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      Joyce Brocklehurst settled herself into her seat and looked around her – perfect. The places across the aisle of the train had not been taken, and the other passengers in the first-class carriage were a small number of couples who were chatting away quietly and a smattering of businesspeople who had the misfortune of having to work on a weekend. Earphones in, they were tapping away on their laptops. This would hopefully prove to be a quiet, uneventful train ride down to London.

      Joyce had insisted they get an early train, not wanting to be stuck with a bunch of tourists making their way to London for a day out, amongst them noisy and smelly kids. Joyce didn’t mind children, although she preferred them barbecued to running around her train carriage on the first day of her week’s holiday.

      A bag and a mound of material were tossed across Joyce’s eye line, followed by a body which landed heavily onto the seat opposite.

      ‘Right, the guard helped me get your suitcase up onto the luggage rack near the door.’ Ginger gave her a stern look. ‘And don’t think I don’t know your game. There’s nowt wrong with your back. I’m not going to be lifting and carrying everything for you when we get to the other end.’

      ‘I never said there was anything wrong with my back; I said I had experienced a worrying twinge this morning and I didn’t want to exacerbate it. It will be fine tomorrow, I have no doubt.’ To emphasise her point, Joyce wiggled in her seat as though struggling to make herself comfortable.

      ‘It’s got just over two hours to be fine because you’re on your own from now on.’ Ginger settled herself in. She pulled out a copy of an Agatha Christie novel and a thermos flask covered in a tartan pattern from her bag.

      ‘I hope you’ve got some gin in that,’ said Joyce, nodding at the flask.

      ‘Coffee,’ confirmed Ginger, ‘and maybe a nip of Irish whiskey. I wanted to ensure a relaxing trip down.’

      ‘Wouldn’t a nice glass of wine have been better?’ Joyce whipped a can of Pinot Grigio out of her bag. It was still cold from the fridge in the shop she had bought it from and condensation had gathered on the outside. ‘It’s far too hot for coffee.’

      Ginger was already pouring herself a drink into the lid of the flask, which doubled as a cup.

      ‘I have the distinct feeling that my liver is going to take rather a beating on the trip so I wanted to take things easy at the beginning, and before you say anything, this does not count. If the flask had just contained whiskey, then maybe, but this is allowed.’

      Joyce looked at the can longingly, and then returned it to her bag; it was far too early for wine even by her standards. She was pleased to hear that Ginger planned on enjoying herself while they were in London, though. They had a week in which to eat, drink and be merry, which meant Joyce had a week away from her role as retail manager at Charleton House, a stately home open to the public in Derbyshire where she worked very hard running all the gift shops. She was going to London largely for a different retail experience: they would shop until they dropped, or at least, Joyce would. She knew that Ginger had a list of exhibitions she wanted to see and the only retail therapy she’d indulge in would be in the crime section of various bookshops. They would meet for lunch, and then later for afternoon cocktails before a nap, dinner and more cocktails. By the end of the week, Joyce was hoping to have maxed out a couple of credit cards and significantly reduced London’s stock of champagne.

      The train moved off. No further passengers had joined them in their first-class carriage.

      ‘Did you do that intentionally?’ Ginger asked, running a pointing finger up and down in front of Joyce.

      ‘What?’ Joyce looked around and over her shoulder, into the carriage; she had no idea what Ginger was on about.

      ‘That.’ The finger became more insistent. ‘Did you give the rail company a call to confirm their seat colour and make sure your outfit coordinated?’ The garish red seats had yellow and blue dashes across them. Joyce was wearing a canary yellow jacket and cobalt blue wide-leg trousers. ‘Even better if you’d added a little hat; you’d be perfectly attired to tell me how to fasten my seat belt and point out all the emergency exits. How long after take-off do you start serving a meal?’

      Joyce took a deep breath, and then with accompanying hand movements came back with, ‘You’ll find the exits here, here, here and here.’ With the final here, she added a gesture that only required the use of two fingers. When Ginger smirked, Joyce tapped her fingernails, resplendent in bright yellow polish, on the table. She could immediately see it irritated Ginger, so did it a few extra times and grinned. This week was going to be a lot of fun. Not many people could give Joyce as good as they got, so the light-hearted sparring she and Ginger took pride in was not only amusing, it also kept her on her toes.

      The trip was planned as almost entirely pleasure, a much-needed holiday for both women, but the first stop they would make was more about duty than anything. After dropping their bags off at the riverside flat they would call home for the week, they would head straight back out to visit an old friend of Joyce’s mother. Kenneth Gaddy had known Margaret Brocklehurst when she had been a dancer with the Tiller Girls in the 1940s and ’50s and they had been very close friends. Margaret had long since died and Joyce had retained infrequent contact with Kenneth – Christmas cards, the occasional phone call when Joyce had felt guilty, or Kenneth wanted to invite her to a reunion so she could attend on behalf of her mother. She had accepted the invitations a couple of times, but the number of dancers still alive from back then was dwindling and the get-togethers were less and less frequent.

      Joyce had inherited her mother’s dancer’s physique, her business sense and the toughness that left most other people handily terrified of her. Margaret’s tough character had been hard won; Joyce’s was – she would admit to herself – partly an act, but she enjoyed people’s reactions and it was a useful defence mechanism.

      She looked across at her travelling companion, a stout, no-nonsense woman who favoured comfort, as displayed in the loose-fitting pale-pink smock she had opted to wear for the journey. Despite the differences between the two women, the fashion-conscious Joyce knew she’d found a kindred spirit when she met Ginger Salt.

      Ginger stood up. ‘I’m off to find the loo, I need a Jimmy riddle.’ She slid her feet back into her Birkenstocks and set off down the aisle. Joyce sighed. This was going to be a long journey.
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      ‘There’s a book-binding masterclass at the British Library I have a ticket for; I want to see the Aubrey Beardsley exhibition at Tate Britain; now Dippy the Dinosaur is back at the Natural History Museum, I’d like to go and pay him a visit…’ Ginger was reading from a dog-eared notebook. ‘The British Museum has an interesting exhibition on at the moment. I was thinking I might head there this afternoon.’

      ‘We’re seeing Kenneth this afternoon.’

      ‘Of course, tomorrow, then. How long is it since you’ve seen him?’

      Joyce thought for a moment. ‘Three years, give or take.’

      ‘And what should I expect?’

      ‘Rather dapper. His home is like an extension of one of your precious galleries, dripping with art. Adored my mother and tends to welcome me like the prodigal daughter.’ Joyce hadn’t said that with much enthusiasm.

      ‘You’re not as keen on him?’

      ‘He’s perfectly nice, I just didn’t get close to him. He was very much my mother’s friend, never became a surrogate father or some such thing. I’ve kept in touch more for my mother’s sake than anything; he was good to her and they were each other’s plus one when required. He’s gay, and back in the day Mother would be his more socially acceptable date. He would be her suitor or possible father to her children when having it known that she was a single mother wouldn’t be helpful.’

      ‘Which I assume was most of the time?’

      ‘You’d be correct in assuming that.’

      ‘Well, I’m looking forward to meeting him. Hopefully he’ll have lots of embarrassing stories to tell me about you.’

      Joyce raised an eyebrow, but remained silent on the matter.

      Ginger had her own reminiscing to do. She had worked in London from time to time during her career as a seamstress, helping out in the costume departments of various theatres or touring the country with productions, but she had never lived there. She only stayed for a couple of months at a time, on short contracts or when a tour schedule made it to the city, and had a real love-hate relationship with the place. She loved the theatres, the bars, the excitement and the people, but she was a country girl at heart and would eventually tire of all the bustle. Needing wide-open spaces, she was always happy to return home to Derbyshire.

      This week, however, would be perfect. She could recharge her batteries with theatre and dance, art and fine food. She could get all of that in the north, of course, but there was no denying a level of excitement about the city and a week was enough for her to enjoy that, exhaust herself, and then head home to recover.

      Unlike Joyce, Ginger hadn’t made plans to meet up with anyone this time; she invariably ran into someone she knew when she returned to past haunts, but as time passed, she had less and less in common with many of them. There was only so much reminiscing she could do; she didn’t see much point in spending hours talking about the past with people if it was because they didn’t have anything new to say to one another.

      But still, she enjoyed returning and fitted back into the place with ease. She loved tramping the streets of London, and had a rule that she would only use public transport if the walk to her destination was longer than forty-five minutes.

      She looked across at Joyce and thought about her friend’s choice of footwear. Joyce never wore anything other than vertigo-inducing high heels; something told Ginger she might not be doing a lot of walking. Joyce would be far more comfortable in a sedan chair with a couple of muscular young men running her from place to place.

      Ginger thought about the incident with Nell Gwynne, the mistress of King Charles II, who when faced with a rowdy mob threw open the door to her carriage and declared, ‘Pray, good people, be civil, I am the Protestant mistress’, or a slightly more fruity word to that effect. Everything about that scene – Nell’s confidence, wit, glamour, and rule breaking – screamed ‘Joyce’.

      ‘What are you grinning at?’ Joyce was watching her intently. Ginger was hardly going to admit that she had been picturing Joyce as the mistress of the Merry Monarch; although, if the shoe fits…

      ‘Oh, nothing in particular. Just the thought of a week in the city with you, my dear.’

      Joyce raised a single eyebrow in apparent disbelief and Ginger went back to flicking through her notebook, resisting the urge to giggle as she continued to compare her friend to an actress who had flirted with a king while they both watched a play at a theatre, and was known for her colourful language. Ginger had once recreated a number of dresses for a stage production about Nell Gwynne, spending weeks working on many beautiful designs.

      She looked up at the pile of blonde hair that Joyce had created with pins and large quantities of hairspray, and thought about her friend’s vast wardrobe.

      My God, Ginger said to herself, I’m travelling to London with a one-woman theatrical production.
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      ‘Joyce, come and take a look at this. I don’t believe you’ve ever seen it before.’

      The old man smiled as she joined him. There was no mistaking the child for anyone other than Joyce Brocklehurst. She recalled that she was seven years old in this photograph, wearing a silver leotard and a headdress of bright-blue feathers. The colour was pulled from her memory; the framed photograph on the wall was black and white. She was sitting on one shoulder of a handsome young man; from the ease with which he carried her, he was strong too.

      Joyce turned to look at the man beside her, who was just as handsome now, even in his nineties. His skin carried heavy wrinkles, he was stooped a little, she knew that his arthritis increasingly troubled him and some days he walked with a stick; but sixty years later, she could still remember the way he would toss her up onto his shoulder in one fluid motion.

      ‘Bloody hell, Joyce, you started young.’

      ‘I started what young?’

      Ginger had joined them and was looking at the photo, her eyes wide with fascination.

      ‘Layering on the makeup. Use a trowel back then as well?’

      Kenneth attempted to stifle a laugh and Joyce took a deep breath.

      ‘It was entirely appropriate for the performance and you know as well as anyone the conventions of stage makeup.’

      Ginger laughed. ‘Just teasing, it’s a lovely photo.’

      One wall of the sunlit room was covered with black-and-white photos of dancers and actors, a number of posters for London theatres nestling in amongst the collections. The familiar faces of Bob Hope, Frank Sinatra and Orson Welles stared out of the pictures, side by side with Kenneth who had been a well-respected theatre director and had written a couple of successful plays. In one photograph, Noël Coward had an arm resting around Kenneth’s shoulders, a cigarette held in the air. An extremely young Judi Dench beamed at the camera as Kenneth appeared to be laughing at something she had just said. Many of the photos in the display, which was a Who’s Who of British theatre from the ’40s, ’50s and beyond, were signed.

      The most prominently displayed pictures were those of the Tiller Girls: lines of beautiful young women, typically in mid kick or in group poses. Sequins and feathers abounded, although one photo had them in sailors’ outfits with tiny shorts. There were also top hats and tails, but always lots and lots of leg.

      ‘This is Margaret, right?’ Ginger asked, pointing to a blonde-haired woman who looked a lot like Joyce.

      ‘That is the beautiful Margaret Brocklehurst, mother of our equally beautiful Joyce. They look very alike, don’t they?’

      Joyce watched with pride as Ginger studied the photograph. Her mother had been beautiful at every stage of her life. She was tall with perfect posture and eyes that could pierce straight through you. The steeliness that meant she took no prisoners, which Joyce knew she had inherited, had powered her through the various challenges life had thrown her way.

      Kenneth left them looking at the wall of photographs and walked slowly to the drinks trolley, a beautiful Art Deco affair made of brass shaped to look like bamboo.

      ‘Martini, ladies? Toast your visit to London?’

      ‘So long as it’s not dirty,’ Joyce said as she leaned back to examine another photograph. She was too lazy to get her glasses out of the handbag she’d left on the other side of the room.

      ‘Never! Delicately stirred for someone as sensitive and dainty as yourself.’

      Ginger snorted. ‘She’s about as dainty as a porcupine.’

      Kenneth laughed. ‘On the one hand, I feel I should be defending the woman I think of as a family member. On the other, I admire your bravery.’ His voice dropped to a whisper as he added, ‘And you’re not entirely wrong in your description.’

      ‘I can hear you both. Kenneth, I expect better of you and Mother would be turning in her grave if she knew you were joining in.’

      ‘Your mother would probably be adding a few amusing descriptions of her own. She loved you dearly, but she also knew that you had inherited her own… shall we say, strong nature?’

      Joyce had a mock scowl on her face as she accepted her glass from Kenneth, and then sat on the sofa next to Ginger. She wasn’t a fan of martinis, but it was a tradition with Kenneth and she’d never had the heart to tell him. Joyce crossed her long legs and sat back. Her skin-tight cream trousers pulled taut, but then she did have a tendency to wear clothes a size smaller than she really needed. She had changed into them when she and Ginger dropped their bags off; she knew better than to travel on public transport in light-coloured clothing. Heaven only knows what colour they’d have been when she got off the train. She had retained the yellow shoes and jacket, and her tight navy-blue t-shirt was cut low enough to show the world that she remained extremely pert, and with no assistance from a plastic surgeon.

      Kenneth took his place on the sofa opposite. He exuded calm and grace that was reflected in the room of his large Victorian home. Everything was stylish and beautifully made; nothing was too modern. He was a man with taste and he enjoyed traditional, well-made furnishings and art that lasted throughout the generations. Cream-coloured walls displayed photographs and paintings in a way that would have made any gallery curator proud. A beautiful Persian rug marked the centre of the room, the sofas they’d sat on framing it. An antique clock ticked loudly on top of the enormous black mantel over the equally impressive fireplace. But none of it was stuffy; it was as warm and welcoming as the owner of the house.

      ‘First of all, ladies, I must say how pleased I am to see you both. Ginger, it is a delight to meet you. I can see why Joyce feels you are an ideal travelling companion.’

      ‘I never said that.’

      ‘She’d never have said anything so nice, but thank you, Kenneth, I know she thinks it. Every waking minute of every single day.’

      It was Joyce’s turn to snort dramatically. Kenneth continued, obviously choosing to ignore their banter for a moment.

      ‘I’m very grateful that you made the time to pop in to see me on your trip. It’s always a delight when Joyce comes around, but I must confess there is a rather specific reason for my request that you visit an old man today. Joyce, do you remember Sheridan Knight?’

      ‘Of course. We exchange Christmas cards every year, although I haven’t spoken to him for a long time. Decades even.’

      ‘Were you aware he passed away last month?’

      ‘Heavens no. Although it’s not entirely unexpected, the man was older than God.’

      ‘True, he’d had an extremely good innings. I do wonder, though; he had started to ask a lot of questions about something that occurred many years ago, and it does cross my mind that his questions made someone very uncomfortable.’

      Joyce put her glass carefully on the table in front of her.

      ‘Are you telling me that you think a ninety-odd-year-old man who lived in a care home was murdered?’
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      Ginger had never met Kenneth before so she had no idea if this was a particularly wild suggestion by his standards, but Joyce certainly looked surprised. She bit her tongue and let him speak.

      ‘I don’t know, that does sound rather ridiculous when I say it out loud, but he was very determined to get to the bottom of something. He’d started to ask me particular questions about a man called Scroop Harrison de Clare. Your mother knew him, Joyce, he was part of the set that some of our friends spent time with. A very wealthy and deeply unpleasant man, he was murdered in 1953 when he was thirty years old. The police were never able to identify his killer. We all joked that they would have a queue of people willing to take the blame; to be honest, we weren’t entirely joking. But as he came from quite a powerful family – or at least they were back then – there was a lot of anger directed at the police.’

      ‘Yes, I remember. Mother didn’t mention him often, but who forgets a name like Scroop?’

      ‘Was it short for something?’ Ginger asked, thinking he sounded like a character in a Dickens novel who ran a poorhouse and made a fortune off the back of other people’s misery.

      ‘No, that was his real name: Scroop Algernon Harrison de Clare.’

      ‘What happened?’ asked Ginger.

      ‘We were all heading out to a party and had met backstage at the Palladium theatre after a show. A couple of bottles of champagne had been opened and things were quite lively. We chaps were waiting for the girls to get ready after being on stage, so we all got together gradually over the course of an hour or so.

      ‘I recall that Scroop was being particularly obnoxious. A show he had been heavily involved in had opened to rave reviews that week, so he deserved to celebrate, but he was extremely boastful about the success being down to him. He was an investor in a number of West End productions, so was well known and courted by many who needed funding.

      ‘At one point, Scroop disappeared and we didn’t see him again. His body was found the next day, hidden behind a pile of boxes beneath a staircase. He’d been beaten to death. Theatres are full of dark corners and shadows: the perfect place to hide a body.’

      There was a knock on the door and a woman poked her head round.

      ‘Terribly sorry to disturb you, but I’m popping out, Kenneth. I forgot a few things on the list, I’ll be back in about an hour.’

      ‘Ah, ladies, this is Nancy, my housekeeper. I had her running errands for me when you arrived. Nancy, this is Joyce, daughter of Margaret Brocklehurst who I’ve mentioned to you, and her delightful friend Ginger.’

      Nancy stepped into the room. She was a strong-featured woman with an erect posture, so it was difficult to age her, but Ginger guessed she was in her seventies at least.

      ‘It’s a pleasure to meet you both. Kenneth has mentioned your mother many times, Joyce, and I actually think I might have seen her perform. I was quite the theatregoer in my youth and I saw many revues at the London Palladium.’

      Joyce and Ginger exchanged pleasantries before Nancy took her leave.

      ‘I’m very fortunate,’ Kenneth said after Nancy had closed the door behind her. ‘I’ve known her for many years and I’m really not sure I could cope without her. It might sound like a cliché, but she really is like family. Mind you, if you sit still for too long, she’ll probably start dusting you; there is such a thing as too efficient sometimes.’ He smiled with a warmth that told Ginger he was only joking. ‘Now, where were we?’

      ‘Why was Sheridan interested in Scroop after all these years?’ asked Ginger.

      ‘Maybe he had too much time on his hands. I recall that he’d been rather shocked at the time; not that someone wanted to kill Scroop, but that someone we knew – someone in our social circle – had been murdered. It was rather disturbing. Sheridan loved puzzles, always had, and I think this was one for him to focus on in his final years, although it became rather an obsession. The whole thing was intriguing and I found myself digging around as well. Now he’s gone, I feel some obligation to carry on his work. He had a couple of ideas and I think he was onto something, but I need more evidence.’

      ‘Is there a picture of Scroop on the wall?’ Ginger was keen to put a face to the name.

      ‘No, but I dug out some of the photos and clippings I’d saved from back then.’ Kenneth leaned forward and tapped the top of a shoebox that sat on the coffee table. ‘This is everything I have from around the time Scroop was killed. Actually, Joyce, I thought you might like it all. I’ve gone through it and there’s nothing that helps me, but there are a lot of photos of your mother in there. I can imagine there are quite a few you may never have seen.’

      Ginger could see that Joyce’s interest had been piqued. Back home, Joyce had a beautifully curated collection of photo albums and scrapbooks that covered her mother’s career. She would be keen to see what Kenneth had.

      ‘This is Scroop. It was taken the night he died.’ Kenneth handed Ginger the photograph that had been resting on the lid of the box. A group of people who looked to be in their twenties and early thirties were dressed for a night out. Beautiful satin dresses adorned pretty women with bright smiles; handsome young men with slicked-back hair laughed, looking about to break into dance at any moment. Ginger guessed that a table of cocktails was just out of sight.

      One of the men, whom Kenneth was pointing to, didn’t look as fun as his companions. His eyes were hard and his smile was forced.

      ‘The girl standing next to him is Audrey Valentine. Sweet young thing. For a long time, she went out with Scroop, thought he was everything she had dreamed of: handsome in his own way, charming, wealthy. He swept her off her feet.’

      Kenneth stopped and examined the photograph Joyce had returned to him after she’d taken a look. Ginger probed him.

      ‘I’m guessing things didn’t end well?’

      ‘Eventually, for Audrey they did, you’ll be glad to hear, but not until she’d had a rotten time of it. Scroop went through girls like I went through martinis. But not only was he unfaithful, he was violent. I believe your mother helped Audrey cover up more than one black eye, Joyce.

      ‘Audrey’s luck turned when Maurice Ashmore, second from the right in the photo, took a shine to her and realised what was happening. Punched Scroop’s lights out one evening, asked Audrey out and they were married a year or two later. He was a very nice chap and I believe she experienced the proverbial happy ending.’

      Joyce had been unusually quiet during this particular conversation so Ginger nudged her with her knee.

      ‘Alright, girl? We can hardly be boring you; I feel like we’re hearing the plot for a rather dark costume drama. Maggie Smith will come waltzing in at any moment, cast as the harridan dance teacher who bangs her walking stick on the floor in time to the music.’

      ‘I was trying to remember what Mother had said about Scroop, but nothing was coming to mind. Maybe looking through the photos will jog my memory.’

      ‘I’d be very grateful if you did,’ said Kenneth. ‘Now that I’ve started, I’m afraid I might be developing a similar obsession to Sheridan. I’ve spoken to a few people and dug into a couple of archives. There were a lot of people backstage the night Scroop died and many disliked him, but the reality was he could be fun company and he paid for much of the champagne we drank. We all joked about being prepared to kill him, but I don’t believe any of us would.

      ‘He didn’t interact with people he felt were beneath him if he could help it, but I doubt a stagehand would have killed him simply because he looked down on them. That’s much too farfetched. As I recall, there was no one backstage that night who was out of place or unfamiliar. It was just a normal evening where we were all heading out for a night on the town. Then the police drew a blank after the murder, so it was all rather odd.’

      He sighed, and then gave a little laugh. ‘It’s possibly just the obsession of another silly old man, but I’m deeply curious. So if you do think of anything your mother might have said, Joyce, or if those photographs trigger any memories, please let me know. I feel like I just need a couple more pieces of the jigsaw.’

      Joyce agreed.

      ‘I like a good mystery,’ said Ginger, ‘so I can understand your interest.’

      Kenneth smiled. ‘Good. Glad you don’t think I’m just getting a bit dotty in my old age. Right, another round of drinks?’

      Ginger was pleased that she had made Kenneth feel less silly, but if the martinis continued to flow, there might be more mysterious deaths for the police to look into. He was going to kill both his guests with alcohol poisoning.
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      As they stepped out of Kenneth’s house and into the June sunshine of Highgate, one of London’s more expensive suburbs, Joyce sighed to herself. Ginger was pulling out her map of London. She refused to allow Joyce to use her smartphone, despite the ease and convenience. Joyce’s feelings on this veered between viewing it as quaint and bloody annoying, depending on what kind of day she was having.

      Kenneth lived at the end of a row of elegant Victorian houses, a stone’s throw from the famous Highgate Cemetery. There, various notables tried to get eternal sleep while tourists tramped around snapping pictures, being told of their accomplishments and regaled with tales of the Highgate Vampire. Joyce felt for the long-dead residents: she liked her sleep too.

      She waited for Ginger to find her bearings. Today was a ‘quaint’ day, helped by the fact that they were technically on holiday and as soon as they had found their seats on the train that morning, Joyce had started to relax. Eventually Ginger lifted her head from the map and, with a dramatic wave, pointed down the road.

      ‘Thataway. We’ll get the Tube. Northern line, then Jubilee, unless you want to walk along the Thames from Waterloo? It’s only fifteen minutes.’

      Joyce gave her a look.

      ‘No? Alright then. Just thought we could burn off a few calories before dinner.’

      Joyce wanted to get back to the apartment they were staying in. They’d done nothing more
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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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