
  
    [image: Stormborn Angel]
  


  
    
      STORMBORN ANGEL

      THE BECQUERELS

    

    
      
        KATHRYN KALEIGH

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To learn more about Kathryn Kaleigh, visit

      

        

      
        www.kathrynkaleigh.com

      

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            BRIANA DUPRE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Outside Natchez, Mississippi

        Present

      

      

      

      I put my car in park and propped my arms on the leather steering wheel of my rental car, a late model Toyota. The best they had at the airport rental agency in Alexandria.

      Sweeping the hair out of my eyes from the air conditioning blowing in my face, I stared at the building in front of me.

      So this was what I had in store for the next three months.

      It was already the end of September, but it was still hot.

      The leaves weren’t even turning yet. At home, in Colorado, the leaves were already in their full splendor of yellows, golds, and red.

      They would be getting their first snowfall anytime. In the high country, anyway.

      But this was Mississippi and an extended summer was to be expected.

      The building in front of me was what looked like a small cottage. It was supposed to have been a renovation, but it looked new to me.

      Although it was built in old Greek style, it was newly designed to be a restaurant.

      There was a tasteful sign on a wooden stand out front. The Becquerel Cafe.

      The cafe was approximately thirty yards from the main house—The Becquerel Estate.

      Now called The Becquerel Historical Bed and Breakfast.

      My cousin, Rachel Becquerel had tracked me down on Facebook and invited me to come here. To help her get the cafe up and running. She’d hinted that there might be other things, too, but we hadn’t discussed those yet.

      We had a meeting scheduled later in town.

      I just wanted to get a lay of the land so to speak.

      Rachel, the curator, obviously had the means, but not the experience to get things up and running.

      I had the experience.

      At first, I’d declined the offer. I honestly thought she wanted me to volunteer my time. That she was probably using the fact that we were distantly related. Or that she might want to pay me, but at a discounted rate.

      But my time was far too valuable. I was on a fast track to success.

      I had my own company and a team of six people.

      But then Rachel had made me an offer.

      A flat rate for three months of my time. The only stipulation was that I had to have everything completed by the week before Christmas.

      She had organized a Christmas ball and reservations were already sold out for all the rooms for the last two weeks of December.

      She mentioned something about a New Year’s Eve event, but, again, we hadn’t gotten that far.

      After due consideration, I’d decided to take the job.

      I had several reasons for doing so.

      First, the money was larger than anything I’d made previously for a three-month job.

      Second, I was curious about my heritage. I’d never been here to Mississippi, but my late mother had talked about it a lot.

      She’d grown up here, then after marrying my father, she’d moved to Colorado and spent the rest of her life there raising three children.

      And third, I liked a good challenge. I liked the idea of taking a blank slate and making it into something grand.

      This place could easily be grand.

      Huge oak trees provided a natural canopy over the dirt driveway.

      There were pink flowers blooming everywhere.

      Someone had spent some time landscaping, but it could use a bit more organization.

      Rachel was giving me full control and a generous budget.

      Of course, tomorrow would tell the true tale. I’d signed a proposal, but tomorrow we’d sign the final paperwork.

      Rachel’s offer had been reviewed by my attorney, who’d made a few minor changes.

      Tomorrow I would know if Rachel agreed to those changes or if I would be on the first flight back to Denver.

      I hoped not.

      I’d spent a lot of time preparing for this job.

      I was ready.

      After turning off the motor, I stepped out of the car and slammed the car door.

      I wanted to walk around a little. Get a feel for the place. Then I’d head back into Natchez and do the same there. I was going to be spending a lot time here, both at the house and grounds and in Natchez.

      My time was too valuable to spend it somewhere I didn’t want to be.

      That was the one thing I’d promised myself when I opened my own company. I would only take the jobs that interested me.

      Of course, the more they paid, the more interested I was. I was a businesswoman through and through.

      I’d graduated in the top ten percent of my class at Harvard.

      And I was good at what I did.

      The wind tousled my hair as I walked up to the Becquerel Cafe.

      Rachel had done a nice job of branding everything to the name.

      Above the Becquerel name, there was the outline of a clock and below the name was a slogan.

      Step back in time.

      A catchy slogan for an historic bed and breakfast.

      I walked up to the door of the cafe and, although I knew it would be locked, I tried the doorknob anyway.

      To my surprise, it opened.

      I walked inside and looked around. It was a large room, still unfurnished. Furnishing it was part of my job.

      I would need to hire some people here. Some locals who would stay on. Some servers. A manager.

      Rachel would make all the final decisions, but I’d make recommendations. One of my first tasks would be to start advertising online.

      Hiring good people would take time.

      Especially in a small area like this where there weren’t a lot of options.

      The floor plan was open providing a clear view of the kitchen. I liked it.

      I walked back into the kitchen. There were a lot of things to set up.

      I was pleased that I wasn’t picking up in the middle of anything.

      It was always easier to start at the beginning with my own vision than to adapt to someone else’s vision.

      I ran a hand along the unfinished wooden counter. I’d put marble here.

      The kitchen needed to be state of the art and elegant.

      Customers would be able to see it from the dining area and it needed to inspire confidence.

      It would also give them the feel of elegance.

      Wasn’t that what the south was all about?

      A feeling of elegance? And even grandiosity?

      Mimosas. That would be our signature drink.

      I smiled to myself.

      I was already invested. There was no way I wasn’t taking this job.

      And I was ready for whatever Rachel threw my way.
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      I had just gotten back from Texas.

      As a state senator of Mississippi, I’d been invited to the first of many annexation ceremonies of Texas into the United States.

      It was almost October and already, the air had a coolness to it.

      It wasn’t like this every year. Some years it was hot as the devil even in October. But my favorites were like now. When fall brought a chill with it.

      It had been a long trip and I was glad to be home.

      I poured myself a glass of bourbon and went to stand at the window.

      The wind was blowing. Probably blowing up a storm.

      And the leaves were starting to fall.

      Father and Beau were out in the fields still. Mother and Bailey were upstairs sewing on Bailey’s wedding gown.

      It was hard to imagine that this time next year my little sister was going to be married and moved away to live in Alabama.

      I blamed myself. I was the one who’d brought her husband-to-be home. The one who’d introduced them.

      How was I supposed to know that they would have an instant attraction that would lead to marriage?

      With her living in Georgia, I’d rarely see her.

      It didn’t matter that they promised to visit. I knew just how hard it was to travel. Especially after they started having children.

      My sister would be living in another part of the world.

      A world that was growing more and more unrestful.

      Being a state senator, I was privy to more information than most. And most of it I kept to myself.

      The country was on the verge of change.

      I could feel it in my bones.

      Maybe I’d just been listening to the older fellows too much.

      They all swore that something was about to happen.

      One of the older fellows, by the name of John Eastland swore there was about to be a war between the north and south.

      Preposterous, of course. But he had his reasons, I’m sure.

      I didn’t dwell on it though.

      Hell, there was enough to worry about without even entertaining the possibility of a war in our own country.

      Since I had some time to myself, I wandered out through one of the French doors and walked around back.

      Mother had planted a ton of pink flowers of some sort or another.

      Personally, I didn’t know the names of flowers. Probably should take the time to learn them.

      My philosophy was that a man could never learn too much.

      No matter what it was. I knew the names of everything from liquors to needlepoint stitches to types of horses.

      Bailey and I had grown up with the same tutor, Nate Basil, but while I was learning military tactics, she was learning embroidery. I’m sure she picked up a little about the military while I picked up some of her needlepoint terminology. I’d even tried it once and had been told I had quite a knack for it.

      But it was my good memory that had gotten me elected to the senate.

      I never forgot a name. I would meet someone and remember the little details about them and their families.

      So learning the names of a few flowers seemed to be in order.

      Besides, John and some of the other senators had hinted that it was time I took a wife.

      A man with a wife commands more respect.

      I’m sure they were right. But, hell, I barely had time to take care of myself and my family without taking on the responsibility of a wife and family.

      My old hound dog, Biscuit ran up and nuzzled my hand. He was a faithful dog. Always glad to see me no matter how long I was gone.

      I took a minute to kneel down and rub his head.

      After I stood up, he barked once before taking off to chase a squirrel.

      Maybe I’d take him out hunting while the weather was cool.

      Maybe in a couple of days. Right now I just wanted to take it easy.

      A thirty-year-old man had to pace himself, after all.

      A loud noise from the kitchen caught my attention. Sounded like someone dropped something.

      The kitchen stood several yards from the house.

      It was a traditional design, one that was supposed to keep the house from burning down in the event of a kitchen fire.

      The downside was a total lack of convenience.

      Father had employed a dozen indentured servants to help around the house.

      Some of them were excellent workers and many of them stayed on as hired hands after they paid off their terms.

      It took a lot of manpower to keep a place like this going.

      Before I reached the kitchen, I saw Father and Beau coming in from the fields ahead of a black thunderhead that was bringing a storm with it.

      They went straight for the stables to put the horses away.

      I was about to turn back to go inside the house, when I heard something from the kitchen again.

      As the oldest child of three siblings, I’d grown up expecting to be responsible. That sense of responsibility was just part of who I was.

      So instead of going back inside the house, I continued my path over to the kitchen.

      If there was a problem, someone had to do something about it. And often that someone was me.

      Father was a good man, but he preferred to keep his head in his books. The world funneled around him and I doubt he rarely noticed or even cared much.

      When he didn’t have his head in a book, he was in the fields. Beau was just like him.

      I reached the kitchen just as the rain started to fall in large heavy drops.

      I opened the door and stepped inside.

      The cook, Theo, looked up. Theo had a wife and a baby on the way. They lived in a cabin on the property.

      “Morning, Mister Becquerel.”

      “Morning, Theo. Everything going ok in here? I thought I heard a noise.”

      “Nope. Right as rain,” Theo said. “Can I get you some breakfast? I noticed you didn’t eat this morning.”

      “Right.” Everyone knew everything about everyone around here. “Not necessary,” I said. “I’ll just grab some cheese and be on my way.”

      “Yes, sir. I’ll fix you a plate. We have some late season strawberries, too.”

      I thanked him and went to stand at the window to watch the rain coming down.

      What the—?

      There was a young lady standing a few feet from the door.

      In the rain.

      She was wearing a straight dark pink skirt that was too short for her. In fact, it came halfway up to her knees. She was wearing what looked like a jacket, but it only came to her waist, and a hat atop long brunette hair, pulled over one shoulder.

      She rather looked like one of the beautiful Mexican ladies I’d seen in Texas, but her skin was fair.

      Even from this distance, through the rain, I could see that her slightly parted lips were a dark red.

      She stared straight ahead, but the rain didn’t seem to affect her.

      Regretting it already, I left the window, opened the kitchen door, and stepped outside into the rain.

      I was immediately drenched.

      Blinking against the blinding rain, I shielded my eyes with both hands and looked right and left.

      There was no where she could have gone, but the girl was not there.
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      Stepping out of the restaurant, making sure to close the door behind me, I starting walking back toward my car.

      Since Rachel wasn’t here to show me around, I’d go back into town and have a look around there. Since I hadn’t spent much time in a small town, I was curious. Besides, I wanted to get checked into my room.

      I turned quickly at a loud noise behind me and walked two steps backwards.

      There was a thunderhead over the building I’d just left. Odd because the hot sunshine was still burning my arms.

      But something was different.

      No. Everything was different.

      The sign was gone. And there was smoke coming out of the chimney.

      A fire?

      But the smoke looked so innocent… so normal.

      It wasn’t a fire.

      But…

      I shaded my eyes with one hand and put my other hand on my hat. The building was… hazy.

      As though a storm had settled over the building.

      I squeezed my eyes tightly, then blinked, but the haze didn’t clear.

      I looked to my right and then to my left. Everything was hazy. It must be my eyes.

      Then I saw a man step up to one of the tall French windows and look right at me.

      He was tall. Wearing long white pants tucked into tall black boots. Riding boots maybe. He was wearing jacket much like mine, only longer. Again, perhaps a riding jacket.

      He was watching me intently.

      I hadn’t seen anyone inside the building and there were no cars about. I’d been certain I was alone out here in the country.

      It was rather disconcerting for me to think that perhaps I wasn’t alone. It was funny, because I was always surrounded by people in Denver and never felt uneasiness.

      Not that he looked dangerous. On the contrary. His features were not only handsome, but also approachable.

      I took a step forward, but stopped. It felt like an invisible wall in front of me. Like two magnets with similar poles repelling each other.

      Then the man stepped away from the window, just as my phone vibrated in my pocket.

      I pulled out my phone. It was Rachel.

      I turned around and contemplated answering. Deciding to let it go to voicemail, I slipped it back in my pocket and looked up.

      The main house was as clear as day. The haze it seemed was limited to the restaurant.

      Twirling around, I stared at the sign in front of the restaurant. The Becquerel Cafe.

      The cafe was as it was before.

      Deserted.

      No haze. No fog.

      Clear as a bell.
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      I closed the door to my bedroom on the second floor of the big house and peeled myself out of my wet clothes.

      The strongest reaction I got walking through the house soaking wet was my brother Beau raising an eyebrow as I passed.

      As long as he was left alone, Beau didn’t let much bother him.

      Sometimes I wondered what that must feel like.

      Unfortunately it wasn’t in my nature to just let things pass by unnoticed.

      I’d reconciled myself to being different from my brother and father a long time ago.

      Now my sister was a different story. I was fortunate she hadn’t seen me walking soaked through the house. She would have demanded an explanation.

      She and I could be twins. We weren’t, of course. She was only twenty-two—the youngest of three. Sometimes I forgot there were eight years between us.

      She was the one person in the family I could talk to. Who understood me.

      But I wasn’t about to tell her that I just saw a young lady standing in the rain. A young lady who vanished when I stepped outside into the rain myself.

      In fact, that seemed like something I should keep to myself unless I wanted to spend the rest of my life in the attic, or worse, the insane asylum.

      Sometimes the eyes could play tricks on a man.

      But she’d been so clear.

      So damned perfect.

      But there was always a logical explanation.

      I pulled on a clean, dry shirt and went to stand in front of the window.

      It was still raining. From my backyard view, I could see the garden with the pink flowers. The rain had washed off some of the blooms, leaving splashes of pink here and there in the rivulets of mud.

      I couldn’t see the kitchen from here. It was off to my left. If I went out on the balcony I could see the side of it. But that was all.

      I scanned the area as far as I could see, but I saw no sign of anyone, much less a pretty young lady standing in the rain.

      Now I was going to be looking for her everywhere.

      With a sigh, I turned back to the little desk I kept for work in my room.

      There was a stack of books, paper, and a quill. They said getting started was the hardest part. So I may as well sit down and get started on the first draft of the resolution I had to write.

      The sooner I got it drafted, the sooner I could have it sent to John Eastland for him to review and revise.

      It didn’t matter that I did the bulk of my work here.

      That I could have used my father’s study downstairs.

      It was my father’s study. Always would be.

      Besides, I was comfortable here. And it was quiet.
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      I parked the Toyota on Main Street, outside the bed and breakfast I’d booked in Natchez.

      There were hotels, but I wanted to get a flavor of the town. And the best way to do that was to stay in a local B&B.

      I’d had several texts come in, so I checked them now.

      There were two from the office in Denver, both answered with a simple reply.

      The other was from Rachel.

      RACHEL: Want to meet early?

      ME: Sure. I just go to the B&B.

      RACHEL: Perfect. Go ahead and check in. I’ll meet you in the lobby.

      Glad to go ahead and get the meeting started, I grabbed my satchel and phone. I left my luggage in the car and walked up the sidewalk lined with plush green shrubs to the house.

      It was clean and elegant. A wide front porch with half a dozen white rocking chairs.

      The owner, an older woman, probably in her sixties, met me at the door with a big smile.

      Her name was Mary. I recognized her from the website and I’d made my reservation directly with her.

      “Welcome,” she said. “You must be Briana. Come on in.”

      The house was elegant and cozy. The pictures on the website hadn’t done it justice.

      There were elegant chandeliers, velvet covered chairs, and oversized oil paintings of giant oak trees and portraits of formally dressed people.

      The house was rife with history.

      As it should be. This area of the country was historical.

      A big orange tabby cat slept curled up on the counter.

      He lifted his head and blinked at me as I walked up to the check in desk.

      I reached over and scratched his ears.

      “He looks like my grandmother’s cat,” I said. “His name was Whiskers.”

      “Oh,” Mary said. “How cute. This is Walter. Walter say hi to Briana.”

      Walter stuck out a paw, stretched, then tucked his head back down in his soft bed.

      Mary got me checked in as she rattled off the breakfast menu and times.

      “I need to have a meeting in a few minutes,” I said. “Is there a place where we can meet? Or should we find someplace else?”

      “No need to go anyplace else,” Mary said. “You can meet in the parlor. Would you like me to bring you some tea?”

      “Yes, thank you. That would be nice.”

      I turned toward the direction of what I assumed was the parlor.

      “Don’t you want to see your room first?” Mary asked.

      Just then Rachel came through the front door.

      “It’ll have to wait,” I said. “My apologies.”

      My first impression of Rachel was that we could be sisters. We were about the same height. Same size. But whereas my hair was brunette and long, hers was shorter with blonde streaks.

      I’d never felt the need to spend all those hours sitting in a salon chair when there were so many other things to be doing.

      Rachel smiled and came right up to me, giving me a hug.

      I reminded myself that we were in the south and that’s what people in the south did. My mother had been the same way.

      “We can meet in the parlor,” I said.

      The parlor was much like the lobby. Elegant and plush.

      Although my attorney had sent Rachel a copy of the paperwork, I pulled my copy from my satchel.

      Mary came in with the tea as Rachel sat across from me. She wasn’t carrying any papers, just her handbag.

      “Here’s your tea,” Mary said.

      “Thank you,” I said and absently picked up a glass and took a sip of the tea.

      Oh my.

      The tea was cold.

      Rachel picked up her glass and didn’t seem to notice.

      I set the glass down.

      The only thing worse than cold tea was cold coffee.

      It looked like she’d made the tea cold on purpose.

      I didn’t have the heart to say anything or to ask for hot tea.

      Instead, I pulled a bottle of water out of my satchel.

      “It’s so nice to finally meet you,” Rachel said.

      “You too,” I said.

      I was wondering if maybe I’d misunderstood and this wasn’t our business meeting after all. Perhaps this was just an informal getting to know each other meeting.

      I didn’t mind. Ever since my encounter at the house where I’d seen the man in the window, I’d been exhausted.

      “Should we wait until tomorrow to discuss business?” I asked, trying to be accommodating.

      Rachel set down her half empty glass and clasped her hands in her lap.

      “There’s really no need,” she said, looking a little bit perplexed.

      She must have decided not to accept my terms. I took a deep breath.

      It was unfortunate. Not only did I want the job, I was curious to solve the mystery of the man in the window.

      “Ok,” I said. “I understand. What part of the contract did you find unacceptable?”

      “Oh, no. The contract was fine,” Rachel said. “No changes. I’ve already signed it and sent it back to your attorney.”

      “Oh.”

      Rachel smiled. “No worries. Vaughn Becquerel left behind enough money for anything we might want to do.”

      I smiled. That was the best possible news. “So, I’m good to get started?”

      Rachel nodded.

      “I already have some great ideas,” I said.

      Before Rachel could respond, the electricity blinked once, then a second time and stayed off.

      Mary bustled in, carrying a flashlight.

      “There’s a storm coming,” she said. “A bad one.”

      My phone alert went off and Rachel’s too.

      It was a severe weather alert.

      “Should we be worried?” I asked.

      Rachel and Mary looked at each other.

      I took that as a yes.
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      I worked all day on my resolution and had a solid first draft just before five o’clock.

      I stood up, stretched, and went to the window. Just as I’d done several times throughout the day.

      The rain had moved out, but it looked a storm was brewing.

      It was much too early in the evening to be as dark as it was.

      Lightning flashed over the trees, confirming my prediction.

      At any rate, it was time to stop work for the day. I would take a break and go over the whole thing with fresh eyes in the morning.

      I went to the water basin and scrubbed my ink-stained hands.

      Writing could be a messy business.

      I absently picked up a brush, ran it through my hair, and decided that I was presentable enough for dinner.

      I heard the distant strands of Bailey playing the piano. It was a song I didn’t recognize. One she hadn’t played before. She was rapidly improving.

      Mother and Father liked for every day we were together to be treated as a special occasion.

      It was a good philosophy and one I think had served them well in raising three children.

      I would continue the tradition when I had a family of my own.

      But as I thought about what that family might look like, no clear images came to mind.

      The only clear image was the same one I’d been having since this morning.

      The image of a young lady wearing a pink skirt that was too short and a hat.

      As I’d worked I’d played all sorts of explanations of why she might be there in the back of my thoughts.

      Perhaps she’d been out riding. That would somewhat explain her clothing.

      But now that I thought about it, she hadn’t been wearing gloves.

      A lady on horseback would be wearing gloves.

      There was also the issue of her standing in the rain, seemingly unaffected, only to vanish when I’d gone out in the rain myself. I, on the other hand, had been anything but unaffected by the rain.

      But every time my thoughts went near what could be an explanation, they just bounced right back, unable to go down any logical path for an illogical situation.

      As I went down the hallway and started down the stairs, the grandfather clock began to chime the hour.

      The clock had been brought from France back in the 1700s.

      It had been a gift from my great grandfather Nathaniel to my great grandmother Vaughn.

      Lots of legends followed them through the years, growing more fanciful with each generation.

      Some said Nathaniel was a madman, insanely in love with Vaughn.

      And Vaughn. Legends swirled around her like moths to a candle.

      They ranged from her being a French princess to a homeless waif taken in by Nathaniel.

      No one knew where she went after Nathaniel’s death.

      But some had even claimed to have seen her since.

      I stopped halfway down the stairs.

      Much like the girl I’d seen that morning.

      Maybe my Great-Great Uncle Nathaniel wasn’t the only one in the family who carried the insanity.

      I was the last one to the parlor. Mother and Father sat side by side, their heads bent together in a private conversation as they did every chance they got.

      Mother was working on her embroidery. Something with pink flowers and blue butterflies that looked like the same one she’d been working on before I went to Texas. It was an intricate design that no doubt took a lot of time and she’d probably gotten sidetracked with Bailey’s wedding plans.

      Bailey sat in a chair, studying the latest issue of the Godey’s Ladies Book.

      “I thought you were playing the piano,” I said.

      She just shrugged and turned the page of her magazine.

      Beau stood in front of the window, watching the storm coming in. He held a glass of whiskey in one hand.

      “Did you save some of that for me?” I asked.

      Beau turned and smiled at me.

      “There might be a little left.”

      “Good,” I said, going over to the liquor cabinet to pour myself a glass of whiskey.

      It burned all the way down to my stomach.

      Beau was looking out the window again.

      I had the completely irrational thought that he, too, might be looking for the girl I’d seen in the rain that morning.

      “The storm looks like a bad one,” Beau said.

      It was a completely irrational thought.

      Beau was only concerned with the rain and how it might affect the crops.

      Rightly so, since I was often away, leaving Father and Beau to take care of things.

      But I had things to do. Someone had to serve our state and I was the one to do it.

      Mother had always called me the gregarious one.

      She was right of course. Or perhaps it had been a self-fulfilling prophecy. Did telling a five-year-old that he was exceptionally social and had a way with people steer him to that very outcome?

      Those were questions better answered by others.

      “Look,” Father said. “This crate of new books arrived today.”

      I went to sit next to my father as he proudly showed me the leather-bound books that had arrived.

      “Perhaps you should read this one,” he said, handing me a copy of Deerbrook by Harriet Martineau.

      “What’s this?” I asked.

      At first glance, it looked like something Bailey would enjoy more than me.

      “Thought you might enjoy something different,” Father said. “Perhaps something to give you insight into the female persuasion.”

      “Father, I don’t—” Then I just clamped my mouth shut. Here I was thirty years old without a marriage prospect in sight while my little sister was planning her wedding.

      Perhaps I would be wise to heed my father’s advice.

      If he thought my reading a modern popular culture book seemingly intended for ladies, then who was I to question that?

      After all, that was my philosophy. That a man could never know too much about anything.
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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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