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            A NOTE TO THE READER

          

        

      

    

    
      All The Right Things takes place immediately after Horse Of The Year, but may be read as a standalone.

      

      The Good Things Come Series is set in the world of North American Thoroughbred racing, which has its own vocabulary. If you’re unfamiliar with this world, there’s a glossary of terms at the end of the book. Feel free to point out any that I’m missing!

      

      In 2023, following the death of Queen Elizabeth II in September 2022, the Queen’s Plate returned to being called the King’s Plate to reflect the new British Monarch, King Charles III.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun rising above the jagged skyline was a welcome sight, a ball of fire in a lightening blue sky casting long shadows on the training track. April’s early morning air had a bite, frosting the fringe of grass surrounding the dirt oval and rimming the flossy puffs of breath from the horses’ nostrils with gold, like dragon fire as they galloped past. Jet planes roared above the constant drone of the nearby highway, but all Dean Taylor heard was the rhythmic thrum of hooves, the flutter of nostrils, and the steady beat of his heart.

      Fifteen years, and he still thought of his late father every time he stepped up to this rail. His feet didn’t quite fit in the imprints left there, but every new racing season, he had fresh hope that he’d measure up.

      The outrider’s pony dozed with one hind leg cocked, soaking up the rising sun’s warmth with hooded eyes and droopy lower lip. Long legs draped his barrel in chaps as weathered as the shack behind him, leather the colour of warm ochre matching the patches on the pony’s coat. A tall to-go cup with a recognizable green logo was propped on the horn by a cowhide-gloved hand as Gord, the outrider, scanned the training track for trouble. He wouldn’t have looked out of place on the plains of Montana, surveying a herd of grazing cattle, except for the helmet the rules of the backstretch required him to wear. Yellowstone meets Seabiscuit.

      “‘Morning, Dean. Ready for opening day?”

      Dean glanced up, smiling. “More than ready.” After the long stretch without racing from December to April, the coffers were running low.

      “How many two-year-olds you got?”

      “Three. They’re like triplets, all of them dark bay. I have to scan their microchips every day to tell them apart.”

      Gord laughed, his eyes never leaving the scene before him. Dean didn’t actually have any difficulty identifying the three juveniles as long as he could see their faces, though as familiar as he was with each one, sometimes even he did a double take if two of them were out of their stalls at the same time.

      His charge progressed around the turn at a choppy, uninspired trot, just another dark shape backlit by the sunrise amid the hurly-burly of the track. The exercise rider pulled the colt up and turned him to face the infield, hesitating only briefly before she wheeled him to the right and set off at a gallop. At least that’s what the colt was supposed to be doing. It looked more like a hobby-horse canter. Ba-dum, ba-dum, ba-dum.

      “That your good two-year-old?”

      The voice — not Gord’s — pulled Dean’s gaze from the colt’s balky bounce, and he eyed the older man shuffling up next to him with a wry twist of his lips. Len was as sharp as the nails that tacked shoes to the horses’ feet. He didn’t miss a thing around here.

      “That’s Cruze, my homebred,” Dean said, as if Len didn’t already know.

      “The half-brother to your big horse?” Len asked.

      “The very one. He’s got some big shoes to fill and doesn’t seem in any hurry to do it.” Cruze wasn’t excited about anything but napping and regular meals.

      Len chuckled. “It’s early days, yet.”

      The colt came around the turn in the middle of the racetrack. Even with the challenging visibility, Dean could see his ears up, his stride sticky. Nothing about the horses breezing on the rail engaged him. Sure, it was early days, but could he not show just a little interest in running?

      “Your father’s been nominated for the Hall of Fame this year,” Len said casually.

      Dean shot Len a look. “That’s great,” he responded, a beat too late to be convincing.

      Not really a surprise, was it? A car accident had cut Ed Taylor’s career short, but no one would debate that his accomplishments merited the honour. The prospect just hadn’t been on Dean’s radar, and it caught him off guard. Another reminder he’d fallen short. Fifteen years. Flashes of success, but nothing enduring.

      Len met his eyes, nodded like he saw all of it. Dean had known Len since he was a kid hanging around the barn. He’d inherited the aged trainer’s friendship along with Ed Taylor’s business after his father’s death. Len was more than someone he could count on for a good story; he’d become a mentor when Dean needed one most, a steady presence as he assumed the position he’d always wanted — just not the way it came to pass.

      Dean noticed the pony first — woken in an instant from his slumber, on his toes, rocking in place — before the warning met Dean’s ears.

      “Loose horse!”

      Stirrup leathers and reins flapping, the runaway barrelled toward them, downed rider rising slowly from the dirt. Dean groaned. He recognized that dark bay face with the squiggle of white on his forehead. Cruze zoomed past, Gord driving his pony in hot pursuit.

      “Maybe he can run a bit after all!” Len chortled.

      The outrider snagged the delinquent before he reached the next turn. Only then did Dean turn back to his exercise rider, stomping through the deep, sandy track.

      “You all right?” he asked with a twinge of guilt for putting his concern for the horse before her well-being.

      Crystal glared. “I’m fine. Eff my life with that horse. Eff those effing geese.”

      He tightened his jaw so he didn’t smile. Canada Geese were as common as pigeons around the racetrack; Dean hadn’t even registered them. But Cruze had. The colt would nap through the rat-a-tat of a shockwave treatment on the other side of the barn, but lit up for waterfowl.

      “I’ll grab him,” he said.

      “No, it’s fine,” Crystal snapped, marching past.

      At least the colt hadn’t ducked out the on-gap and clattered back to the barn. Dean owed Gord a bottle of bourbon.

      A trio of horses snorted and skittered across the stonedust on the horse path, still agitated by the commotion. Gord jogged his pony toward them, Cruze bright-eyed and looking pleased with himself as Crystal reached for the colt, grabbing him close to the bit. Her lips moved as she nattered at him and scrubbed him on the neck.

      “See you later, Len,” Dean called over his shoulder, sure the older man would update him on all the backstretch news at the end of the morning — and hoping Cruze wouldn’t be the top story. He met Crystal at the gap.

      “I’ll leg you up. Save you the walk of shame.” He couldn’t help a grin as he lifted her into the tack.

      Crystal picked up the lines, but not her irons. “Are you going to make me take him around again?”

      “No. I think that two-minute-lick he did once he was rid of you is enough for today.”

      Crystal rolled her eyes, her legs dangling at the colt’s sides, apparently convinced the threat of errant birds was gone. Dean wasn’t sure he’d be so relaxed after being dumped in the dirt, but that’s why he stayed on the ground.

      When they reached the barn, Dean’s assistant rushed over, snatching the colt’s halter and a shank from the rail.

      “Why are you back so soon? I’m not even done the stall yet!” Nikki said with red hair flying, following as Crystal directed the colt into the cinder block box.

      Dean paused in front of the end stall, staying clear as Crystal expounded on the effing geese. Ride The Wave stood in the doorway, a thick bed of golden straw sprouting around his dark legs, tufts of pale green pulled from his overstuffed haynet. The big horse stretched as far as the stall yoke would allow, the reach of his lips like a stubbier version of an elephant’s trunk.

      “If only, eh buddy?” Dean said as he dug the expected peppermint from his pocket. “A trunk would be handy, wouldn’t it? You could hold hotwalkers hostage and demand treats as ransom.”

      Ride The Wave was Dean’s constant, the one who, by winning the Queen’s Plate two years ago, had given him a glimmer of hope that he was finally worthy of being Ed Taylor’s son. The colt’s four-year-old season had been lacklustre but ended on a positive note with a win in the marathon Valedictory Stakes on closing day. This year would be better. The Wave had been training like a bear since shipping in at the end of February. Dean was counting on him and old Fargo — who’d won on opening day for three straight years — to bring some money in early and take the pressure off his strained bank account.

      “You’ll buy your little brother some time,” he said, giving The Wave a light slap. “He’s going to need it.”

      Crystal stalked past on her way to the last horse, arms full with saddle, pads, bridle and martingale. Nikki barged from the stall with Cruze, the colt diving for his water bucket as if he’d completed an Ironman.

      “I’ll walk him,” Dean said, easing the long leather lead shank from Nikki’s grip. It was too cold for baths this morning. “You finish the stall. Tell Brenda to take her time with Fox. I’ve got this guy.”

      He’d never minded walking, the lowest of all backstretch occupations. There was a welcome mindlessness to it that allowed for wandering thoughts, at least as long as he wasn’t expected to maintain a conversation with someone else touring the shed. It let him run with the possibility that carried him this time of year. Anything could happen.

      The good two-year-old Len mentioned could turn out to be something big.

      The Wave could regain his championship form.

      The three-year-old filly might grow into herself in time to run in the Oaks.

      It’s what kept him coming back every season, got him out of bed before dawn each day. This place, these people, those horses. Forty years from now, he wanted to be like Len, still standing at the rail, watching the dragons fly by.

      Brenda’s voice cut into his reverie. “I’ll finish him up. Nikki wants you for something.”

      Dean glanced at his watch. He’d lost track of time, going round and round. “Another turn, then he can have some grass.” Such that it was, this time of year. He passed Cruze to the hotwalker and called, “Where are you, Nikki?”

      Her response came from the end of the shed. “The Wave’s stall.”

      He sauntered down and poked his head in the doorway, greeted by his big horse’s powerful hindquarters, The Wave’s head tethered to a ring on the stall’s back wall by a sturdy rubber bungee.

      “What’s up?” he asked.

      Nikki paused, brush in one hand, rub rag in the other, and frowned. “I think you’d better have a look at his tendon.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      “I’m sorry, Dean. It’s always the good ones.”

      Dean pulled a peppermint from his pocket and offered it to The Wave, not really watching as the big bay inhaled the treat. “Thanks, Jake,” he said, forcing himself to focus as the veterinarian closed the ultrasound unit that had assisted in the diagnosis. 

      Jake nodded, and Dean returned his gaze to The Wave instead of following the vet to his SUV, parked outside the long barn.

      “All right, buddy,” he said, backing the horse a few steps so he could steer him into the stall. The Wave followed like an overgrown puppy. “Let’s get you done up.”

      He took his time smoothing thick grey mud over the horse’s left tendon because it would delay the inevitable call to his partner. Dean shook his head. The injury was barely even visible — only a trained eye would notice it, feel the slight temperature difference — but that subtle thickening of tissue, slightly below the horse’s knee, was a twenty percent tear. It didn’t have to mean retirement, but the older a horse got, the harder it was to bring them back, and what was the point if The Wave would only ever be another two-bit claimer? He deserved better.

      Dean straightened, leaving streaks of mud down his thighs as he wiped his hands on his jeans, assessing the finished job, a standing bandage set over the paper-covered poultice. He pulled off the halter, letting The Wave rub his head against his arm. As Dean leaned into it, he heard his father’s voice.

      Your heart’s too big for this game.

      He pushed away the emotions along with the horse’s head. It was the end of The Wave’s career, not the end of the world. “Not that it matters to you. You’ll love retirement. Especially if we can find you some mares.”

      The barn was quiet, shedrow neatly raked, his help sent home while he stayed for Jake. Dean waited until he was in his cramped office to bring up the number, feet resting on an old milk crate as he leaned back in the creaking office chair. Ride The Wave’s framed Queen’s Plate win photo dominated amid more ordinary victories.

      His thumb hovered over the screen, then punched the call icon with resignation. “Andy? Hi, it’s Dean. I’ve got some bad news. Ride The Wave’s bowed.”

      A muffled curse met his disclosure, and Dean imagined the big man parked behind a massive desk in a corner office high in some downtown skyscraper.

      “He’s going to the farm.” Dean didn’t say the rest of it, assuming it was self-explanatory. He’s done.

      “I think we need to be realistic here, don’t you?” Andy said.

      “How so, Andy?”

      “He’s five now. He had a great three-year-old season, but last year was disappointing. And I don’t know about yours, but my phone sure hasn’t been ringing off the hook with people interested in standing him at stud.”

      There was no comeback to that truth. Dean drew in a breath, releasing it slowly. “What are you saying, Andy?”

      “It’s time to let him go. Drop him in. Lose him.”

      Dean pulled the phone from his ear and stared. It wasn’t the first time Andy had opposed him, and Dean wasn’t violent, but this conversation made him want to throw the device against the wall. “I’m not doing that, Andy. This horse won us the Plate.”

      “He’s not winning anything right now, is he? It’s time to cut our losses while we can still get something for him.”

      Making himself breathe, Dean scanned the walls again. Ed Taylor had trained Ride The Wave’s sire, Catch The Joy, to victory in the Canadian Triple Crown and the win photo from the third jewel hung not far from The Wave’s Plate memento. Dean had pulled The Wave from his momma on the family’s farm, watched him take his first breath, steadied him as he took his first steps.

      His father stared back at him from that winner’s circle shot, all smiles in that moment of victory, and Dean wondered if he’d approve of what Dean was about to do. With a sigh, he said, “So what were you thinking we should run him for?”

      Andy exhaled like he thought Dean had come to his senses. “Someone would take him for forty, don’t you think?”

      “I’ll buy you out then.”

      The line went so quiet, Dean thought he’d lost the connection.

      “What?” His partner sounded more surprised than angry.

      “He won’t win, Andy. He’ll blow that tendon and won’t be good for anything more than mowing the lawn. This way you still get your money.” And the horse doesn’t end up crippled.

      “Fine,” came the growl on the other end. “If that’s what you want to do.”

      Want to? No. Had to? Absolutely.

      Dean locked the office and took one last wander down the shedrow to check on his charges. The Wave munched his hay — oblivious to Dean’s discord — pausing long enough to inhale another peppermint. He owed this horse so much, and The Wave didn’t owe him a thing. But twenty thousand dollars. Like he had that at his disposal.

      Next door, Cruze lay flat out — the two-year-old’s second-favourite position, after eyeballs-deep in a feed tub. The colt’s ear twitched and his legs rustled the straw. Dreaming big dreams, Dean could only hope. He wished he could’ve given Andy half of him instead of cash, but Cruze hadn’t shown enough potential to be worth it. No one would value a piece of this baby at twenty thousand. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

      The second of the dark bay triplets, owned by Andy, dozed at the back of his stall. The third was the good two-year-old Len had talked about. With not even a thumbprint of white on his dark body, Fox was the kind of plain brown wrapper people walked right past — and most had last fall at the local mixed sale, letting Dean scoop him up for a modest bid as agent for a new client, keeping only a quarter interest for himself. Mitigated risk, minimized return. The trade-off that let him play a game he couldn’t otherwise afford. What had drawn him to the colt wasn’t some magical connection; Dean had liked something about his eye, something about his walk. Fox had developed over the winter and started turning heads as a two-year-old this spring. Dean’s friends joked he was always high on his horses, but everyone knew he was right about this one. In a couple of weeks, he’d prove it.

      The colt was everything Cruze was not.

      Dean offered his hand, and Fox lipped the peppermint before getting it on his tongue, then to his molars, still mastering the art of candy consumption.

      “I’m counting on you to get me out of this mess.”
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        * * *

      

      The grip on the wheel of his Chevy truck didn’t ease until he left the concrete jungle of Vaughan behind. Each year, it seemed to take longer for the grey of factories, warehouses and new housing developments to yield to trees and rolling hills. He used the forty-minute drive to regroup. Triple Stripe Stables stood two of Canada’s top stallions and was a stone’s throw from the Taylor’s Northwest Farm. He’d talk to the owner’s daughter, Liv, about The Wave; see if they could arrange something. They were friends, after all, and when she’d still been a jockey, Liv had ridden The Wave a few times and always loved him. It was still a big ask, and it wouldn’t be free — stallions cost a lot to feed and manage — but if he didn’t try, he’d never know.

      King City was Canada’s Thoroughbred horse country — smaller and younger than Lexington, Kentucky, the heart of the breeding industry. The area hadn’t been excepted from urban sprawl. Many of the bigger farms had been sold, turned into golf courses or two-acre estate homes. Sometimes, Dean felt like the last of a dying breed, the next generation stepping up and trying to make a go of this tough business. Days like today, it was harder than others.

      He pulled into the strip mall along the town’s main drag, slipping the Chevy into park and not bothering to lock it when he hopped out. It was old enough now, it probably wasn’t worth stealing, and all anyone would find if they ransacked it was a layer of dust and old racing forms and condition books.

      Dean barely noticed the tinkle of the little bell that announced his arrival in the shop, but the rich smells of fresh-ground coffee beans and baking couldn’t be ignored, no matter how many times he came through that door.

      “I don’t know why you don’t just text on your way. I could have it ready for you.”

      The sight of the tall, blond woman who appeared from the kitchen lifted the corners of his lips and the weight of the morning’s woes from his shoulders. He wasn’t bold enough to text her, of course. When it came to women, he wasn’t bold at all, which was why he was thirty-eight, single, and nursing a crush on his sister’s employee. Besides, it wasn’t as if he minded the wait, when it gave him an excuse to be around her longer.

      “Thanks, Monique,” he said when she presented the small espresso cup with its perfect caramel-coloured crema. He insisted on not using a to-go cup. For the time it took him to drink it, it was worth saving a paper vessel, not just for the environment, but for the bottom line of his sister’s business.

      “Faye’s not here,” Monique said. “She and Will went to look at a house.”

      It was cute she thought he was here to see his sister. He didn’t stop by every day. That would make his feelings too obvious. He wasn’t ready to act on them quite yet.

      Today, though, he did need to talk to Faye. She wouldn’t be pleased about his impetuousness. “I’ll see her at home.”

      Monique set a plate next to the cup, one of the café’s famous butter tarts waiting for him. The hair piled on her head in a neat bun was under a hairnet — she’d probably been baking and forgotten to remove it when she came to the front. An apron covered her outfit and most of her shape. She liked to dress in black.

      Dean appreciated that Monique didn’t try to talk about horses. Even though Faye wasn’t hands-on with the farm, she’d been raised around them. With a father who had been a top trainer, she couldn’t help but know things, even when she professed to be clueless. Monique truly was clueless.

      She talked about other things. Some he didn’t care about, like celebrity gossip or whatever was trending on social media. But she was smart, too. Smart about food, and smart about music, and smart about current events. Their conversations were never lengthy — he could only milk an espresso and butter tart so long — but they always found something to discuss.

      A customer came in, and Dean excused himself, setting the cup and plate in the plastic bin to the side. He gave Monique an unseen wave and departed.

      The maple trees flanking the entrance to Northwest’s short laneway were unfolding their leaves, the lawn around the small red brick farmhouse greening up. Gravel crunched under the truck’s thick tires as Dean tried to avoid the potholes left from a winter of abuse — just one of the things on his list of what needed to be fixed. The mare in the paddock across from the house stuck her neck through the fence rails, reaching for the blades spouting there, because, the grass was always greener, wasn’t it? She’d popped a board on one end. Dean put that repair at the top of his list.

      Faye’s old Corolla was parked at the side of their century home, but that didn’t mean she was inside. She and Will might have gone to look at the house in Will’s car. Gus bounded up to him as he entered through the screen door off the back deck, tongue lolling in his goofy Golden Retriever grin. Dean scratched the silken ears before removing his shoes, straightening them on the rubber mat behind the door, and noticed Faye’s slip-ons. Her purse was propped on the kitchen table. She must be here after all.

      The dog tore off, returning with his ratty old tug toy. Dean gave it a couple of half-hearted pulls before gravitating to the counter. The coffee pot was warm and recently brewed, Faye’s favourite mug next to it. Dean poured himself a cup. His stop at the café wasn’t about the caffeine pickup.

      “You want coffee?” he called.

      “Yeah, thanks.” Faye wasn’t fussy when she was working on the books.

      She was at the computer, spreadsheet open, her back to the door, long dark hair in a messy bun. Nostalgia was hitting him hard today. Faye looked just like their mother had as she’d done the same task, all those years ago. It never went away, the grief. They’d just learned to work around it.

      Save for a more current stack of The Blood-Horse and a smattering of best-sellers within the wall of books, the office was virtually untouched from the day Dean had returned, leaving university to be with a teenage Faye after he’d learned of the crash that had taken both their parents and middle brother, Shawn. Their mother’s reading chair remained angled by the window, and framed images of Ed Taylor’s greatest victories still presided above the desk. Dean kept his at the track — they weren’t worthy of sharing this space.

      A family portrait from when Faye was tiny enough to be in their father’s arms rested beneath a lamp on a side table. In it, Shawn shoved an elbow into Dean’s side with unrestrained mischief, while Dean ignored him with a responsible big brother expression. He still remembered the two of them exploding into a tussle of dust a beat after the shutter release, ruining their good clothes and promptly ending the shoot. Their mother had never been very successful at getting them to behave for formal pictures, and once Faye started walking, she gave up and accepted that the winner’s circle images from the races her husband won were the best she’d get.

      Dean wished now they’d been more cooperative. He set the cup next to Faye. 

      “Thanks.” She glanced up, smiling before her focus returned to the screen, lips pressed together. “It’s time you increased your day rate. The cost of everything is up this year. It’s not sustainable.”

      Dean sank into the overstuffed chair, feeling like a child avoiding his mother’s reproach as he stared out at the mare, still stretching through the fence boards, her foal nearby, nibbling new shoots of grass. “That won’t go over well with Andy,” he muttered.

      Faye swivelled toward him. “So? He can afford it. You can’t afford to go on like this.”

      “What I can’t afford is for him to decide he wants someone with a higher win percentage to train his horses.” Andy could be a pain, but he’d remained loyal when their father’s other clients had fallen by the wayside, one by one.

      “Andy’s not going anywhere. It’s time you realized your worth.” Lecture over, Faye spun back to the computer, reaching automatically for her coffee. “How’d it go today?”

      If she’d asked that first, he might have told her how well Fox was training, how Fargo looked ready to continue his opening-day win streak, or about Cruze’s altercation with the Canada Geese. They could have laughed about that. But as they were already talking money, he might as well get it over with.

      “The Wave’s got a tendon.”

      Faye caught his eyes, brows raised. “How bad?”

      “Bad enough. Twenty percent tear.”

      “So what does that mean?”

      “It means he’s retired.”

      She frowned. “What did Andy say?”

      “He wants me to drop him and lose him.”

      “He should know better,” she said, scowling. “Even if it was totally not the right thing to do by the horse, you’d never live it down.”

      “He doesn’t see it that way.” Dean rubbed his forehead and took a sip of coffee. “I told him I’d buy him out.”

      Faye’s stare said it all, but to her credit, she didn’t protest. She straightened, squaring her shoulders. “I know you set aside some money from The Wave’s win in the Valedictory for the wedding. Use that.”

      A lump rose in his throat. “You keep it, Faye. You deserve to have a nice wedding.”

      “Between Will and I, we have enough connections that it won’t be that expensive. And the shop is doing well. If we can get the online ordering for the website, it should do even better.”

      Dean shook his head. “We’ve always gotten by. We’ll be racing soon. It’ll take care of itself.”

      “We’ve been surviving,” Faye countered. She swung back to the computer. “You’re a good trainer, Dean. Stop comparing yourself to Dad. I’ll write a letter about the increase and put it in with this month’s bills.”

      He didn’t argue with her. There wasn’t much point, with Faye. Dean drained his cup and rose. He’d better not put off fixing the fence board any longer or the foal would see it as an escape route.

      “Hey,” he said, remembering. “How was the house?”

      Each time Faye and Will returned from a viewing shaking their heads, Dean kept his pleasure to himself. Since their Christmas engagement, he’d known it would happen eventually, but he wasn’t ready for Faye to leave, and he liked Will, too. The house was small, but it would be empty without them around.

      Faye shrugged, eyes remaining on the screen. “Not the one.”

      Dean breathed a sigh of relief.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      “He ready, Nikki?”

      Nikki ducked out of the stall and slipped past Dean, her jumble of tight, terracotta-coloured curls bouncing as she went. “Just grabbing a shank.”

      Dean took the bridle hanging on the door and had it on the dark bay two-year-old before Nikki returned moments later. “I’ll walk him until Nate gets here so you can start mucking. Then you’ll have time to come out and watch, if you want.”

      “Thanks, Dean!”

      There weren’t many other horses on the shed this late in the morning, so Dean let Fox play, holding the shank loose so it bounced with the colt’s antics as they travelled the entire way around the barn instead of cutting through the gap in the middle of the long block of back-to-back stalls. The two-year-old wore Dean’s expectations like a cloak of promise — he looked good, felt good — and Dean was happy to have the time to let the young horse limber up while he waited for the rider to arrive. Jockeys were always in a hurry, rushing from barn to barn. As soon as they graced you with their presence, you tossed them up and headed straight out.

      Grooms ducked out of his way with buckets and bandages, Fox interrupting their duties and conversations. When Dean came around to his side again, Nate Miller was there — not just on time, but early — ready to go, in boots and faded jeans, the navy safety vest encasing his torso matching his red-and-navy-covered helmet. He stood in front of Ride The Wave’s stall, mock-boxing with the horse, the two of them bobbing.

      Nate noticed Dean and stopped — then The Wave gave his shoulder a shove, knocking him off balance.

      “You won that round,” Nate said to the horse, grinning. The Wave tossed his head in triumph.

      Dean stopped Fox in front of them and tried not to make comparisons. The Wave: tall, rangy, mature. Fox: smaller, more compact. The Wave, over. Fox, just beginning.

      “How’s the big horse?” Nate asked. When Dean frowned, Nate’s smile disappeared. “You find something?”

      “Tendon. He’s going to the farm today.”

      Nate turned to The Wave and ran a hand over the horse’s powerful neck. “I’m really sorry to hear that.”

      Dean didn’t doubt the condolences were genuine. Nate had been on The Wave for that Queen’s Plate win, after all.

      “Can we move things along? I got a hot horse here.”

      Both Dean and Nate did little more than glance at the cranky voice. The hotwalker was just being contrary — Dean had seen the neighbouring trainer’s horse walking long enough to be cooled out by now. Nate stepped up to Fox, taking the time to look over the tack on both sides before accepting Dean’s leg up.

      Dean led them out to the track, the colt alert, dancing in anticipation, tugging on the bit. He’d breezed enough times to know the signs. Both men were silent. Dean didn’t feel the need to make polite conversation with Nate Miller. All the things that came to his mind to mention, Nate would already know. Faye’s fiancé was Nate’s best friend, so he’d be up to date on their house hunt. Nate now knew about Ride The Wave’s diagnosis. What were they going to talk about, the weather? Nate had done the task set before him more times than Dean had, so Dean wasn’t about to tell him how to do his job.

      At the tunnel to the main track, Dean called the colt in to the clocker before walking them through and up the grade to the oval. He turned horse and rider loose and took his post at the rail. Len was already there, as reliable as if Dean had sent out an invitation. Nate jogged the colt off. Dean watched until they were out of view.

      Len squinted under the bill of his dusty old ball cap. “That the one?”

      “That’s him,” Dean confirmed, as if he needed to, because Len knew.

      He could almost see the ears around them prick like he’d just told a pack of dogs he had a pocket full of treats. He wasn’t good at playing coy, but at that moment, he wished he were because anyone who hadn’t seen Fox before would be watching now. But it wasn’t as if he could train the colt in secret. And what would be the point? Dean wasn’t much of a bettor. Being part of this business was gamble enough.

      “He must be ready to run,” Len said.

      Dean nodded, responding, “Sunday. He’ll get his gate card today,” and wondered if his tone had been low enough for the eavesdroppers not to hear. Everyone would know as soon as entry day arrived, anyway.

      When Fox galloped past, he looked like any other unknown on the racetrack. Average looks, average height, average stride. Nate brought the colt to the gate, set in the chute off the main track oval, and the crew loaded Fox next to two other youngsters seeking their gate cards today. A formality for his talented colt, another box to tick. Fox felt like something Dean could count on in a business where there was no such thing as a sure thing.

      Fox broke sharp, one of his workmates with him, the other, a big grey, popping out sluggishly. As they sprinted past, Fox’s stride, unremarkable when he galloped, became a thing of beauty as he breezed, hooves skimming the track’s surface. He settled nicely just off his company once they were out of the chute, the grey still trailing. Dean followed them as best he could with the infield obstructions — the shrubs, the flagpoles, the tote board — and was sure his colt was a neck up at the wire. It didn’t matter. Today wasn’t about winning. That would come.

      He said goodbye to Len, feeling the buzz he left in his wake. The clocker gave him the colt’s time, and Dean met Nate, glancing up at him as they walked back to the barn, Dean stepping in time with the rhythm of the colt’s quick breaths.

      “He’s nice, Dean,” Nate said. “But you know that.”

      Dean didn’t bother to respond. True enough. He didn’t need the jock’s assurances, but appreciated it, nonetheless.

      The vibe between the two of them wasn’t awkwardness or antagonism, though the last traces of tension might linger. Maybe only Dean felt it. Personal feelings about Nate Miller aside, he wasn’t about to let them affect business. If the connections between them gave Dean first call from one of the top riders at Woodbine, he’d take it. A middle-of-the-road trainer like him needed every advantage he could get.

      Northwest’s gooseneck trailer waited outside the barn, Ride The Wave’s lift to the farm. Dean’s manager, Stacy, chatted to Nikki in front of the horse’s stall, her strawberry-blonde ponytail swinging as her arms waved with whatever tale she was relating. It made Dean’s job easier that the two women got along. They didn’t see a lot of each other, but communicated about the comings and goings between farm and track often.

      He sent Stacy and The Wave on their way, then picked up a pitchfork and started going through the stall, wondering how he was going to fill it. Unlike some of his colleagues, he didn’t have an endless supply of horses waiting at a training centre for a turn. At least the call he’d make today was better news than yesterday’s conversation with Andy. And for a more agreeable owner.

      Jacob Cheng was a tech whiz whose family owned racehorses in Hong Kong. For someone who’d shown a high risk tolerance with his business — he’d made his first million before the age of thirty — Jacob had been far more cautious with his foray into ownership, going partners with Dean on the modestly priced yearling. He was a breath of fresh air after Andy, who constantly asked Dean why he didn’t try this or that latest thing, always questioning, always pushing, pushing, pushing.

      He needed more owners like Jacob and fewer like Andy.

      A light tapping on the metal doorframe pulled him from his thoughts. Dean grinned at the young woman standing there, dark hair pulled into a ponytail, her smile always a guaranteed pickup.

      “Hey, Em. What are you doing in here today?”

      “One of our exercise riders needed the morning off, so I filled in. Why was Stacy here with the trailer?”

      “She was picking up The Wave.”

      “I heard about his injury. I’m sorry. It sucks so early in the season.”

      “It does,” Dean agreed.

      “What are you going to do with him?”

      Dean piled the salvageable straw in a back corner. “The priority will be rehabbing his tendon, but I’m going to talk to your sister. Maybe we can work something out.”

      “If he comes to our place, can I get on him? He’ll need something to do during the off-season.” She grinned.

      Dean didn’t say it, but if Liv did agree to some sort of arrangement to stand Ride The Wave at stud, Dean would bring him home for the off-season. He couldn’t justify the expense of keeping him on someone else’s farm when he wasn’t on active duty.

      “You going to turn him into a dressage horse?” he asked wryly.

      “Why not?” Her lips twisted, blue eyes bright. “Cross-training is good for horses too. It worked out for Just Jay, didn’t it?”

      It certainly had. Emilie had started riding Just Jay after he’d recovered from an injury, training him up like she might have a future event horse. He’d looked so good, Liv had put him back in training. The rest was literally history. Dubai. Royal Ascot. Breeders’ Cup. And a hefty stallion deal at one of the top farms in Kentucky. The difference was, Ride The Wave wasn’t quite as well bred as Just Jay. Dean dragged the muck bucket from the stall and leaned the pitchfork against the cinder-block wall.

      “How’s old Fargo doing?” Emilie asked.

      If she’d watched the gelding’s race on opening day, she’d have seen for herself. Fargo had kept up his win streak, but it hadn’t been as easy as years past.

      “He came out of the race well,” Dean hedged.

      “I’ve got someone he’d be perfect for, if you think he’s ready to do something new.”

      Rehoming retired racehorses was Emilie’s pet project. She split her time between her physiotherapy job, galloping a few days a week for Liv at the track, and training retirees for the next phase of their lives. Emilie was one of a few people around the backstretch who kept an eye out for horses whose performance was starting to taper, ready to intercede. It was too soon for her to nudge him about Fargo.

      “We’re not there yet,” he said, “but you’ll be the first to know.”

      “Wouldn’t it be nice for him to end his career on a winning note?” she said. “He’s been good to you.”

      “He has,” Dean said, pushing away pangs of conscience. “He’ll tell me when he’s done, Em.”

      For now, he needed Fargo in that stall.
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      Neck bowed against Nikki’s grip, Fox grew two inches, lick of mane floating, game face on. This colt looked like he knew he was going places. Dean accompanied Fox to the paddock, holding a lead attached to the bit on the off side. Not that Nikki wasn’t capable, but he wasn’t taking chances with this one.

      Every step of the long trek from the backstretch to the path up to the grandstand saddling enclosure, he was aware of being observed, those heads Fox had been turning for weeks in the mornings here to see if he was the real thing. Dean felt in his bones the two-year-old was worthy of the hype. What was the point of being in this business if he didn’t believe it?

      When they reached their destination, he let Nikki continue on her own to the identifier who would scan the colt’s microchip to make sure he was who the program said he was: Silent Fox. The paddock judge’s call rang through the enclosure.

      “Put them in, please!”

      Nikki wheeled Fox into the saddling stall to face the spectators. Dean placed a hand lightly on the colt’s neck. Cool and dry. Fox stood relaxed but interested in his surroundings as Dean and the valet secured the saddle.

      “He looks like he’s handling it well,” Nate said, shaking Dean’s hand as Nikki led the colt away. The hollow footfalls on the rubber paving stones and the low hum of voices reverberated around them.

      “He’s the whole package,” Dean said.

      He legged Nate up, and his job — for the next ten minutes, at least — was over. Escalators carried him to the second level of the grandstand, and he weaved through the weekend crowd — if he could call it a crowd — to the outdoor portion of the seating. He was used to watching his horses run alone. Nikki preferred to view trackside with the other grooms. Faye was busy at the café, likely dealing with the Sunday after-church crowd. Business in San Francisco prevented Jacob from seeing his horse run. Someone claimed the seat next to him as the field entered the track — irritating, when there were plenty of vacant spots — until with a glance, he realized it was Liv.

      “Good afternoon,” he said, dropping his binoculars to his lap.

      Liv’s lips twisted with the hint of a smile. “‘Afternoon, Dean.”

      “Are you clocking my horse?”

      “Isn’t everyone?” The twist became more pronounced. “At least one of us has a precocious two-year-old this year.”

      Dean didn’t let his gaze linger long — just enough to note the way her dark hair was pulled back from her delicate features, a few strands that had worked loose lifting in the westerly breeze. She always dressed conservatively in dark colours. Black jeans, a short navy jacket, a white blouse open at the neck. When his eyes fell to the small pendant resting between her collarbones, it was time to look back to his horse.

      He couldn’t even think of Liv as the one who’d gotten away, because he’d never actually chased her. Instead, he’d watched her story play out with another leading man while he remained an extra, a member of the supporting cast, secretly pining. What a tiring role.

      Liv shared his silence as they followed the proceedings, from post parade to warm-up to loading in the gate. The two of them poised on the edges of their seats, frozen, waiting for the barrier to release its captives.

      The doors flew open, seven two-year-olds erupting in a wave of chaos and colour. Fox broke clean. Dean’s heart raced with the colt, hope and expectation carried on the dark bay’s firing legs and bunching muscles. Nate kept him clear, sitting third just behind the battling frontrunners, setting a snappy pace.

      The field flowed around the turn, and Fox was poised, ready. When Nate sent him at the head of the stretch, the hairs raised over Dean’s entire body, giving him goosebumps. Fox swept around the outside, vanquishing the leaders with a stride that took his breath away. Morning whispers became the roar of I told you so. Clear of the field, the colt’s advantage lengthened down the lane with every pump of Nate’s arms.

      Dean didn’t realize he was standing, only the dryness of his throat letting him know his had been one of the screaming voices, forgetting he wasn’t alone until Liv gave him a squeeze. He crushed her in a hug, catching his breath like he’d ridden the race himself.

      It was true. Fox was all of it, and more.

      “Congratulations!” Liv laughed.

      She stepped out of the way so he could pass. Dean sprang down the steps to the apron, waylaid by handshakes and thumps on the back before Nikki met him with a high-five. In the distance near the clubhouse turn, Fox trotted toward them with a spring in his step.

      As Nikki and Fox headed to the backstretch after posing for the win photo — an exclusive affair, with just the two of them and Nate — Dean left the winner’s circle, his phone ringing before he’d extracted it to call Jacob. He glanced at the number, the New York City exchange making his eyebrows arch, but didn’t stop walking. After a beat, he hit decline. He had a horse to check on. That came first.

      Before he reached the parking lot, it rang again.

      Los Angeles.

      Dean stopped, staring at the line of vehicles in the lot, and only then remembered he’d walked over with Nikki and Fox. Sighing, he put the phone on silent and tucked it away, resigning himself to the hike back.

      Before he made it far, the patter of running feet and the sound of his name stopped him.

      “Wait up!” Liv wasn’t the least bit out of breath when she reached him. “I tried to call you. I saw you’d walked over and wondered if you wanted a ride.”

      “Yes. Please.” He grinned. “I turned my phone off.”

      “Was it blowing up?” she asked with a sideways glance, leading the way to Nate’s sleek, dusky-blue Porsche Carrera.

      “It was.”

      Liv unlocked the doors, and when she settled behind the wheel, she looked perfectly in her element.

      “Finally, I get to ride in the Porsche,” Dean said. He slouched and shifted, trying to get comfortable. There wasn’t a lot of headroom.

      Liv flashed a smile as the engine rumbled to life. “It’s the real reason I married Nate.”

      She was joking — because it had taken much more than a flashy car to win over Liv Lachance — but it reminded Dean that he would never make the kind of money Woodbine’s leading rider did.

      “Thanks for the lift,” he said when Liv pulled up outside the test barn. He paused, hand resting on the door handle. “I want to talk to you about Ride The Wave.”

      Liv nodded. “All right. I’d love you to come see a set go on the gallop at the farm. Maybe you could come over?”

      “Sounds good. I’ll send you a text sometime soon.”

      He was careful to duck as he climbed out, rolling his shoulders as he strode to the test barn, a cinderblock building behind a tall chain link fence. Nikki assured him all was well, and he stood with her, watching Fox for a few turns, before walking to his barn.

      The shed was quiet except for the soothing sounds of the horses munching hay. Fargo dozed, hindquarters facing the door. Cruze napped, flat out. Occasionally, the crackle of the old PA system disrupted the peace.

      Get them ready.

      Bring them over.

      The winner of …

      The winner of the third race was a name Dean would never forget, like someone he’d met at a party — when he wasn’t even sure what he was doing there. He went to his office and turned his phone back on, pen and paper at the ready to record the names and numbers he was sure by now filled up his voice mailbox.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      By the end of training the next morning, the deal was finalized. A quarter of a million dollars.

      Two. Five. Zero. Three more zeroes.

      Dean went over the oval digits with his black gel pen, again and again, then gave the last two pupils and eyebrows. He paused, because a big smiley face just didn’t fit the emotions that dollar figure gave him.

      Everyone in horse racing knew when someone offered that kind of change for a two-year-old — especially one you’d grabbed for peanuts at the local sale last fall — you took the money and ran. If you didn’t, the day after you turned it down, the horse colicked, or kicked the wall of its stall and smashed a sesamoid, or dropped the rider in the morning and crashed through the outer rail. There were a million ways a young horse might find to die.

      The remnants of the victory spread Nate’s agent had dropped off that morning sat on Dean’s desk. It was probably why Nate was so popular — when he won races, he always ordered the traditional next-day treat for the winning barn from Faye’s café. No pizza or Tim Horton’s coffee from this guy. Dean grabbed a half-eaten croissant and left the office.

      Cruze, actually awake, stretched over his screen, lips flapping. Dean pulled off a piece of the pastry and offered it to the colt. He didn’t expect Cruze to take it, but it vanished from Dean’s palm. The colt’s jaw worked, and instead of spitting it out, Cruze nudged Dean’s arm, looking for more.

      “Champagne taste on a beer budget, buddy,” Dean said. “You’d better start working a little harder if you want to live that kind of life.”

      Why did it suddenly feel like his future was resting on a two-year-old with all the enthusiasm of a garden gnome? A penchant for pranks, a dash of whimsy — and zero desire to be a racehorse.
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      The four women clustered at the fence, the curious foal in his glory as the centre of attention. Will flipped burgers, and Faye emerged from the house with more food, setting platters on the deck’s table. Then she found her wine glass and planted herself next to Dean.

      “You were very generous,” she said.

      At least she didn’t say too generous. He’d given them each something. His assistant, Nikki; the exercise rider, Crystal; the hotwalker, Brenda…. even his other groom, grouchy old Squeak. Stacy, his farm manager, too. And Faye, who had protested, but Dean insisted she was part of the team.

      It felt right to reward his staff for their hard work with a bonus, over and above their usual stake money — especially considering they didn’t win many races. How often did he get to do that? Not since The Wave had won the Plate, two years ago. Dean paid them fairly, but their salaries were still modest considering the skill and workload involved in their jobs. With good help so hard to come by these days, he was grateful he’d had the same crew for a few years now. There was no taking that for granted.

      And now, they were all here on the farm for a celebration — except for Squeak, who didn’t drive but had turned down a ride. No surprise — Squeak complained daily about working with a bunch of women and would rather spend the afternoon drinking with his buddies than spending more time with them.

      “Is Jacob going to buy something?” Faye asked. “Or maybe claim a horse?”

      Fox’s departure and The Wave’s retirement brought the empty stall count at the track to two. It was a common misconception that trainers rented stalls at the track. They didn’t. Stalls were assigned with the understanding they enter horses to fill races. The tracks made their money on gambling, and bettors wanted full fields. Dean needed horses — horses that could run — to keep in the good graces of the stall man. Use ‘em or lose ‘em.

      “He said he wants to wait for the sale. He likes the idea of a fresh slate.” Claiming was always a bit of a crapshoot; you never knew what you were inheriting. “I wish I had something I could sell him half of, but Cruze isn’t exactly inspiring at the moment.”

      “You didn’t even have The Wave at the track as a two-year-old. They are half-brothers,” Faye reminded.

      Dean grinned at her. “When are you going to stop denying you don’t pay attention to this stuff?”

      “I’m not sure why I bother.”

      “I think I just need to breeze him and see if it wakes him up. If it doesn’t, I’ll bring him back here for the summer.” Except that would be another empty stall he couldn’t fill.

      “Burgers are ready!” Will yelled in a camp counsellor voice so convincing it made Dean wonder if he’d ever been one.

      The women turned from the foal, leaving the colt with his head stuck through the boards, stumpy tail flapping uselessly at flies. With a snort he stepped free of the fence and wandered to his mother, lining himself up to nurse.

      Dean was content to listen, enjoying the beautiful May afternoon and the group’s camaraderie. Brenda, the retired woman who walked hots for him because she wanted to stay fit and busy, regaled Faye with tales of her grandchildren. Crystal talked music with Will. Stacy and Nikki had their heads together at the picnic table set in the shade of a tall, leafy maple. From Stacy’s animation, hands flying around, Dean would bet she was telling Nikki about the foal’s never-ending antics, both of them laughing — and knowing in a couple of years, that bratty colt would be Nikki’s nightmare two-year-old at the racetrack.

      “Dean?” Stacy called. “Can we talk to you?”

      Gus raced ahead of him as he sauntered over, the Golden thrilled for a new cleanup assignment. The dog snuffled through the grass under the table’s weathered wooden slats as Dean slid onto the seat next to Nikki.

      “What’s up?” he asked. They probably wanted to discuss an article they’d read about something that would save time or money or improve the horses’ lives. It was just another part of what made them such great employees. They were always reading, always learning.

      “This is great, thank you,” Nikki said, Stacy nodding enthusiastically.

      “You’re welcome, but thank you. You two let me sleep at night.”

      They glanced at each other, and the look they exchanged gave Dean a queasy feeling.

      Nikki’s eyes flicked to his. “We love our jobs. You’re the best boss, and giving us a bonus when you sold Fox was just so generous.” She swallowed, fingers wrapping and unwrapping around the base of her vodka cooler. “Maybe it’s a bit ironic that’s what’s letting us do this.”

      “Do… what?” Dean said. Just spit it out.

      “We’ve both always wanted to go to Australia, and not just to visit,” Stacy began. “I’ve been researching it for years, and then last week, the perfect opportunity showed up. See, I’ve made a couple of friends online who work in the racehorse business over there, and they said they could totally find us jobs. It’s perfect. We’ll get our trip of a lifetime, and it’ll pay for itself! We’ve both been saving for the flight and were thinking maybe next year. But thanks to you, we can do it now!”

      “Everything just came together!” Nikki jumped in, oozing excitement before she caught herself. “We feel terrible about leaving you, really we do, but the timing is just so right. And it’s only for twelve weeks.”

      Stacy took over. “You’ll have no trouble finding summer help, with kids off school. Guelph has that employment program — they’ll even give you money to hire someone. My little sister is in it. I’ll bring her in to meet you. She hasn’t found a placement yet.”

      Dean looked from one animated face to the other. “Both of you?” he croaked.

      He wanted to say, I can’t guarantee your jobs will still be here— like there weren’t more desperate employers in all facets of the horse business than people were willing to work. He’d always counted himself lucky because his staff was perennially steady. People liked to work with him. They might not win as many races as some outfits, but he was fair, and he pitched in. Hadn’t these two just confirmed that?

      “Now’s the time to do this, while we’re still young,” Stacy said. “You understand, you know you do.”

      He did. It wasn’t their fault he’d never felt he had that freedom. But he’d never wanted it, either. Not that he was averse to travel, if was with a big horse that took him across the ocean like Just Jay had done for Liv and Nate in the past year, but otherwise, everything Dean wanted was here.

      He wasn’t a workaholic. He took a ski trip at the end of every racing season, and the odd day off in the summer to mountain bike or visit Saratoga. But journeying to places like Australia… he just wasn’t the guy that needed to see

      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Also by Linda Shantz
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        A Note to the Reader
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Thank you!
      


      		
        Glossary of Horse Racing and Other Terms
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Also by Linda Shantz


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


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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