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      One blizzard. Two opposites. And some time under the mistletoe.

      

      Josh Carson has a secret. As a firefighter he’s comfortable being sent in to save forests and wildlife, but in his spare time he creates delicate hair ribbons that are anything but masculine. When he finds Simone snowed in on Nymph Island--and she’d rather freeze than be saved by Mr. Tough Guy--he realizes that the only way to win her over and get her to safety is to take a risk and reveal his true self.

      

      Simone Pascal loves being independent and self-reliant--she's never needed a man to save her, and yet she keeps falling into Josh’s arms at every turn, wanting him to rescue her. The worst part? She likes it. A lot. Which is a big problem since she’s rearranged her entire life to take on a new project—a baby via a sperm donor. Her life plans most definitely do not include anything as unpredictable as falling in love with Mr. Macho Firefighter, but that seems to be exactly what she’s doing.

      

      Will the two come to terms with their true selves in time to snag their happily ever after? Or will they be spending Christmas cold and alone?

      

      BONUS: Includes a letter to Santa from the beloved character Tigger!

      

      This is the fifth and final book in the Summer Sisters series.
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            A NOTE ON MUSKOKA

          

        

      

    

    
      Muskoka is a real place in Ontario, Canada, however, I have taken artistic license with the area. While the issues presented in this book (such as water shed, endangered animals, heritage preservation, shoreline erosion, taxation, etc.) as well as the towns are real, to my knowledge, there is no Baby Horseshoe Island nor is there a Nymph Island, or a company called Rubicore Developments. The businesses and people are fictional, with the exception of The Kee to Bala, Duke’s Marina, Windermere House, the Segwun and Wenonah.

      

      Muskoka is a wonderful area, full of small towns, pristine woods and lakes, where movie stars and other celebrities do vacation amongst us regular folks. Yet, having spent many summers in the area during my youth and adulthood, I have yet to see a single celebrity--though a man my family presumed to be Kurt Browning’s (a famous Canadian figure skating Olympian) father did offer to help me when the outboard fritzed out on me once. Darn outboard.

      

      You can discover more about Muskoka online at www.discovermuskoka.ca/
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      Simone Pascal fidgeted with her purse, her agitation growing as the meeting went on. She sat back, not joining in as the women built off each other’s ideas, ping-ponging them through the group, morphing each one from a kernel into something new and groundbreaking that would give them a competitive edge that always led their businesses to the top.

      The Meeting of the Minds women came together every three months to discuss their world domination plans, and had a track record that just about guaranteed someone in their group snagged a million-dollar deal in the fashion industry each quarter.

      Simone, despite being at least a decade or two younger than the majority of the members, had already landed at the top of her game, thanks to the group, and she knew who to turn to if she ever needed anything in her designing business or boutique. But what she needed now was something they couldn’t provide, and there was only one uncharted frontier left if she was going to have it all. She required help, but not from the MOMs.

      She checked the antique watch she’d received from her good friend Melanie Summer.

      Five minutes. She couldn’t wait any longer.

      The watch reminded her of all that was important. Her friends, the Summers, had found exactly what she wanted for herself: Love. Family. Support. Someone to hold her during the long Canadian winter nights, especially when her world got shaky. She’d incorrectly assumed all those good things would just happen for her, even though her past kept showing her she wasn’t good girlfriend material. She was missing whatever it was that made men stay, whatever it was that showed them that what she was doing was love.

      Simone packed up her ever-present design sketchbook and meeting notes, taking a moment to watch the women who had helped her so much over the years. While she’d never once believed she’d ever hold anything back from this group, she knew they wouldn’t understand where she was at and what she needed to do to achieve her next goal. Nobody would—from her father to her friends. But these women surrounding the boardroom table were dynamos that balanced and juggled everything with ease. They just did it, and Simone wasn’t as lucky. She needed help.

      She stood, excusing herself.

      “Where are you going?” asked Wanda, a bridal boutique owner from the small town of Blueberry Springs. Her eyes were wide with surprise, and she kept one hand on Simone’s chair as though she planned on keeping her in the room no matter what.

      “I have a flight.”

      “You’ve missed flights before because we’ve run long,” she said, suspicion lacing her words.

      Simone felt the prickle of sweat tear up her spine. “I have to do something.”

      Around the table, eyebrows lifted, waiting for the reveal.

      “What could be more important than this?” one of the women asked. Everyone made this group’s meetings a priority—that’s why it worked. That and the way they checked their egos at the door, held nothing back and ensured things didn’t become personal. Even here, on Christmas Eve, the women were hashing it out in person on the West Coast at 8:00 a.m., not a single member absent.

      Simone’s mind stuttered to a stop.

      It was 8:00 a.m. Pacific time. That meant it was 11:00 a.m. eastern.

      She shoved her chair back, clutching her belongings to her chest. “I’m sorry.” Simone knew she was jumpy, sweat clinging to her brow. She was acting like the poster girl for I Have Something to Hide, but she had to go, couldn’t explain.

      The women watched, mouths hanging open, as Simone exited the room. She rifled through her purse until her hand closed around salvation. Just a few more moments.

      She rushed into the bathroom down the hall, her fingers trembling as she latched the stall’s lock. She flipped down the toilet seat and plunked herself on top of it, her sketchpad and notes tumbling to the floor in her haste. She adjusted the syringe’s plunger over the flesh near her hip, her heart racing with anticipation. She closed her eyes and bit her lip. This was always the worst part.

      She sucked in a slow breath. Don’t think. Just do it.

      The needle hovered above her skin and the tiny walls swam, pressing closer.

      Do it, Simone.

      After inhaling a quick, sharp breath, she jabbed the needle into her flesh, letting out a cry as she shoved the plunger down, then ripped the syringe out as quickly as possible. Relief flowed through her and she let out a shuddery breath. She was good for another twenty-four hours.

      She hung her head, collecting herself, before realizing she’d dropped the syringe in her haste. It had rolled under the door and was nestled, spent, between a pair of cherry-red Louboutins.

      “Simone?” It was Wanda, her voice demanding, unyielding.

      Simone scrambled to collect the syringe, banging her head on the closed stall door, her neck contorting as she fell short of her goal, forced to watch, powerless, as a hand with heavily lacquered nails closed around her secret.

      “Open up!” Wanda demanded from the other side of the door. “We need to talk. Now.”

      Simone eased back onto the toilet seat, not ready for a confrontation with a woman she respected so greatly.

      Wanda banged on the stall door with enough force that it sprang open, clanging against the wall. “Explain the meaning of this.” The syringe lay on her open palm, the woman towering over her.

      More members of MOM poured into the washroom, surrounding Wanda, trapping Simone. They gasped when they saw the needle, one woman having the foresight to ask, “Are you diabetic?”

      Simone shook her head and the looks of disappointment ran so deep that she had to turn her gaze away.

      “You don’t understand,” she began, her voice wobbling. “You make it all look so easy and I just want…” Her voice grew thick and she had to swipe at her eyes, not caring if she sent streaks of mascara across her cheeks.

      “I do understand, but this?” Wanda shook the empty syringe at her.

      “I can’t…I…”

      “We know the pressure can be tough, but it’s not worth it. Take a break. You’re at the top of your game. Delegate. I’ll send you my best virtual assistants. Anything is better than this.”

      “I know of a good rehab,” another woman offered.

      “Rehab?” Simone felt the room spin. They thought she was on drugs. That she was shooting up to maintain the energy she needed to get ahead. But she was already at the top of her game—there was nowhere left to go. No more mountains to climb.

      All but one and it had nothing to do with fashion or design.

      The women closed in. “Simone, don’t make excuses,” someone murmured.

      “Don’t deny this,” Wanda prompted gently. “We can help.”

      Tears sprang into Simone’s eyes. The MOMs meant the world to her, but this was the one thing they couldn’t help her with. Nobody could, and she was running out of time.

      “This explains why you were so fidgety in the meeting. You needed a fix!” a fellow member accused.

      “No!” Simone scrunched her eyes closed, the room feeling too small, her voice too quiet, too weak. “It’s not that.”

      They all began talking at once, so Simone stood, raising her voice to be heard as she let her secret out of the bag. “They’re fertility drugs. I’m trying to have a baby.”

      All eyes shot to her left hand, checking for a ring.

      “Alone.”
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        * * *

      

      Simone hightailed it out of the Toronto International Airport and into the blustery December weather badgering the lakeside city. The MOM confrontation hours ago, back on the rainy West Coast, had not been her idea of fun. They, at least, had implicitly understood how difficult it was to find a man who was not only confident enough in his manhood to be with someone who earned oodles more than he did, but also didn’t take her level of business commitment personally. That had been enough for them to get behind her having a baby on her own, without having to discuss cysts, ovaries, and operations that would soon leave her barren.

      Either way, she was definitely off her game. Not just for revealing her secret, but for messing up the time zones and, as a result, falling three hours behind on her hormone injection schedule. When she’d accidentally forgotten an injection last month it had meant no baby. How was she supposed to be a good mother if she couldn’t even keep to a simple once-a-day, make-a-baby commitment? What if she forgot to feed her baby or left it somewhere? She negotiated million-dollar deals with ease and had designs in Milan, London, and New York, and yet couldn’t seem to stay on the stupid schedule.

      She needed to pull herself together. She couldn’t keep messing up and she couldn’t wait for Mr. Right, either. She had to do this and she had to do it now, in case the cysts decided to take more than just her ovaries. The doctors had said she could freeze her eggs and use a surrogate, but there was no way a control freak like herself could get behind the idea of entrusting someone else with such an important job as carrying her baby.

      “Simone!”

      She startled, not expecting to bump into anyone she knew. And that voice brought back a torrent of unwelcome childhood memories that, in her current mood, left her wondering if she could ignore the call and run.

      She turned, facing her father, Thomas Pascal.

      “Dad, Merry Christmas. I’m sorry, I’m catching a flight to Muskoka and don’t have a lot of time.”

      Behind her dad, her “stepmother,” Tricia—who was nearly the same age as Simone—shifted from foot to foot, a tentative smile playing on her lips.

      Her father ushered Simone toward his black sedan, parked at the curb. “We’ll give you a lift.”

      “It’s okay, I’ve booked a shuttle.”

      He opened the rear passenger door and she bristled. If she wanted to get in, she could open the door herself, but him doing so became an unwanted pressure. Simone felt as though he’d already made the decision for her, completely dismissing her thoughts on the matter.

      “We’ll give you a lift,” he repeated.

      “What’s wrong?” Simone asked. She pressed one hand against the cold metal of the car’s roof. Not only was it unusual for her dad to know where she was, but the fact that they had both taken the forty-five minute trip to the airport to shuttle her to a charter flight meant something was not right on planet earth. Thomas was not that kind of father. Never had been and never would be.

      “We have a little Christmas gift,” he said with a grin, nudging her into the sedan, closing the door behind her.

      A gift?

      The car’s heat enveloped her, a welcome change from the bitter weather outdoors, and Simone wondered what the gift could be. She gave a reluctant sigh, then pulled the seat belt across her hips, wincing as it pressed against her sore injection site. She needed to either get over her queasiness with needles so she stopped bruising, or conceive. Preferably the latter. And the sooner, the better.

      Her father helped Tricia into the front passenger seat with uncharacteristic care. Was she unwell? What was going on? Simone leaned forward, hoping to catch a hint of what was coming.

      Although when she thought about it, her father had always treated his second wife like gold. And even though Tricia and Simone were only a few years apart in age, there had always been an annoying double standard in terms of his treatment and expectations. The woman was quiet, unassuming, and as far as Simone had noted, possessed no desire to succeed or get ahead in the world, making her wonder what her father saw in Tricia. She was Simone’s opposite in almost every way when it came to personality, but still managed to bring out Simone’s competitive edge every time.

      “What’s wrong?” she repeated. “How did you know I was here?”

      “I was talking to your mother,” Thomas said.

      Oh, boy. Things were definitely amiss. As far as Simone knew, her parents hadn’t spoken in ages. As it was, Simone and her father connected only about three times a year, and almost always she phoned him, on his birthday, Father’s Day, or Christmas Day. But never Christmas Eve. And he was here in person.

      Not good.

      “She has the flu,” her father added, checking his blind spot for traffic as he pulled away from the terminal. “She asked that I pass on the word that you shouldn’t come over tonight.”

      Simone felt an uncharacteristic pang of abandonment as well as an irrational flash of anger toward her father. Why was he suddenly involved in their lives? Why hadn’t her mother called to tell her? Why did she tell Thomas, of all people? Now, instead of it being two old maids spending the holidays together, Simone was simply alone.

      “She said she will likely be feeling better tomorrow afternoon and that you could come over then.”

      Things were definitely getting weirder, and Simone pulled out her phone to send a text to her mom, hoping her father was mistaken. It wouldn’t be the first time.

      “You were working today?” he asked.

      “A meeting.” One she wasn’t sure she would have the honor of participating in again.

      “Good for you. So many people think they can take the day off just because it has Christmas in its title. People like that will never get ahead.” He caught her eye in the rearview mirror. “Mark my words.”

      “I know,” she breathed, predicting the next line of argument, about how she needed to work harder and smarter than everyone else to get to the top. Been there, done that, got the T-shirt and found its style didn’t suit her as much as she’d thought it would.

      “Are you working tomorrow? There’s no reason not to, since you don’t attend church.” Her father’s voice was louder, telling her he’d noticed that she’d tuned him out and that this was his second time asking about her plans.

      She sighed, feeling a sudden plunge of exhaustion. “Yes, Dad.”

      “Good. You can reach further than you have been. Be smart with your time, delegate. What are you working on next?”

      Simone hedged. “I’m just wrapping up details from my latest deals.” Would it kill him to say, “Good job. I’m proud of you”? She knew she shouldn’t care what he thought and that she should have stopped trying to impress him ages ago, but she still heard his voice in her mind, driving her forward as she worked toward her goals, spurring her to get up and tackle the next mountain, to dust herself off when she got knocked down, and to zip back in, head down, ready to charge.

      It was exhausting.

      “So?” he prompted. “What’s next?”

      “Nothing I can talk about yet.” And nothing you would approve of.

      “You need a plan. You need to be able to see your next five steps.”

      “I have it under control, Dad.”

      “Thomas, let her be,” Tricia scolded gently, and Simone was surprised she’d spoken up on her behalf. “Simone is doing really well.”

      “Thanks,” she said quickly. Things were getting weirder and weirder and she was relieved to see her father finally pulling over to drop her off for her next flight. She climbed out, hauling her laptop and overnight bag along behind her. “Thanks for the ride. Have a nice Christmas.”

      “Simone…” Her father came around the car, hurrying to meet up with her on the sidewalk.

      Tricia climbed out, too, smiling, mittened hands clasped in front of her.

      “Are you guys okay?” Simone asked, feeling worried. She rarely saw the couple and had no clue what was going on in their lives, only that this was unprecedented and definitely unnerving.

      Tricia grinned, her shoulders up around her ears, hands out as though expecting a hug, as Thomas said, “We’re expecting a baby.”
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      Josh Carson stopped midstep in shoveling his neighbor’s driveway, contemplating the friend he hadn’t seen in well over a month.

      “What have you been up to these days?” Dustin repeated.

      Josh had begun to hate the question and the awkward dance of elusiveness he inevitably ended up doing to avoid giving himself away. And worse, this time it would be with a fellow smoke jumper. Trust was of the utmost importance between jumpers, as they often held each other’s lives in their hands, and now he was going to lie by omitting the one part of his life that finally felt right.

      But he knew a man such as Dustin wouldn’t understand, and that there would be too much ribbing, too much that Josh wouldn’t be able to take without lashing out as he’d done so many times before. But this time, instead of protecting someone else, he’d be protecting himself.

      “Staying out of trouble,” he replied, leaning against the shovel for a moment as though contemplating whether he had dutifully summed up the past several months of his life. He gave Dustin a cocky grin before continuing on with his job. “Got anyone knocked up yet?”

      “None that I know of.” His friend chuckled, slapping him on the back with a gloved hand, his laughter punctuated by clouds of warm air that burst from his lungs.

      Josh gave the man a friendly yet unencouraging smile. It was Christmas Eve and he had plans that didn’t involve bailing a pal out of trouble.

      “What about you? Finally find someone to keep you warm?” Dustin asked.

      “Nope.”

      Women were inherently problematic. They liked to stick the thin edge of their crowbar into his life, hoping to crack him open and spill out the contents as if he were a piñata. No, thank you.

      “Nobody?” Dustin asked in disbelief.

      Josh, unlike his friend, had become weary of the trouble that usually came with a no-strings-attached good time.

      “Did you go gay?”

      “No,” Josh snapped, struggling to block out memories of men crowding around his father, asking the same pointed question. The disgust in their voices. The taunting. Shoving. Attempts to punish the man for having the courage to show he was different.

      There had been more than one occasion where Josh had seen his father’s nose bloody, his gut hit so hard he couldn’t straighten up to stand tall against the attacks. Josh had learned to fight fast and dirty in order to protect his dad, who had, years later, decided to undergo the transformation from Patrick to the person he had always meant to be—Patricia.

      His father’s sex change wasn’t a secret, but it also wasn’t something Josh brought up, particularly in testosterone-fueled gangs such as the smoke-jumping crew. If you were different, you got beat up in life. It was that simple.

      “Then why aren’t you out chasing tail? We’re in our prime, man.” Dustin flexed his biceps to illustrate how much firefighting had done for their bodies, the impact lost under layers of winter outerwear. “I need a wingman and the chicks dig you.”

      “Not interested.”

      “You all right?” Dustin asked.

      “Fine.” Josh had returned to clearing the driveway, jerking the shovel harder than he had to in order to send snow flying onto the piles lining the asphalt driveway.

      “Oh, right. You’re touchy about that whole homosexual thing.” Dustin deadpanned with an expressionless face. “Because you’re gay.”

      Josh continued working as though he hadn’t heard the ribbing, aware he was probably going to break the shovel’s handle if he pushed any harder.

      Awkward silence settled over them until, feeling as though he was being judged, Josh said, “Live and let live, man. No need to be like that about something that doesn’t impact you.”

      “Is your third leg as soft as your heart?”

      Josh raised an eyebrow in challenge, unblinking, as the odd snowflake drifted down, the sky continuing to darken, bringing with it a blanket of colder air. The smoke jumpers had dubbed him The Finisher for the way he ended any fight, always coming out on top.

      “I’m soft?”

      Dustin lost the staring contest by looking away first. “Well, except for that mean left hook of yours.”

      He continued to glare.

      Dustin sighed. “And that swing kick thing you do to knock people down.”

      Josh tossed a handful of snow at him, showing him that all was forgotten and forgiven.

      His friend smirked, ducking. “Easy to see why you’re single. Softy.”

      Josh snorted, thinking how his buddy wasn’t that far off base. His latest projects were definitely far from masculine.

      He wordlessly pushed his shovel against Dustin’s chest, then picked up a wider one from the snowbank by the garage. Together they finished clearing Mrs. Star’s driveway before she could come out and fuss like nobody’s business.

      “Hey, I wanted to ask…” Dustin began as they dumped the borrowed shovels beside Mrs. Star’s garage. Immediately, Josh knew his friend had a woman on the line and something was standing in the way of him discovering the color and texture of her lingerie.

      “It’s Christmas Eve. I have a commitment,” Josh replied.

      He planned to warm up his half-frozen hands, then drive over to Bracebridge to have a hot chocolate and Bailey’s with his half sister Polly as per their ongoing tradition. It had begun around the time the two of them had moved out of their blended-family home and needed to steel themselves before returning there on Christmas Eve. To her father and his mother—biological, not the medically and hormonally enhanced version he used to call Dad—and all the family politics and pressure that went on with the little not-so-fun reunion.

      Seeing as Polly’s divorce was now under way, he figured she was going to need an extra shot of something warm and fortifying before facing the firing squad of advice from their meddling parents.

      “Aw. Come on, man,” Dustin begged. “Please?”

      That level of whining? Had to be a Scandinavian. “Blonde?”

      His friend grinned.

      “Blue eyes?”

      The grin got wider.

      Josh merely shook his head, watching a courier van stop in front of his place. A young woman about their age popped out, her dyed golden locks woven into a high bun similar to a ballerina’s. Josh watched his friend out of the corner of his eye. The woman strode toward them with a grace that hinted at flexibility and fitness.

      “Hi. I’m looking for a Josh Carson?” She waved a box.

      Dustin intercepted Josh. “Working Christmas Eve?”

      “I know, right?” She brushed a wisp of hair off her forehead, beaming up at Dustin.

      “What could be so special that needs delivering today? Shouldn’t a nice woman like you be home with someone doting on you, instead of schlepping through the snow for doofuses like my friend here who can’t figure out when to order their gifts so they arrive early?”

      She blushed, due to the intensity of Dustin’s steady gaze, and Josh elbowed him out of the way to scrawl his signature across the delivery confirmation screen.

      “When do you get off?” Dustin was leaning in, pouring on the charm. “I have a lot of time at the moment. I’m a smoke jumper.”

      Josh could have sworn her knees softened, ready to buckle as she gazed up at his friend. Josh made a swipe for the box, but Dustin tucked it out of reach, not wanting to interrupt the spell he was weaving like a web.

      “Isn’t Miss Scandinavia waiting for you?” Josh asked loudly.

      Dustin gave him a sour look as the spell broke, the courier babe slipping away with a quick “Merry Christmas!”

      “That was uncalled for woman interference,” Dustin said, smacking him in the chest with the box as the van spun away. “I owe you one.”

      Josh shrugged, grinning. He clutched the package with both hands, but his pal refused to release it.

      “What is this, anyway? A gift for me?” Dustin twisted the box so he could see the Customs declaration form. His face darkened with disappointment as he read the contents.

      Time to put up the walls.

      Dustin glanced at him in disbelief. “A BeDazzler?”

      “It’s not for me.” Josh wrenched the box free, losing his battle to be cool. “It’s Christmas.”

      “What are you up to? You’re up to something.” His friend was tracking closer, eyes on the prize—Josh’s secrets.

      “Beer?” Josh tucked his BeDazzler under his arm and opened the front door to his one-story. The welcoming warmth of the entry reminded him how cold it had become outside and how unforgiving Canada’s winter could be. They were in for some weather tonight.

      “Nah. Maybe next time. I’ve gotta run.” Nevertheless, Dustin stepped inside, throwing an arm around Josh’s shoulder in a brotherly way. “Just came by to wish my bachelor friend a merry Christmas.” He gave him a big, cheesy grin.

      “That’s why text messages were invented.” Josh gave Dustin’s arm a pointed look and his friend awkwardly dropped the embrace.

      “Right. So. I was hoping you could do me a small favor.”

      “I’m committed.”

      “I’m supposed to get something to Evander de la Fosse—I’m helping out Tyrone Bellingham tonight. You know the guys? Big. Former military. Working on security systems over at the Baby Horseshoe Island development? Ringing any bells?”

      Josh nodded. Evander had hooked up with one of Polly’s friends, Daphne Summer.

      “Tyrone’s sister is smoking hot, by the way,” Dustin interjected. “Anyway, I told Tyrone I’d get the item to Evander. Tonight.”

      “And?” Josh asked, ready to push his buddy out the door and close it. Lock it. Move on with his evening. He wasn’t in the mood for a wild-goose chase. And anything involving Dustin always ended in some sort of scavenger hunt.

      “I kind of double booked myself. There’s this hot woman…” He shaped an hourglass in the air with his hands. “Fireplace, red wine… You know how it is.”

      “I have plans.”

      “Hey, didn’t your sister get divorced?”

      “She’s off-limits.”

      “I’ll let you jump out of the plane first next season if you let me comfort her.”

      Josh had spent two years fighting house fires, then
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"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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