she still loved him. Lack of love had never been their problem. It was more a case of not seeing eye to eye, and feeling like she didn’t have a valid opinion, at least in his eyes.

      Today, he had business in the city, and here she was sitting in an upscale restaurant waiting. This didn’t feel like a meeting between combatants, it felt like a date.

      The dim lighting and romantic ambiance made her feet itch. Discreet servers, an extensive wine list and the most delectable aromas…it was all too much. Would he just get here already? She wanted to eat and go. She already knew meeting him wasn’t going to be easy, it never was. Ken would take his time eating and then, after dessert, they’d talk about how the kids were doing. They never discussed their failed marriage or their children until after the meal was complete.

      The entire idea of these meeting was ridiculous. She had the kids every third weekend and on a lot of holidays. They weren’t divorced, but their unofficial separation agreement laid out custody and visitation. Neither of them messed with it, because if there was one thing they agreed on, it was that their children’s welfare came first. Always.

      Damn, she missed her kids. She’d give anything to have them living with her instead of a hundred and fifty miles away. Their nightly phone calls broke her heart. She was tired of crying herself to sleep every night. This had to end.

      She peeked into her oversized purse to ensure the papers she’d brought were there and were in order. Ken was not going to like this. Well, he could kiss her backside. Things were changing. She’d hired the best family law lawyer in the province to draw up a new separation and custody agreement. Ken could either sign it or agree to a divorce. Either way, she was taking control of their children and if he didn’t like it, he could die for all she cared.

      She snatched up her wine and chugged several mouthfuls. Even she didn’t believe she wanted him dead and gone. Once upon a time, they’d been crazy in love. Their relationship started in a blaze of lust that burned hotter than the sun. It cooled to tender love, then heated up again as anger and resentment. One thing they’d always had between them was passion. Love or hate, but definitely passion.

      Damn, she hated him. He’d stolen her kids. But honest to Pete, if she had the chance to make love to him one more time, she’d probably do it without even considering the consequences.

      “Nope,” she whispered, “Not going there. Not even in my head.”

      A passing server must have thought she was talking to him. “I’m sorry, ma’am. I didn’t hear that; did you need something?”

      “Um. No. Just talking to myself. I’m sure the person I’m meeting will be here soon.”

      “Okay, let me know if you need anything.” He nodded and walked away.

      She glanced around the restaurant to be sure she hadn’t missed Ken’s arrival. It was close to seven. He was always on time, or early, for their meetings. It was as if he couldn’t wait to see her, which was nonsense because she was sure he hated her as much as she hated him.

      Her heart withered a bit. What had happened to the love, the passion?

      A motion near the entry caught her attention. Holy chocolate sauce! There he was, all six foot two, two hundred and ten pounds of him. He was so damned long and lean and sexy in those brand-new Levi’s and button up shirt. He had a denim jacket slung over his shoulder like he didn’t have a care in the world. He should be on the cover of a magazine.

      He talked to the hostess for a second, tipped his Stetson, and strolled directly toward Lindy. Her heart rate soared with attraction, fueling her anger. Why did he have to be so damned good looking? Watching him amble across the busy restaurant like a panther prowling through the jungle was as sexy as all get out. The man had charisma and sex appeal to spare…when he wasn’t being a hard-headed asshat.

      He stopped beside her white cloth covered table. “Lindy, lovely to see you.” The words were laden with sarcasm. He removed his hat and tipped his head in greeting before pulling out the chair opposite her and sitting down. His hat was placed carefully on an empty chair. Flint men did love their cowboy hats, and despite the messed-up hair that resulted from their use, they always removed their hats indoors. Their stepmother made sure of that. No hats in the house was an unbreakable rule.

      Even in the dim light, he didn’t look good. Okay, he looked too damn good for her peace of mind, but the lines around his eyes had deepened to canyons. He was turning prematurely gray at the temples. He looked closer to fifty than his actual thirty-six. Life couldn’t be going well for him. Guilt slithered over her shoulders like a weighted shroud. At least part of his troubles were related to dealing with her and their broken marriage.

      The sadness in his beautiful green eyes turned the wine in her stomach to vinegar. She picked up a fresh hot breadstick from the basket on the table and bit off a chunk. She swallowed the bite nearly whole, hoping to absorb the now acidic wine.

      “Ken.” Ugh. She sounded like a total cow. Her best friend Denise would say she was being a bitch. She hated the B-word, but right now, it fit perfectly. “How was your drive?” she modulated her voice to something resembling kindness and interest. “You look tired.” She didn’t want to care about him, but she couldn’t help it. Even if there was little love left between them, he was the father of her children and for that reason alone, she cared. Her still aching heart’s opinion didn’t matter.

      “It was okay. I came in yesterday. I had some meetings today.” He ran his fingers through his short brown hair leaving it standing up in sexy, bed-headed disarray.

      “Oh. Did they go well?” She was surprised to discover she actually was interested; she wasn’t just making conversation to fill the awkwardness between them.

      “Okay. Not stellar but good enough.”

      Clearly, he didn’t want to talk about it. She could put on her lawyer hat and weasel the information out of him, but she let it slide. No sense poking the bear. And he was a bear of a man. Broad shoulders, strong limbs, and a furry chest she loved to rest her cheek on.

      Nope. Not thinking about his body.

      He’d lost a bit of weight. The lean, mean look was good on him, though his obvious exhaustion bothered her. “Are you sleeping okay?”

      He snorted. “In a hotel? Never.”

      Getting conversation out of him was like cross-examining a hostile witness, only more painful because she actually cared about the answers.

      It wasn’t that she didn’t care about her clients and their problems, it was just that sometimes, she wished people would stop doing stupid stuff and getting into trouble. Criminal law had been her passion in university and at the start of her career. Lately, the shine had rubbed off and it had become drudgery.

      Drudgery almost as hideous as being stuck at home as a housewife, which definitely wasn’t for her, though she admired those women who loved it. Being a full-time housewife wasn’t her ideal life, but as it turned out, neither was criminal law. She had to find a compromise; a way to feed her soul.

      “You don’t sleep well in a hotel, yet you come to the city at least once a month, have dinner with me and stay overnight. Why is that?” He baffled her with his insistence on these awkward dinners.

      “Why?” His voice was a low growl and his hands fisted on the table. “Because you are my wife, you are the mother of our children, and because we used to love each other and that means something to me.” He flattened his palms on the table, pushing down until his knuckles went white.

      There was something super attractive about a dangerous man who had himself under control, even if it was just barely. Hormones surged through her making her tremble. He was so hot, so sexy, she’d take him right here on the table, in public…if she didn’t hate him.
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      Ken stared at his ex-wife. She was still the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. Straight red hair, beautiful blue eyes and a luscious curvy body, she was exquisite. Fashion models, actresses, princesses, none of them matched up with her natural beauty and vitality. The only things he’d seen that even came close to her was the perfect unopened bud of a wild Alberta rose. Her lips were that exact shade of dark pink, bordering on red. The open rose didn’t have the same depth or beauty, but it did have thorns; Lindy had thorns as well. Beautiful and prickly. That was Lindy in a nutshell.

      She’d left him years ago for her career. She claimed she hated him, but she lied. Nobody went from love to hate in a matter of months. It just didn’t happen. What was it his mom said about love and hate? A fine line between them. The opposite of love wasn’t hate, it was indifference, and she wasn’t any more indifferent to him than he was to her.

      She looked incredible tonight. She’d been sitting demurely with her legs crossed at the ankles and tucked slightly under her chair when he’d arrived. The sight of her stocking clad legs had stolen his breath and he’d nearly stumbled into a table. She wore a silky red dress and matching lipstick. It was like waving a red flag in front of bull. He wanted to rush over and take her into his arms and kiss her senseless. While that would be fun for a moment, she’d probably rip his balls right off. He’d never gotten snipped while they were married, he wasn’t about to let her castrate him now.

      “You look nice tonight. I like that dress. I don’t think I’ve seen it before. Pretty color.” Maybe a compliment or two would ease away her frown. He wanted to see the smile that always stole his breath.

      Her lips curved up slightly. “Thank you, it’s new.”

      Had she bought it for him? She better not have bought it to entice another man. She was his! He wasn’t about to share his wife with anyone. She might think of herself as his ex, but they hadn’t gotten a divorce, so she was still his.

      He banked the thought. It was way too Neandertal, even for his old-school way of thinking. His wife wasn’t a possession. She was a wonderful thinking person.

      Women were liberated. Free to be who they wanted to be. Lindy wanted to be a lawyer more than she wanted to be a wife and mother. He didn’t like it one bit, but he respected her desires. That was why he’d agreed to her moving back to the city and resuming her career. Of course, part of him had hoped she’d hate it. It didn’t matter, the happiness of his wife and children were all that mattered. If she was content, he’d find a way to keep their relationship as strong and as congenial as possible for the sake of their children. Sometimes, when he was particularly frustrated or irritated with the situation, he went out into the yard and took his frustrations out on the woodpile. He’d chopped enough deadfall to build a bonfire every night for a decade.

      “How’s work?” He poured himself a glass of wine from the bottle in the chiller beside the table. They always had wine to smooth the rough edges between them which could lead to a massive argument. He held the bottle up in silent question.

      “Yes, please.” There were shadows in her eyes. They were new, and they pinched his heart.

      “Tough day?” This one-sided conversation was annoying, but he recognized her withdrawal as a sign of being upset. When her feelings were in an uproar, Lindy had two modes, total silence and withdrawal, or blazing anger. He preferred the anger.

      Her sigh was gut wrenching. “Yes.”

      Good grief, didn’t she have anything besides two-word answers? “Oh?” Two could play at that game. He picked up the menu and pretended to study it, though he already knew what he was having. He’d checked out the menu online to be sure they served Lindy’s favorite foods. Even though she’d left him, he still wanted the best for her.

      The server stopped by to take their orders and refill their water glasses. His departure left a huge gaping silence. “Tell me about your day,” he suggested, hoping to break the ice.

      “I won a case.” She frowned.

      “Congratulations.” He didn’t understand why she was upset over a victory. Maybe it was something else. “Anything exciting or is it still under wraps?” Because of the nature of her career, there were often things she couldn’t share with him.

      “It’s still under wraps but thank you.” She folded her napkin into a tiny square and flattened it out again. “Have you ever done something you thought was right and it turned out it was wrong?”

      He considered the weird question. “A time or two, yes. Not recently, but more than once when I was a kid. Why?”

      “That’s a relief. I thought I was the only one.” Her smile was wobbly and didn’t reach her eyes.

      Was this related to the case she won? “I think everyone does things and makes decisions that turn out to be wrong.” Letting her move out was one of them. “Want to talk about it?”

      She sighed. “No. I don’t think so. How are the kids?”

      He wished she’d open up about what was bothering her but knew better than to push the issue. Lindy let her troubles percolate for a while before sharing. “Jane’s doing phenomenally in school. She’s well ahead of her grade level in reading and math. Her teacher has asked me to consider letting her skip a grade. But I don’t think that’s wise.”

      “I knew her grades were good. She never did much homework and always did well. But I don’t think skipping a grade at her age is wise. She’s only eight. I think being with her peers is important. What do you think?”

      “I agree, though I did agree to consider bumping her up. Maybe when she’s older.” He shrugged. Coyote Creek was small, and he didn’t want his only daughter being branded as a brainiac. Peer pressure and teasing could be devastating when you were young. “Are you okay if I tell the school we don’t want to change her grade, or do you want to talk to them first?”

      She seemed surprised that he asked. Generally, he made the school decisions as he was closest to the school and dealt with them regularly. “Thank you for asking me about it. I appreciate your consideration. Go ahead and talk to them on behalf of both of us. How are the boys?”

      “Gary’s great. He’s taking a soccer camp on weekends. He just finished a weeklong after school lacrosse camp too. He’s going to be a jock. Sometimes it’s hard to get him to focus on his schoolwork, though he gets good grades.”

      “How do you get him to focus? We can’t have his marks slipping.” She sipped her wine.

      “Simple. I use your rules. No television, playing outside, or electronics until homework is finished.” He chuckled. “I’m not saying it’s always easy, but the routines you set in place do help.” As a lawyer, she was a stickler for routine and those routines and systems had served him well in her absence. “Also, he can’t take camps, or join any sport leagues if his grades aren’t up to par. He’s doing okay, but his grammar skills need work.”

      “Like father, like son,” she teased.

      “I’ll have you know I’ve gots great grammar,” he retorted, even though at one time, she would have been right. School had always been a struggle for him, and he wanted to ensure he helped his kids through.

      Her brow furrowed at his comment, and just when he was worried she’d take it the wrong way, she laughed. He’d scraped by in high school, and Lindy had tutored him in grammar and punctuation in university. Without her, he never would have gotten through.

      “Keep it up with Gary, I think he’s the type of kid who will need constant monitoring. I appreciate all you do. How’s Zander?”

      “Zander’s doing great in school. Top marks. He’s not a genius, he works slowly, but he gets by. He’s had some trouble with his stomach lately. Lots of upset tummies, cramping, the runs. I’m worried. We’ve been to the doctor several times, but none of the tests they’ve run reveal anything.”

      “What?” She slammed her glass on the table. “Why didn’t you tell me? Dammit, Ken. I’m his mother. I need to be kept in the loop on these things.” Her face flushed and a vein in her temple throbbed. She was way overreacting.

      “Lindy, I don’t tell you every time they get a skinned knee, or puke because they ate too much junk. But I do tell you about the important things; Gary’s broken arm, Jane’s stomach flu. I assumed the incidents, four of them, were simple everyday maladies and not worthy of worry. I wasn’t stressed and didn’t see any sense in upsetting you.”

      “Fine.”

      Oh yeah, she was pissed when she broke out ‘fine’ and her shoulders jerked up tight to her ears.

      “The doc thinks the stomach aches might be behavioral rather than physical, but he’s ordered a bunch more tests. That’s why I mentioned it, because it has become concern worthy. For now, I’m playing it by ear and watching when they happen to see if they relate to food or what’s going on in his life. I’d never keep you in the dark on anything important, you have to know that, Lindy.”

      Her shoulders relaxed. “I do know that. I’m sorry I overreacted. I do worry about them.”

      “I know that. Our lives, our relationships, are complicated enough that I won’t, would never, put extra strain on them. For all that we live in two separate houses, we’ll always be family.” And he wanted her back.

      Luckily the waiter slid their plates in front of them before Ken’s errant mouth had him confessing that he still loved her. He did, and he wanted her to come home, but he wasn’t about to admit it again.

      “It smells wonderful.” He inhaled deeply, savoring the smell of his beef wellington and garlic mashed potatoes. He even caught a whiff of Lindy’s duck a l’orange. He suppressed a smile; he’d known that’s what she’d order. He’d even had her favorite wine on order in case she was seated before him. He was thrilled that the restaurant had delivered on their promise of wine and a secluded, quiet table.

      “It smells amazing.” Her blue eyes lit with pleasure. “Thank you for inviting me here. This place has been on my bucket list for years.”

      “You and your bucket list,” he chuckled. “Why don’t you just do the things on that list?” She had a way of making plans and never following through on them. Sky diving, bungie jumping, parasailing, seven specific roller coasters. She had a list a mile long of things she wanted to try and never found time to do them. She wasn’t hurting for money, she had more than enough. Honestly, her income was probably triple his, if not higher. He was guessing, he’d never asked, but any idiot could research average wages.

      He did okay as a rancher, very well in fact, but he’d never make top-end lawyer wages. Still, he supported his kids. He paid all their expenses, often against her wishes. He just didn’t pay any sort of spousal support, there was no need for that. Of course, if she hadn’t up and left them, it wouldn’t ever have been an argument.

      “Did you ever go to iFly?” he asked. Indoor sky diving had been on her list since they first opened up locally. She claimed it was the first step toward the real thing.

      “No.” She sounded disappointed.

      “Why don’t we go tomorrow?” he suggested in a moment of sheer lunacy.

      “You’re kidding me, right? You can barely get up on the roof of the barn. You’re terrified of heights.” Her brow wrinkled and she looked at him sideways. “Why would you even suggest it?”

      Busted.

      “Because it is on your bucket list, and you’ll never go unless someone pushes you into it.” Besides, he wanted her happy, and she would love it. To make her happy, he was willing to undergo a little discomfort himself.

      “Yeah, but you’d have to fly. That isn’t like you. Seriously, Ken, what are you up to?” She shook her head back and forth, the motion almost unnoticeable.

      “You’ll have a blast and I’m willing to go with you. Shall I book it?” He already had, but he wasn’t going to bring that up. He pulled out his phone and checked out the website.

      “Go with me, or fly with me?” She pressed her point with a laugh.

      “I said I’ll go with you. I’ll do it all. I’ll jump or dive or float or whatever you do there. Count me in.”

      “Seriously? You’re pulling my leg.”

      “Nope. I’m in.” He tapped his phone screen. “Done. Tomorrow at three. I’ll pick you up.” He set his phone down triumphantly. He’d called her bluff, well, not a bluff exactly.

      “Fine. You drive. I’ll pay.”

      He thrust out his hand. “Deal.” They shook on their agreement. “Now, let’s eat before this delicious meal gets cold.” He’d phone his parents and ask them to keep the kids for a couple extra days. Justice, Carl, or Jason would watch the ranch for him, so no worries there.
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      Lindy stood beside Ken’s truck staring at the iFly building. Was she really going to do this and if so, why now? Why today? How had she let him push her into this? She wasn’t the type to be pushed around, especially by her ex. Her knees trembled with nerves. She locked them to keep her entire body from shaking. This might be the craziest thing she’d ever done.

      “Are we going in, or what?” he prodded. “You look scared to death.” His eyes were sympathetic as he rounded the truck. “Come on, Lindy. You’ve got this. You’ve wanted to do this for years.”

      Did she really want to go through with this? Was she ready?

      The only risky thing she’d done in her life was leave him. Sure, she had a bucket list a mile long. Each and every item on that list had a high risk-factor. Or at least a high fear-factor. Riding the world’s tallest rollercoasters, hang gliding, hot air ballooning, base jumping. She’d even signed up for a learn parkour class and chickened out. She did want to try them all, she just bailed at the last moment which infuriated her. She wasn’t a quitter, except when she was afraid of physical damage. She had zero tolerance for pain. It was a miracle that she’d managed to give birth to three babies.

      She was a top-level lawyer who commanded big bucks because she took risks and won cases that many thought were sure loses. She just couldn’t translate that skill into her personal life.

      “Come on then,” he said, “lets get this over with.” His shoulders were tense, and his brows pulled tight together.

      He slid his hand into hers, the warm callouses chasing the chill from her palm. God, she missed him. More than she should.

      How many times had they walked along a riverbank or in the forest, holding hands and sharing their dreams? She’d talk about the side of her which wanted to do daring things and he’d never once mentioned that she had crazy plans and never followed through on them. He’d been so good that way.

      “Come on counselor, let’s put our lives into the hands of some teenagers. What can possibly go wrong?” He tugged her toward the entrance. “Unless you’d rather not.”

      “I’m in.” She dropped his hand and hurried toward the door before she actually did chicken out. She could do this. She could take a dream and make it a reality, as long as he was by her side. Dang, she hated that she needed him to be strong enough for this; but worse than that, she hated that he knew it. She’d never been able to keep a secret from him.

      He followed her to the door and reached around her to open it. “After you.”

      Like his father, and all of his brothers, he was chivalrous to a fault. Once upon a time, his tendency to do things for her had been annoying. She was perfectly capable of doing anything she wanted. Now, she missed his chivalrous side. Maybe he’d been right when he claimed he did things out of respect not because he felt she was incapable, but because she deserved special treatment.

      How many times had he hauled boxes, or groceries, or taken the snow shovel out of her hand? Too many to count during their short marriage. They’d been married less than a decade, and she still missed waking up beside him.

      They’d been good together. Until she got bored.

      That wasn’t quite right. She hadn’t been bored. She’d simply needed more than just motherhood. Coyote Creek had more than enough lawyers, so she moved back to the city and resumed the career she’d left to be Ken’s wife.

      She’d been a decent wife and mother. He’d been a great father and an okay partner. Life had moved on, and she’d moved out. Sometimes, in the dead of night when regrets and loneliness came calling, she wondered if she’d made a mistake.

      Had there been something she could do besides leaving? Could she have found personal or career satisfaction at his side? Too late now. Not only had she burned that bridge, it had gone up in flames like gasoline panties.

      “Welcome to iFly. You must be the Flints.” A thirty something man with a sunny smile and balding head greeted them.

      A pretty brunette woman stood at his side. “We’re Angie and Zach. We’re thrilled to have you celebrate with us on this special day. Happy anniversary.”

      “What? It’s not our anniversary.” She stumbled to a stop just inside the door. Ken bumped into her from behind and she was assaulted by the deliciousness of his aftershave. All these years and he still wore the same one. The one she’d given him on their first Christmas.

      “Of course, it is,” Ken laughed. “Don’t you remember?”

      “I do remember that we were married in December. I have no idea who you share this anniversary with, but it isn’t me.” She tried to keep her tone flat and unaccusatory. She didn’t want to ruin this day. He’d been so kind and solicitous. They were sharing an ease they hadn’t had for years.

      “Yes, December eleventh is our wedding anniversary. But today is the anniversary of the day we met at that crazy frat party I crashed with my buddies. Surely you remember that?” Like a good prosecutor, there was a hint of challenge in his tone.

      She thought back to their university days. She had gone to exactly one frat party. Under duress, dragged there by her girlfriends. Had she met him then? She’d had too much to drink, had met so many people and barely remembered the evening. Had she met him?

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
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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