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      “I swear he was around here a minute ago,” Mrs. Johnson said, irritation edging into her voice as she bent over to look behind the sofa. “See, this is exactly what I’m talking about. He’s impossible!”

      Sydney Young just laughed, watching the middle-aged woman get to her hands and knees on her living room floor so she could look under an old recliner. Mrs. Johnson was irritated when Syd arrived, and after five minutes of wandering through the house, looking for the little fennec fox, she was verging on incensed.

      “It’s okay,” Syd told her. “He can’t have gone too far – we’ll find him. What did you say his name is again?”

      “Sonic,” Mrs. Johnson said, distracted as she peeked behind the entertainment center in the corner of the room. “My youngest took one look at his ears and decided on it. If I have to hear those kids bickering one more time about the fact that the original Sonic is a hedgehog, not a fox…”

      The poor woman was clearly at the end of her rope – and Syd was not surprised. This morning, Mrs. Johnson had called the Western Ohio Wildlife Rehabilitation Center where Syd worked and told the dispatcher that her eldest son had come home with a half-wild fennec fox a month ago.

      The breeder the kid had bought the fox from clearly hadn’t taken the time to socialize it as a baby, nor had they warned the kid just what he was in for with an exotic pet like that. What ensued was four long weeks of destroyed furniture, smelly scent-marked pillows, and nocturnal playtime that kept the whole family up at night.

      “It’s either me or the fox,” Mrs. Johnson had told Tara, the dispatcher who took the call. “Somebody has to come out here and get him or I’m letting him loose in the back yard.”

      The fact that the rehab center wasn’t in the business of taking in surrendered pets was completely lost on Mrs. Johnson, and Syd decided that she’d better get out to the woman’s house before the poor fennec found himself outdoors and on his own. She’d figure out what to do with him later.

      “Sonic,” Syd called now, looking behind the drapes and under the dining table. “Come on out, boy. I brought some tasty dried crickets for you.”

      Mrs. Johnson wrinkled her nose. “Yet another reason I’ll be happy when he’s gone. You know he got out of the house one time and dragged a dead mouse under the sofa, like he was saving it for later?”

      “Kind of like a cat,” Syd pointed out, but Mrs. Johnson only rolled her eyes.

      “And you’ll notice I don’t have any of those around here either,” she said. “From now on, this house is an herbivores-only zone. I can’t take it.”

      Just then, a little tan blur shot out from under the recliner and streaked across the living room. Perhaps his name wasn’t quite so wrong after all. Mrs. Johnson let out a yelp as the fox headed into the kitchen and Syd followed quickly behind him with the pet carrier she’d brought along.

      “Come on, Sonic,” she said. “You’ve outstayed your welcome here, buddy.”
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, Syd was back at the wildlife rehabilitation center – known as WOW among the fifteen veterinarians, technicians and office staffers who worked there.

      Sonic the fox was sniffing around his new accommodations – a climate-controlled kennel stocked with all the bugs, fresh fruit and chow he could eat. He was ignoring all of it at the moment, too busy coming to terms with the drastic reduction in the size of his environment.

      “It’s temporary,” Syd told him, imagining she could see scorn in those big, jet-black eyes.

      “Can we puh-lease let him out and play with him?” Tara asked. She had her fingers looped through the chain-link kennel door.

      Most of the time when a new animal came to WOW, the staff sprang into action to take care of it, especially if it was injured or sick, and nobody had time to stand around fawning over new arrivals that weren’t in need of immediate medical intervention. But it wasn’t every day that they got a fennec, with its enormous satellite dish ears and curious, scheming expressions. When Syd brought Sonic in, everyone stopped and circled around.

      “Only if you want to adopt him,” Syd teased Tara. “We should let him get used to his surroundings for a bit, and then he’ll need a complete check-up. I doubt Mrs. Johnson’s kid did his research, so I’m mostly concerned about possible malnutrition, though Sonic seems healthy enough.”

      As if to prove her point, the little fox let out a bark and launched himself at the gate, scrambling halfway up it and making Tara squeal with delight before he landed gracefully back on his feet. Then he went over to the bowl in the corner and helped himself to all the bugs in the dish.

      “Yup, he’s acclimated,” Danielle, the director of the rehabilitation center, said with a chuckle before she headed back to her office, wordlessly dispersing the rest of the staff in the process.

      Tara followed Syd back to the office side of the building and to her desk, which was within shouting distance of the dispatch station where Tara sat.

      The majority of the large, converted warehouse where they worked was dedicated to the animals – kennels, exam rooms, a surgical suite, and an indoor play area for days when it wasn’t possible to take the rescue animals outside for exercise.

      The office space wasn’t much more than a cluster of desks, the director’s office, a conference room and a break room. Hardly anyone ever sat at their desks, but Syd had a few calls to make.

      “What are you going to do with him?” Tara asked as Syd sat down.

      “We’ve never had a fennec before,” Syd said. “They can’t live in the wild around here – much too cold – so we have no choice but to rehome him as a pet. Gotta find somebody who actually knows about foxes though. I don’t know which breeder the Johnson kid got Sonic from, but they clearly only cared about making money, not finding appropriate homes for their animals.”

      “Way too many of those out there,” Tara said, letting out a sigh. WOW didn’t see quite as much of that as some of the private practice vets that Syd knew, focusing as they did on wildlife, but it was a problem that was only getting bigger as exotic pets became more popular.

      The dispatch phone rang and Tara walked away to answer it, and Syd swiveled in her desk chair, picking up her own phone.

      Her first call was to a fellow rehabber that she’d met a few years ago at the National Wildlife Rehabilitators’ annual symposium who happened to be a fox expert. She filled up an entire page on a legal pad with care, habitat and feeding notes, as well as some criteria that the two of them had come up with to make sure Sonic got placed in the right home.

      
        
        Lots of room outdoors to play and dig. Climate controlled habitat because fennecs are desert foxes. Willingness to spend time creatively hiding food because foxes are foragers. Commitment to care for Sonic for the next 10+ years.

      

      

      It was a long list that required a lot more than a typical dog or cat, and on top of that challenge, Syd was used to rehabilitating and releasing – not rehoming. For that reason, her next call was to Parker Rose-Wakefield, a friend who’d been successfully running a rabbit rescue for the last year and a half.

      “Hel-” Parker started to answer, then let out a little yelp followed by a laugh before finally finishing the word. “Oh?”

      “Hey, Parker, it’s Syd Young,” Sydney said, then laughed. “What the hell’s going on over there?”

      “Sorry… I was carrying a rabbit when you called and she decided to take advantage of my distraction to try to climb over my shoulder,” Parker explained. “It’s okay, Jules caught her.”

      “Oh good, you’re both there,” Syd said. Parker’s wife was a small-town veterinarian who did a little bit of everything – pets, exotics, large animals – and she’d helped Syd with rescues a number of times around Camden, where all three of them lived. “I could use some advice if you’ve got the escaped bunny situation under control.”

      “Sure,” Parker said. There was a crackle as she put Syd on speakerphone.

      “What’s up?” Jules asked.

      Syd told them about her newest rescue and explained the particular challenges of taking care of a domesticated fox. “I was hoping you’d have some rehoming advice.”

      “Don’t give him to any of our clients,” Parker said with a laugh. “I don’t know foxes but I know they don’t mix with rabbits.”

      “Check,” Syd said. “What else?”

      “I would insist on a home visit,” Jules said. “Since this isn’t a typical pet, it’s not unreasonable to ask to see the habitat, and you could take Sonic with you to get a feel for the potential adopter’s compatibility.”

      “Yeah,” Syd said, distracted as she scribbled down more notes.

      “And you said he has behavioral issues, right?” Parker asked.

      “That’s what Mrs. Johnson said,” Syd told her. “But I got the impression that she would have said that about any animal that didn’t sit quietly in a corner.”

      “Well, we’ve had our fair share of bunnies that were hard to adopt,” Parker said, and then she and Jules said in unison, “Cotton.” They laughed, then Parker went on. “One thing that’s helped a lot is bringing the bunnies into the house for some extra socialization before they’re ready to be adopted. If you can, you should make time to play with Sonic, figure out what his challenges are and get started on correcting them. He doesn’t have to be perfectly trained, but it’ll make him much more adoptable if he’s friendly and used to people.”

      Syd nodded along the whole time. “That makes a lot of sense. Maybe I can give Tara a new desk mate.”

      “What about me?” Tara called when she heard her name.

      Syd covered the receiver and answered, “I said Tara wants to adopt this fox, I can tell.”

      “Would that I could,” Tara called back. “My mom says if I bring one more animal home, I have to move out.”

      Syd uncovered the phone and said to Jules and Parker, “Thanks so much for the advice, guys. I appreciate it.”

      “Any time,” Jules said. “Hey, wanna get dinner with us this weekend?”

      “Sure,” Syd said. “Just text me.”

      She hung up and sat back in her chair for a minute. Half of her was strategizing the best way to make sure Sonic’s stay at WOW was as short as possible, and the other half was thinking ahead to dinner with Jules and Parker.

      She loved them both and they always had a good time, but it was impossible not to feel like a third wheel while eating dinner with a pair of newlyweds. It sometimes felt like being a voyeur in the middle of someone else’s date, and even though Parker and Jules never meant to make her feel that way, there was nothing two blissfully happy people could do to contain the love that seemed to ooze out of every word and gesture.

      It was sweet, it was the teeniest bit sickening, and hanging out with Jules and Parker was one of the rare times that Syd was reminded of how single she was.
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        * * *

      

      Syd spent the next few weeks trying unsuccessfully to find a new family for Sonic. She called every vet in her address book looking for leads. She’d asked all her friends to spread the word. She exhausted the list of possible foster families that her fox expert friend had given her, but no one had room for Sonic.

      She’d even put up an ad on Craigslist in a last-ditch attempt to find the perfect person who was waiting out there for Sonic to find her. That turned out to be a massive error in judgment – Syd was inundated with calls from people who knew less than she did about foxes and clearly weren’t up to the task.

      In the meantime, Syd spent as much time as she could with Sonic in between rescues and her other rehab work.

      She fed him his breakfast at the beginning of every shift and made sure he got a nutritious snack of tasty, crunchy bugs every afternoon.

      She made toys and games to keep him occupied in the otherwise sterile and dull confines of his kennel, and she made sure he had plenty of playtime in the big outdoor pen at the back of the building.

      Whenever he saw her coming, Sonic would climb the gate of his kennel, his bushy tail swishing back and forth in greeting. He was kind of a maniac, turning into a blur of sandy fur the moment Syd let him out, and she had to constantly monitor him to make sure he didn’t dig his way under the fence when they were outside, but once he got tuckered out, he’d curl up on her lap and let her scratch behind his ears.

      One afternoon when the sun was baking down on them and Sonic was napping with his chin on her thigh, Syd snapped a picture with her phone and posted it to the rehab center’s Facebook page with the caption, Not gonna lie, he’s a handful, but fox snuggles are the best. They could be yours if you’re ready to adopt ;)

      She wasn’t really expecting to get any nibbles from it, but a few minutes later, her phone pinged and Sonic’s head shot up, his ears alert.

      “It’s just a Facebook notification, buddy,” Syd told him with a snort. “You’ll get used to these things once you’re cultured.”

      She picked up her phone and that proved to be too much activity for Sonic. He shot up and darted across the pen, racing through the grass like his tail was on fire. Syd laughed and checked the notification.

      
        
        Looks like he already found his ideal snuggle buddy.

      

      

      It was from Marley, a vet that Syd had known since grad school. She laughed, brushing it off, but then a minute later, Parker chimed in to agree with her.

      
        
        Just take him home already – you know you love him.

      

      

      Syd watched Sonic race around the enclosure. He jumped up on things and kicked off of them, bounded off the fences, and even darted across her lap when he’d completed the circle and went out for another one.

      She let out a sigh.

      She worked eighty hours some weeks and she was on call more often than not. There was dust an inch thick in some unused spaces in her house – that was how much time she spent there. She didn’t even have time for a girlfriend… how the hell was she supposed to make time for a half-wild fox?

      But when Sonic had spent all his energy tearing across the pen, he wound up back in her lap. This time, he crawled onto her outstretched legs, his body warming her shins and his chin resting just above her knees.

      He looked up at her with kind, loving eyes, and as she reached down to pet his big, fuzzy ears, she sighed again and said, “Damn it. I guess you’re coming home with me, you adorable little maniac. You really know how to pour the cuteness on thick, don’t you?”

      He looked innocently up at her and in her mind, Syd started working on a new problem. What would she need to fox-proof her house? How could she build an inescapable outdoor pen for Sonic to be comfortable in during her long hours at work?

      And what the hell would her brand-new neighbors, who’d just moved in last week and who Syd hadn’t had time to introduce herself to yet, think of a fox enclosure popping up in her back yard?

      The answer to that last one was obvious. They’d think she was a crazy fox lady.
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      “Mommy, can I go outside and play?”

      Adelaide Mercer looked up from the box of kitchen utensils she was unpacking and swiped at the sweat on her brow. Her son, Liam, stood by her side, looking up at her with doe eyes.

      He was eight years old and he almost never called her mommy anymore – not unless he wanted something.

      “Did you finish putting all your books on the shelves?” she asked.

      Liam looked away, in the direction of his new bedroom, then back at Addie. “Yep.”

      She shook her head at him. He was a good kid, but he’d picked up a few bad habits from her ex – including lying to get his way. Fortunately, he had a tell – he couldn’t lie and look her in the eyes at the same time – and so far, he’d never lied to her about anything big.

      Did you brush your teeth? What did you think of that broccoli? Did you finish your chores? Those were the types of white lies Addie had caught him in and she could forgive him because he was eight, because he was her blood, because he was stinking adorable… but Addie cringed every time she caught Liam in a lie because it reminded her of the bigger, more unforgivable ones that her ex, Rhea, told.

      I love you… forever. I’m all-in. I’m not going to apply for that job in New Zealand.

      Addie put her hands on her hips and asked her son, “Did you really?”

      Liam’s shoulders slumped and his voice took on a whining quality as he said, “I just have a few left!”

      “Then it won’t take long to finish,” she said, pointing him back to his room. “Hop to it, pal – it’s just the two of us now and we both have to do our part.”

      Liam shuffled back to his room, literally dragging his feet and causing a pang of guilt to constrict Addie’s chest. He was two weeks away from starting the third grade – in a new school and a new town. He was handling the move and the breakup really well and he should be allowed to be a kid for a while and just play.

      But letting him off the hook would send the message that lying was acceptable. It was probably too much to hope for that five years of Rhea’s influence could be undone in a couple of weeks, but Addie hated to think of Liam getting a reputation as a fibber in his new school.

      “Hey, Liam!” she called, the guilt still gnawing at her. “We’ll get ice cream as soon as we both finish unpacking our boxes, okay?”

      “I want mine chocolate-dipped!” he yelled back, his spirits instantly lifted.

      He must have been practically throwing his books at the shelf because he reappeared before Addie got to the bottom of her utensil box, telling her all about the sprinkles and gummy bears he wanted on top of his ice cream cone.

      “One or the other, kid,” Addie said, wrinkling her nose at the combination. “You don’t need that much sugar and I don’t want to watch you eat that kind of abomination.”

      She went with Liam to his bedroom on the other side of the small ranch just to be sure he’d actually finished the job and there weren’t books strewn all over the floor.

      There were packing boxes pretty much everywhere, even after almost a week in Camden, but that was life with an eight-year-old – there were never enough hours in the day to get the house in order. Once Addie reported for work at the new Amazon Fulfillment Center and Liam started going to school, the state of things around here would only get worse… but right now, ice cream was more important.
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        * * *

      

      The ice cream stand was just a couple blocks from their newly rented house and Addie had walked there with Liam a few times already.

      The first time, she insisted on holding his hand tight, still accustomed to the endless traffic and inconsiderate, oblivious drivers in the city. Going anywhere on foot in Granville was an invitation to a panic attack, especially with a small child who could get distracted and dart into traffic at any moment unless Addie had a death grip on his hand.

      Tonight, though, Addie let Liam walk a little ahead of her, jumping over cracks in the sidewalk and waving to neighbors who were out on their lawns.

      Camden was nothing like Granville. The neighborhood they’d moved into had all the charm of a small town, with the convenience of stores and doctors and entertainment in the budding downtown area just a short drive away.

      The streets were quiet here and everybody was friendly. Addie and Liam were even getting to know people already.

      “Hi Liam, hello Adelaide!” an elderly woman named Pearl called from her porch as Liam skipped past and Addie followed. Pearl sat there in a rocking chair most evenings, and she’d introduced herself the last time they made an ice cream trip.

      Addie smiled, impressed the woman had remembered their names. She was pretty sure none of her neighbors in Granville knew her name, even after almost a decade of living there.

      “Hi, Pearl,” she called back, waving.

      “We’re getting ice cream and I’m gonna get mine dipped in chocolate!” Liam shouted.

      Pearl laughed. “That sounds delicious – enjoy.”

      “Want anything?” Addie offered. “You know we’re coming back this way.”

      Pearl shook her head. “No, my son would have my hide if he caught me eating ice cream – diabetes, you know? But thank you, dear.”

      Liam slipped his hand voluntarily into Addie’s as they kept walking, and she had to suppress a grin. He was growing up fast – how much longer would he be willing to hold his mom’s hand? She decided right then and there to let him order sprinkles, gummy bears and any other disgusting, sugary toppings he wanted.
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        * * *

      

      Ten minutes later, they were back home. Liam had already devoured his cone on the short walk and had a ring of melted chocolate around his mouth, and Addie was savoring the last of a pineapple sorbet that really hit the spot in the late August heat.

      “Can I play now?” Liam asked, chomping at the bit.

      Addie laughed. “Yes, go play.”

      Like a horse out of the starting gate, Liam shot away from her, running around the side of the house to the back yard. There was a swing set back there with a slide and a set of monkey bars – left by the previous tenants – and Liam had quickly become obsessed with it, along with the novelty of having a yard in the first place.

      Addie walked a little slower, listening to him whoop and yell while he swung across the monkey bars. She meandered through the grass, taking her time and enjoying the brief moment of solitude.

      Liam was her whole life and had been since the moment he was born, but she hadn’t been a single parent since before Rhea and she forgot how rare alone time could be.

      As she walked, Addie observed the neighborhood. It was so peaceful out here, with the houses spaced generously apart and trees all over the place. She had neighbors on all sides, but this was nothing like the townhouse where she’d lived with Rhea in the city, where the neighbors were literally pressed up against them and she could hear other people’s lives through the walls.

      Addie joined Liam on the swing set. She sat down, gently moving the swing with her feet, and watched Liam race up the ladder, rocket down the slide, then do it all over again as if energy were a use it or lose it type of resource.

      Good, she thought. Let him burn off that ridiculous ice cream cone or he’ll never get to sleep tonight.

      The swing set overlooked the back yard of the house behind theirs, separated by a row of baby pine trees that hadn’t grown very tall yet. The cute little brick Cape Cod-style house was almost always dark and Addie was beginning to think it was uninhabited – she’d never seen the owner.

      But tonight, she noticed a stack of lumber and other building materials had appeared on the little stone patio behind the house. They must have been dropped off while she and Liam were busy unpacking, or even in the brief window between leaving the house and returning from the ice cream stand.

      “Hey, look.” She said to Liam. “Guess we have a rear neighbor after all.”

      “What are they building?” he asked, not even winded as he scrambled back up the ladder.

      Addie shrugged. “I don’t know. Looks like there’s rolls of fencing – maybe a dog pen, or a fenced garden so the deer can’t get to it?”

      “Or a bear pen!” Liam suggested.

      Addie laughed. “I doubt that. I don’t think chain-link would hold a bear.”

      “It’d hold a baby bear,” Liam said.

      “Well then, maybe we shouldn’t unpack our stuff so quickly after all,” she answered. “If a bear’s going to live next door, we might have to move.”
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        * * *

      

      Over the course of the next week, the pile of building materials slowly morphed into a structure. Every time Addie and Liam went outside to play, it was a little bit different, a little closer to completion, and yet they never actually saw the owner of the house.

      Addie and Liam were in and out of their own house a lot during the week, getting accustomed to their new town and stocking up on all the school supplies and clothes Liam would need for the third grade. Whenever they were home, Addie periodically glanced out the rear-facing windows, hoping to catch a glimpse of her neighbor and the construction project going on, but it seemed like nothing ever happened until they were away.

      “It’s definitely a bear pen,” Liam proclaimed when the lumber turned into support beams that suggested a square structure built right up against the house.

      “I suppose it could be,” Addie agreed. “Could be a pergola too, though.”

      “A what-go-luh?”

      She laughed. “Per-go-la. It’s for shade.”

      Liam considered, then frowned. “Why would anyone want that when they could have a bear pen?”

      “You got me there,” Addie conceded.

      There was rebar sticking out of the ground around the lumber the next time Addie looked – dozens of steel posts driven deep into the soil just a few inches apart.

      When the hell did they have time to do that? Addie thought. She should have heard all that hammering, unless her neighbor moved at superhuman speed and managed to get all that done in the hour and a half when she and Liam went into town to grocery shop that morning.

      “Hey, kid,” she called. “Come look at this. Your bear theory is starting to hold water.”

      “Really?” Liam’s eyes lit up as the two of them peeked out the window at the progressing structure.

      “See those pieces of metal sticking out of the ground?” Addie pointed them out. “I think that’s so whatever’s going to live in there can’t dig its way out.”

      “Awesome,” Liam said. “Can we go say hi the next time they’re working on it?”

      “Yeah,” Addie said. She was getting really curious – about the structure as well as her mysterious neighbor.

      She wondered if they were reclusive, purposely choosing times when none of their neighbors were around, and in that case she might never see them. She hoped that wasn’t the reason though, because a curious, slightly nosy little part of her was dying to know what kind of person built such an enormous animal pen directly onto the back of their house.

      A few days later, the chain-link went up. It was no typical fence – it went all the way up to the roofline, and Addie was perplexed to see that it formed the roof of the structure as well.

      “It’s almost ready,” Liam said one night while they were both on the swings.

      Addie no longer felt guilty about peeking into her neighbor’s yard – now she stared with undisguised curiosity, trying to figure out what kind of creature needed such a secure pen. Was it even legal to own something that could both dig and scale a twelve-foot fence?

      “What do you think it is?” Liam asked.

      “Well, I’ve gone from guessing a fenced garden to a pergola to maybe some kind of aviary,” she said, shaking her head, “but I gotta say, your bear theory is the only one that holds up.”

      “Yes!” Liam said, rubbing his hands together and cackling like some kind of evil villain. With a bear at his disposal, he’d be unstoppable.
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        * * *

      

      It was the night before Liam’s first day of third grade and Addie’s first day at the fulfillment center when they finally got their answer.

      The sun was just going down, Addie had sent Liam to his room to lay out the clothes he wanted to wear the next day, and she was washing the dishes after dinner. As she scrubbed melted cheese off a plate, she looked out the window over the sink.

      She couldn’t see much past the little pine trees from there, but she saw a distinct sign of movement from within her neighbor’s newly constructed pen.

      Addie’s heart actually skipped a beat – she was surprised by how invested in this mystery she’d gotten – and she looked a little closer. Liam was so calm and almost ready for bed – she didn’t want to sound a false alarm if it was just a bird perched on the outside of the fencing.

      But there it was again – a flash of light brown fur, an animal much smaller than Addie had been expecting. Definitely not a bear – Liam would be disappointed, but Addie was relieved.

      She left the dishes for later and walked down the hall.

      “What about this, Mom?” Liam asked, pointing to the jeans that Addie had bought for him earlier in the week and a vintage Green Day T-shirt that she’d passed down to him while they were packing for the move to Camden.

      “I don’t think your teacher is going to be impressed if you wear a shirt that says ‘Dookie’ on your first day,” she pointed out, going to the closet and pulling out a few more T-shirts for his consideration.

      She’d laughed when he rescued the Green Day shirt from her ‘to donate’ pile, and let him listen to the album while he wore it during the summer, but she drew the line at letting him wear it to school.

      Once they decided on a more appropriate
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efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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