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      With great knowledge comes great power. And that also brought with it great problems. No one, not even Attie, my monster hunting mentor, mentioned that part to me. Or maybe she told me, but I glossed over it in my whole blissful ignorance of the way the world really was. The truth was, I rather missed existing in that naive state I was in before. Life was simpler when I was unschooled, and didn’t know there were monsters inhabiting the same world I was. It was nicer to live without seeing strange creatures who wanted to kill you, or worse, kill someone you loved. I missed the sleep of those not troubled with the secrets of what truly went bump in the night.

      I wanted my old, innocent life back. Sort of.

      Ever since I discovered banshees were more than an expression, and witchcraft wasn’t tied to a Satanic cult, I’d changed. I’d been back at home for less than a week when I became aware the changes in me were profound. Some of the metamorphasis was great, encompassing things I wished I embraced years ago. I had a sense of empowerment that would have stood me in good stead a decade ago. In my younger days, I’d let people push me around a little and I bent to their wills. I’d let my friends always decide where we were going if we were having an evening out. If I was in an argument or disagreement, I’d always be the one to back down. I let Jim tell me what to do, what to wear, who to see, and what opinion to have on anything from child raising to politics. Basically, although I was a smart woman, I didn’t think for myself or exercise free will.

      Now I was less likely to take crap from anyone.

      Anyone included my ex-husband, Jim, and Lola, my ex-best friend whom I recently discovered he was having a sordid affair with.

      My daughter, Kenna, looked at me differently since my return from the lake that I’d gone to when I found out about Jim and Lola. It was as if Kenna knew a series of life-altering events had occurred in my time away. Of course she’d never be able to guess what happened to me while I was there, but I knew the time would come when she’d dig down and ask me some probing questions. I’d been thinking a lot about what I’d say to her, and I had some answers prepared.

      While I was away, I decided to live. And not just live as in exist, but self-actualize to my fullest potential. Encouraged by Attie, I worked on healing the pain of Jim’s betrayal and departure, and the subsequent resentment boiling inside me. And battling and killing the banshee provided the most effective therapy imaginable. It’s hard to describe the sense of twin joys at defeating evil, and in the same act protecting those you love. The last time I remembered feeling the same unfettered happiness was when Kenna was born, and her tiny fingers grasped mine for the first time. My heart melted and finally I understood my place in life—to protect her. Over time, as she grew into a young adult and no longer felt she needed me, that sense of purpose eroded, and it was only when I killed the banshee, protecting both myself and Kenna, that I felt imbued with the same resolve.

      Hell, it felt good. Better than sex…but that had last happened so long ago, it’s hard to remember for sure.

      Unfortunately though, Attie predicted the banshee wouldn’t be the last monster I’d slay. As if that wasn’t hard enough to hear, Attie said something even more frightening. She warned me that my life would never be the same again.

      When someone warns you of that, you imagine all sorts of terrible things: the worst being that your life as you know it is all but over. And yet, life as I knew it wasn’t exactly like winning the lottery. My husband had an affair with my best friend, they were expecting a baby together, and everyone at the school I worked at knew it. And there was going to be the inevitable fight for our assets. Add to that Kenna leaving for college out of state, and life was looking stressful and lonely.

      So while I seriously hoped Attie was wrong in her prediction, I wasn’t banking on that. In the time I’d been back at home, I already began to prepare for what I now viewed as the inevitable. There were monsters amongst us, and for once I wasn’t referring to my car salesman ex-husband. There were worse creatures walking this earth than the cheater on whom I’d wasted my best years, and maybe the only egg I’d ever produced. It was a sorrow to me that the likelihood of more children now seemed slim, but at least I had my beautiful daughter, the best child any mother could ever hope for.

      Keeping Kenna alive and the monsters at bay were now my life, with a smattering of party planning—my passion and side hustle—thrown in for the ultimate work/life balance.

      It was the end of a long day at my main job and during it I suffered the range of usual small disasters that occur almost half hourly in a school office. I always relished my job but since fighting the banshee and coming back from that adventure, the things that happened at work struck me not as interesting, but as tedious and, worse, unimportant. Those feelings increased day by day, and I found it hard to focus and tolerate the petty fights which were commonplace. First up on the annoying list that day were the two students who came huffing in, one with a large, jagged scratch mark down her face, and the other with a shirt whose left arm was almost completely torn off. I hated fighting, but never more so when there were girls involved. I listened for a few minutes as the girls argued in loud shrieks: even though the students were physically separated by their science teacher who raised her eyebrows at me, they continued to bicker, and from what I could make out, there was little point to their disagreement. They were arguing semantics, but they were too het up or too unintelligent to see it themselves. Thank goodness it wasn’t my job to sort it out. I wouldn’t have had the patience the science teacher had, nor the physical strength to keep them apart.

      Actually, since training to fight the banshee, I probably did have the physical strength, but who wanted to waste it on two girls who, from their expressions, were clearly relishing their immature brawl?

      Later on, sitting at my desk wading through piles of paperwork—invoices, credit notes, attendance slips, excuses as to why students couldn’t attend certain classes—I stopped for a second to enjoy the cool breeze wafting through the open window. As I focused on the sounds outside—the trees rustling as their new leaves unfurled, cars driving past and slowing at the intersection, and the sounds of happy students chattering in the school yard—I tuned in on a disagreement between two other students. They traded insults the same way truck drivers would: with coarse words and even harsher tones. I got up from my desk and shut the window, preferring the stuffy, airless office to the sounds of them harping on at each other. I sighed and sat back down at my desk. I wished something exciting would happen, but what I didn’t know. Just something to break the monotony of the life I used to enjoy so much.

      At that moment two teachers walked into the office, and one of them, the math teacher, ran her hands through her hair, displaying her frustration at the other teacher. “I told you,” she said, “it’s not my job to fill the photocopier with paper.”

      “If you’re the last one who used it, yes, it is. That’s the way it works.” The English teacher’s voice was high, strident, and prescriptive.

      “I didn’t know it ran out. Anyway, stop talking to me as if I’m a child.”

      “Stop acting like one, then.”

      Were these really fully grown women arguing about paper?

      “Why don’t I go and fill the copier with paper?” I suggested, because I was sick of the sounds of their voices. “Which one needs filling?”

      “Actually, it’s your job to make sure the copiers are always filled, isn’t it, Diana?” the math teacher said. While she posed her words as a question, it was really a statement, and a challenging one at that.

      I glared at her, my eyebrows meeting my nose. “I check them each morning, and they were all filled up then. How am I supposed to know if one’s run out, unless someone tells me?”

      “I’m telling you now.”

      Both of the teachers stalked out of the office, leaving me to grab two reams of white paper from the store cupboard. I filled the copiers, slamming the paper trays back in place, wondering what about this job I enjoyed in the past.

      Back at my desk a few minutes later, I stared at the clock, the first of many times that day. It was only midday, and there were hours left to go before I could go home.

      The school office door opened. “You look frazzled,” a cheerful voice said. It was Jan, and my other teacher friends Anna and Tina tagged along behind her. “Frazzled, but apart from that very well.”

      My mood immediately lifted and I treated them all to a wide smile, possibly my first that day. “I’m bored, and all the petty stuff here is getting to me.”

      “It’s not surprising, honey,” Tina said. “With all the stress you’ve been through lately it’s a minor miracle that you haven’t had a full on breakdown. Lesser women would have curled up and crawled into a corner.”

      I didn’t say that was exactly what I felt like doing. “Hey, why don’t you all come over for dinner?” I asked them. “I seem to make way too much food for just Kenna and me and I’m always eating leftovers these days. Come ’round at seven-thirty.”

      “That sounds great,” Anna said, and the others nodded their agreement. “We still haven’t heard about your time at the lake. See you later.”

      I clock-watched for a few hours longer, and finally left to pick up Kenna from her high school a couple of blocks away. We’d gotten into a new routine, with me picking her up each day, and then going to the market together if we needed something. I looked forward to this time of day, given the emptiness of Jim not being there. Moreover, it gave Kenna and I special time to chatter about our days. Making the most of these new rituals was important, as before a few more months were out, she’d been on her way to college in North Carolina.

      Back at home I parked the car, while Kenna went straight into the kitchen to start getting things ready for dinner. I was only a few minutes behind her, but when I got into our white farmhouse country kitchen, with its Shaker cabinets, farmhouse sink, and massive central island, she had everything ready. Laid out on the black marble bench were zucchini, onions, mushrooms, and eggplant, the staple ingredients of ratatouille, which I’d loved to make since I first learned to cook. There was also a large jar of Kalamata olives, some spiced olive oil, a bunch of basil, and a packet of fresh pasta which I’d bought at the market the night before on the way home.

      “I know it’s early days, but I’m getting used to the evenings without your dad here,” I told my daughter. As soon as the words came out of my mouth, I wondered if I shouldn’t have said that. I’d read enough parenting advice to know that in the case of divorce and separation you should never do anything to undermine your ex partner and parent of your child.

      Kenna, however, was practical. “It’s way better here without him, Mom.” She looked heavenwards and then gave me a quick hug. “Dad might’ve lived here with us, but he was never really present, was he? Between working in his office, watching TV, going out to Lola’s to—” Kenna blushed furiously and I could tell from her expression she didn’t mean to upset me.

      “Yes, well, now we know what he was doing, don’t we?” I said in a light voice, to show her I was okay.

      “He was never really part of things here,” Kenna continued. “I’m so sorry for you that this happened, Mom, and this is probably a horrible thing to say about my father, but I don’t miss him at all.” Her chin jutted out, and she tossed her head dismissively.

      I listened to my daughter’s words carefully, but my heart told me they weren’t as straightforward as they sounded. Jim, Kenna, and I had always been a tight family unit and it seemed unbelievable to me that Jim’s infidelity—and leaving to have a new baby with Lola—wouldn’t badly affect our only daughter.

      While Kenna always told me she wanted a sibling, I doubted this is the way she would have chosen for it to happen.

      I chopped the vegetables, expertly slicing the large chef’s knife through a bulbous zucchini, while imagining it was Jim’s penis. “The girls are coming over for dinner tonight.”

      “Tina, Anna, and Jan?” Kenna asked.

      “Yes. They were worried about me being away by myself. They want to find out everything that happened while I was gone, and I guess check up on how I’m doing as well.”

      “Mom, I was pretty worried about you being away by yourself. But you look so relaxed. Those days away must’ve done you the world of good. Although I do wonder if you spent a lot of your vacation crying.”

      “I didn’t, actually. But why would you even think that? “

      “Isn’t that what you’re supposed to do when your husband leaves you for another woman?”

      I nodded while chewing on a basil leaf. “I guess I don’t know anyone this has happened to. But no, I didn’t spend much time at all crying. I was way too busy.”

      “Doing what? There’s nothing out there at the lake, is there?”

      “No. There’s not a lot to do. It’s pretty quiet out there. I did a lot of… I don’t know…thinking about my future.”

      Kenna put a huge pan of boiling water on the gas stove. “Will the girls be here soon?” she asked.

      I nodded. “I can’t get over the fact you thought I was crying.”

      “I don’t mean that in a bad way, Mom. But you look so relaxed. Like you’ve had a cathartic experience.”

      I smiled indulgently at Kenna’s insight, because she wasn’t wrong. In those days away I purged, cleansed, decided to live, and killed the banshee.

      Sadly, the experience was something I couldn’t tell my daughter about. It was a shame—the most unusual experience of my life, and I had no one to share it with, except Attie of course.

      Instead, I quizzed Kenna about her day, and before she finished telling me about her best friend Jaimie’s latest crush, there was a knock on the door. I wiped my hands on my apron and asked Kenna to put the garlic bread in the oven.

      Then I went to the front door and greeted my friends.

      “You look as if you’ve been to a health farm,” Jan told me, looking me up and down.

      Anna examined me almost suspiciously. “Honey, you’re supposed to be grieving, but Jan’s right. You look a million dollars. Make that three million dollars.”

      Tina laughed and handed me a bottle of wine, and I led the ladies into the kitchen, where Kenna was tossing a salad.

      Ten minutes later, we all sat down to eat.

      “Here’s to you, Diana,” Tina said, toasting me with the bottle of white she brought. “I know these are very early days for you. But here’s to new beginnings.”

      Everyone raised their glasses. “New beginnings.”

      No one except me really had a clue about how much of a new start this was for me. Hell, I was only beginning to comprehend it myself.

      “How’s everything been at school?” I asked the girls. “There was a lot of bickering going on there today…there must be something in the air.”

      The three of them exchanged glances, and my stomach dropped.

      “What’s going on?”

      “It’s Lola,” Jan told me. “She’s really full of the fact that she’s having a baby and she’s got a man in her life.” She paused and Anna pretended to stick her finger down her throat.

      “We’re completely irritated with her attitude,” Tina said, as if that wasn’t obvious. Another look passed between the three of the women, telling me something more was going on.

      “And?”

      “I just wonder how hard it is going to be for you coming back, Diana. Are you sure you’re up to it?”

      My heart sank. I’d been through enough without having to think about work. Yes, I’d been bored there in the days I’d been back, but I hadn’t sensed anything unpleasant.  And yet…there had been something challenging in the tone of the science teacher that afternoon.

      “I haven’t given it too much thought.” I put my knife and fork down next to my plate. “The problem is Jim and I haven’t talked. I might really need my job because I don’t know what my situation is going to be in regards to finances. You know, whether or not I can stay in this house…” I glanced towards Kenna then gave the other women pointed looks to see if they understood what I was saying.

      “Yes. It’s early days, isn’t it?” Tina said. “But if you decide you don’t want to be at school, have you thought any more about your event planning business?”

      “I haven’t had time to give it much thought at all. But I expect the person I did the last party for is highly unlikely to give me a reference,” I said, thinking about Lola’s baby shower.

      There were shouts of laughter around the table, the loudest coming from Kenna.

      “I think you should do it,” Anna said. “You’re really talented at parties, Diana. And you’ve made the point that you don’t know what your future holds. It would be good to have something else…you know, another income stream, just in case…” She trailed off into an uncomfortable silence, but at that point Kenna spoke.

      “Mom, are you still interested in party planning?”

      I chewed the mouthful of spaghetti I just put into my mouth, considering her question. I needed to make a decision and put some plans into action, sooner rather than later. And importantly, I also needed to give Kenna confidence I knew what our financial future held.

      “More than ever.”

      Kenna’s face lit up. “I’m really happy to hear that, because remember my friend Maisie? Her big sister just got engaged, and she’s looking for someone to plan the engagement party.”

      If this wasn’t fate dealing cards straight into my lap, I didn’t know what was. I could see that my girlfriends were waiting with baited breath for my answer.

      “That’s great. Send her my number, Kenna. I’d be happy to talk to her, and hopefully get this business started properly this time.”

      Kenna’s green eyes twinkled. “I already did, Mom.”

      “I love the way your daughter uses her initiative.” Jan’s voice was warm. “I think she got that from you, Diana.”

      “On the note of using your initiative,” Tina said, “why don’t you tell us about your days away at the lake? We’re dying to hear all about it.”

      “We might want to go up there ourselves sometime,” Anna said. “For a relaxing girls’ weekend.”

      I took a deep breath, wondering what to share with them. I loved my friends dearly, but my life changed so irrevocably, there were some parts of it I might never be able to share with anyone.

      Not with my friends. Not even with my daughter.

      It hit me then that even though I had my daughter, and close friends, I was alone.
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      The next day I was at work when I got a call on my cell phone. I didn’t recognize the number, and to be honest, it wasn’t the best time. I was in between dealing with a kid that needed some information about the high school, and a stationery order the administration assistant managed to bungle yet again.

      “Just a moment,” I said to the kid, and the admin assistant, as I answered my phone. I was curious to know who was calling me, and in the back of my mind I hoped that it might be Jim on a new phone. What he’d be calling to say, I couldn’t fathom. It was ridiculous even imagining he might call, but the behavior of teenage girls and newly separated women isn’t all that different…waiting around for the phone call that would probably never come.

      “Hello, is this Diana Delaney? It’s Patricia Brown here.”

      “Hello, how are you? Nice to hear from you, Patricia.” I cast around in my memory banks to try and figure out who Patricia Brown might be, but I came up short. I hoped my enthusiastic reply would give me a bit more time, but as it happened, she plowed straight ahead, saving me from an embarrassing admission that I didn’t know who she was.

      “I hope Kenna told you I was going to call? I’m Maisie’s mom.”

      I remembered…Patricia Brown was calling about the engagement party Kenna told me about. Again, I tried to remember…this time Maisie’s older sister’s name, but I drew another blank. “Yes, Kenna did mention you’d call. I’d love to talk to you about the party but I can’t right now…it’s a little bit busy here at school.”

      “I am so pleased Kenna told you. My husband and I would like to hire you for Jennifer’s engagement party. But…I just wanted to check…will this be too painful? I know about the impending divorce.”

      Great. I was getting divorced and everyone knew about it before I did.

      “No, please don’t worry about that. I’m absolutely fine about it,” I lied. “I’m delighted to be able to help with Jennifer’s engagement party. Shall  I call you this evening?”

      “Sure,” Patricia said. “I look forward to your call later.”

      I put the phone down, relieved I didn’t need to have a protracted conversation at that moment, because Patricia’s comment about my divorce rattled me. Was there any truth to it? If there was, I wondered whether Patricia might be right in her assertion that organizing an engagement party could be painful.

      I chewed my lip while I thought it through. Why should someone else’s engagement make me feel bad about myself and my life? I couldn’t let that get to me if I wanted to plan parties. I had to move on with things, and more important, I needed the income.

      A bell rang loudly from the corner of the room. It was the exterior school doorbell, and I leapt over to take a look at the intercom. A man stood outside the doors holding a package.

      “Hello, how can I help you?” I asked.

      “I’ve got something here for the school administrator’s office. I’m not sure exactly what it is but I think it might be a stationery order someone rang about this morning.” The guy gave me a disarming smile through the camera.

      I sighed with relief, happy the admin assistant who kept screwing up the stationery order listened to what I told her and sorted things out. I buzzed the guy in and a few minutes later I heard him walking down the corridor, and then he tapped on my office door.

      He gave me that disarming smile again. He was middle-aged and slightly paunchy, but he had a kind smile and I liked the way his eyes creased as the smile came. It told me the smile was genuine, something that mattered to me these days. He held out a package. “This is for Diana Delaney.”

      I beamed right back at him and held out my hands. “Thank you. That’s me.”

      “Here you go, Diana Delaney. You’re being served.”

      He had the decency not to smile again. My hands shook, and I could hardly get the words out of my mouth. “I’m being served? With divorce papers?” My voice came out a high pitched squeak, and this time the guy gave me a pitying look.

      “I guess so.” He shook his head, as if he was sad, but he was probably keen to get out of there. “I’m not privy to what you’re being served with. My job is just to get you the papers.” With that he pressed them into my hand, and without saying anything further, he turned around and walked back down the corridor.

      I stood in the still open office doorway to watch his retreating back, and it was then that I saw Lola coming along the corridor the other way, heading for the office. She was all done up to the nines, her blonde hair piled on top of her head, and she wore a pale pink dress with a baby blue coat on top. Her outfit screamed I’m having a baby and I don’t what sex I’m having, and her face screamed her satisfaction at the turn her life had taken.

      But when she saw the papers in my hand and the look on my face—and the guy leaving—she turned on her too high to be pregnant heels and rushed back down the hall and into her classroom.

      What a bloody coward. Lola had absolutely no guts whatsoever. Having said that, if I was her I wouldn’t want to face me either. My shock transformed into white hot anger and it occurred to me that if I had Jim’s ceremonial samurai swords—my banshee fighting swords—I’d decapitate Lola as quick as look at her.

      I went back to my desk and slumped down in my chair, putting my head in my hands, and groaning quietly. I wanted to cry but didn’t let myself in case someone walked in. I might have lost my husband, but I was damned if I’d lose my dignity as well. Nonetheless, tears pooled in my eyes and I opened my desk drawer and grabbed a tissue, pressing it to my eyes.

      I couldn’t ignore the inevitable. It was now time for me to hire a lawyer because, with Jim serving divorce papers, I was about to be on my own financially, and seriously needed to get as much money in as I could. It wasn’t just about keeping the house, it was also about paying for a lawyer, as they didn’t come cheap. From here on in I’d have to take any and all events that came my way. Jim’s aggressive step in serving papers so early showed that he meant business.

      My chest heaved as I sat there, and I thought I’d never felt so alone. Somehow this was worse than the day I found out about Jim and Lola’s affair. I suppose back then I naively thought Jim might return to me, but this was the incontrovertible proof that I was firmly relegated to his past. I crumpled the damp tissue between my fingers, then dabbed it to my eyes again.

      A few minutes later someone walked into the office, and I looked up to see my friend Anna standing there.

      “My goodness, what’s happened, Diana? Are you sick, or has something terrible happened?” Her eyes narrowed. “It’s that bitch, Lola, isn’t it? I saw her scurrying down the corridor, with a smug look on her face. What’s she said to you?” She turned back, locked the door so no one could come in, and sat down at the chair in front of my desk.

      I rubbed my hands across my eyes and gave Anna a watery smile before pushing the envelope over to her. “Jim’s served divorce papers.”

      “Bastard,” she said in a gratifyingly understanding tone of voice.

      “Open them. You might as well tell me what they say.”

      She ripped open the envelope, took out some folded papers, and scanned the top one without saying a word.

      “Irreconcilable differences?” I asked.

      “Yes.”

      “What a load of bullshit. The only irreconcilable difference is that my best friend—ex-best friend—is pregnant with his baby.”

      “Bitch.” Her tone dripped with the venom that I felt.

      “Too right.” I sat up straighter, cheered up by Anna’s presence and sympathy. “What should I do about this, Anna?”

      “Honey, you’ve got to lawyer up. Get the best you can, and crucify that man. If you have any last vestiges of loyalty to him, babe, you’ve got to shred them up and bury them. This is not the time for being nice. It’s time to show Jim what you’re going to do to him.”

      She grabbed a piece of paper and a pencil off my desk, drew something on it, then handed it to me. It was a crude picture of a man, a stick figure, with a large knife sticking out of him.

      Even though the picture was violent, I laughed nonetheless. Anna didn’t realize how accurate her drawing was, given I was now a monster hunter.

      “Do you know anyone?” I asked her.

      “I don’t personally, but a friend of mine told me about her divorce lawyer. She described him as a horrible, bloodsucking leech of a man.”

      “Sounds just the sort of guy I need. Can you get his number for me?”

      She nodded, pulled her cell phone out of her pocket, and texted her friend. Before we could talk further, an answer came back. Anna grabbed the pencil and paper back off me, and scribbled next to the drawing. Then she passed it back to me.

      “There are two names there. My friend said the guy’s an utter arsehole. Apparently he gave her the creeps so bad she’s not sure she’d use him again, so here’s another name. A woman. Apparently she’s really good too, but more ethical.”

      “What do I want in this situation? To
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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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