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            THE MERRY SEASON

          

        

      

    

    
      “Go, go, go!”

      “Watch out! Duckkkk! Nooo!”

      Yusuf and his four friends, Frank, Joshua, Mark, and Robin, groaned as the level ended.

      “So close. We were so close,” Frank complained and then sighed.

      “Round two, let’s go again. We can win this time!” Mark pumped his fist in the air.

      “Yeah!” the others chimed in.

      Yusuf gripped his console tightly as the numbers counted down on the screen.

      Three. Two—
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        Yusuf and his group of four friends, sitting in front of a large flat screen TV, playing video games.

      

      “Guess what,” Mark said, “The new Nintendo MAAX will be available for sale in two weeks. Just in time for Christmas.”

      “Woah, WHAT! PAUSE THE GAME!” Yusuf shouted.

      The screen froze, and Yusuf stared at his friends.

      “Yep, I already put it on my What I Want for Christmas list,” Robin said, grinning from ear to ear. “And I’ve been doing all my chores, so I know I’m gonna get it.”

      “Me too. I haven’t left my dirty socks on the living room rug for more than a week,” Frank said in a serious tone.

      “I’ve been unloading the dishwasher,” Joshua added.

      “What have you been doing?” Mark asked Yusuf.

      Yusuf opened his mouth, but Joshua spoke first. “He doesn’t celebrate Christmas, remember?”

      Everyone in the room whispered, “Oh, right,” and became very quiet.

      Yusuf felt warm around his neck. He shrugged. “I’ll put it on my Eid list.”

      Except it’s six months away, he thought but didn’t say.

      The boys turned back to the game, but Yusuf couldn’t stop thinking about how six months was a long, long time away.

      “Yusuf! Your mom’s here!” Mark’s mom called out.

      “Aw man, already?” Yusuf grumbled. He logged out of the game and picked up his jacket. “We can play at my house next week,” he told his friends.

      “Yeah, awesome,” Mark said. “I love those triangle things your mom makes for us.”

      Yusuf frowned as he thought for a minute. “Ohhh. You mean samosas.”

      Mark nodded. “Yup, samoosas.”

      Yusuf laughed.

      “See ya!” Yusuf waved goodbye to Mark’s mom and left the house.

      He shivered as he ran towards the waiting car. The air felt like an ice pack on his skin. He wondered if it would snow soon.

      “Assalamu’alaikum, Yusuf,” Mama greeted.

      “Walaikumus Salam,” Yusuf replied. “Why are you here so early? I said to pick me up at six o’clock, and it’s only four.”

      “Sorry, jaan, but I had some free time, and Yusra really wanted to go shopping.”

      Yusra smiled at him and stuck her tongue out.

      Yusuf ignored her. “Well, why do I have to come? I can’t believe you picked me up because of shopping.”

      “Because Yusuf Rahim, your boots are too small, and it might snow any day. I’m not rushing you to the stores in the middle of a snowstorm. I want you to have boots before that.”

      “Okay, okay.”

      As they drove, Yusra began humming under her breath.

      “Stop humming,” Yusuf said.

      “Stop listening,” Yusra replied.

      “Agh.” Yusuf rolled his eyes.

      “Why are you so grumpy anyway?” Yusra asked. “Don’t you know, ‘tis the season to be jolly.”

      “It’s just the cold season for us,” he said. “Extra chilly.”

      This time Yusra rolled her eyes. “Ha ha, very funny.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            SILLY SNAPSHOT

          

        

      

    

    
      The mall was crowded with more people than at any other time of the year. Every inch of the mall was decorated with Christmas décor. There were wreaths, ribbons, ornaments, and lights draped over everything. The stores were blasting Christmas carols. And the festive cheer was as strong as the peppermint flavor in candy canes.

      All of this made Yusuf long for Eid. He wished he could press a fast-forward button to skip Christmas and jump to Eid.
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        A Christmas tree covered with ribbons, confetti, and spherical ornaments is placed outside a storefront inside the mall.

      

      Yusra skipped behind Mama while Yusuf lagged behind.

      They passed by a shoe store, and Yusra pointed to a pair of dark purple boots.

      “Oh, Mama, look, I want those!”

      Mama nodded. “Let’s go take a look. Come on, Yusuf, stay close, please.”

      Yusuf was about to enter the store behind them when something caught his eye. He stopped and turned. A group of people his age and older were crowding around a roped area. Something was on the table.

      Was it?

      It couldn’t be.

      Yusuf glanced at the sign above, and his stomach flip-flopped. He yanked the door to the shoe store open and whisper shouted, “Mama!”

      “We’re here, jaan,” he heard Mama’s voice from one of the aisles.

      “Mama, I’m just checking out the new Nintendo. I’ll be right back.”

      “Don’t take too—”

      Yusuf didn’t wait for Mama to finish—his feet were marching him right over to the line.

      “It looks even sleeker than in the pictures,” he heard a boy say.

      "It’s the most lightweight system but with the fastest uploading times in the market,” a teen girl was excitedly telling anyone who would listen.

      Yes. It was the new Nintendo MAXX.

      Yusuf’s mouth dropped open. He stepped into line, his hands shaking.

      Just then a woman dressed as an elf appeared. She clapped her hands and announced, “Hi, I’m Sally, and I’m Santa’s helper today! Who would like to be the lucky winner of the new Nintendo Maax? Enter the raffle for a chance to win!”

      Wow! Yusuf almost jumped up and down. Maybe he wouldn’t have to wait for Eid after all.

      Oh Allah, please let me win this. I’ll fast all the days of Ramadan!

      The line inched forward. Yusuf tapped his foot impatiently.

      “Hey, Yusuf,” a quiet voice said behind him.

      “Oh, hey, Nate.” Yusuf turned around and was surprised to see the quiet boy who sat in the back of his class at school. “Didn’t know you like video games, too.”

      Nate shoved his hands in the pockets of his pants. “Yeah, I do.”

      “Next!”

      They were almost close enough to touch the new Nintendo.

      “I can’t wait,” Yusuf burst out. He sighed. “I bet you have it on your Christmas list, too.”

      Nate shrugged and looked away.

      Yusuf frowned. “Something wrong?”

      Nate kicked the floor with his shoe. Yusuf noticed the shoe was old—it had scuff marks around the toe, and the color was faded.

      “Not everyone’s parents can afford that for Christmas,” Nate said. “My old Nintendo stopped working, and I miss playing video games. If I win, this will really be the best Christmas ever.”

      “Next!”

      Sally, the elf, smiled at Yusuf. “Would you like to enter the raffle?”

      Yusuf nodded. “You bet.”

      “Great! Take a picture with Santa, and your name goes in the raffle.”

      “Huh?” Yusuf stared. He’d been so focused on the Nintendo that he hadn’t noticed the photographer and the smiling Santa a few feet away.

      “This way.” Sally pointed.

      Yusuf’s eyes jumped from Sally to the Nintendo to the Santa.

      “Uhh, I don’t celebrate Christmas.”

      Sally put a finger to her chin. “That’s okay! Taking a picture is the fun part of the raffle!”

      Yusuf’s mouth went dry. He swallowed. What if someone saw the picture of him with Santa Claus? “Uhhh, can’t I just enter the raffle without taking a picture?” he asked.

      Sally shook her head. “I’m sorry, but your name can’t go in the raffle unless you take the picture. You don’t have to buy any of the pictures unless you want to, and you still get a chance to win the latest Nintendo!”

      Yusuf eyed the sleek game console. It sparkled and gleamed in the Christmas lights.

      Yusuf thought hard. Christmas celebrated Jesus Christ. Jesus in Islam was known as Prophet Isa (allayhi salaam). Muslims did believe in him…just with a different name. And Santa wasn’t even real, just some guy in a costume. Surely, there was no harm…

      “The line has to keep moving,” Sally said. “You can exit that way.”

      “No! I’ll take a picture,” Yusuf quickly said. The words seemed to hang in the air, too late to snatch them back.

      “Great!” Sally clapped her hands and held out a slip of paper.

      Yusuf scribbled his name and Mama’s cell number and handed it back. Sally stepped aside, and Yusuf dragged his feet towards the waving Santa.

      Santa draped his arm around Yusuf. “Big smile, ho, ho, ho!” he laughed.

      “Say, Merry Christmas!” the photographer yelled.

      Yusuf made a face, and the camera flashed.

      “Here ya go! If you’d like to order, the available sizes and website are on the back,” the photographer said, giving Yusuf a small photo.

      “You’ll get a call if you win. Thank you, and goodbye!” Sally said.

      Yusuf shoved the picture into the back pocket of his jeans.

      Nate was walking over to Santa. He waved to Yusuf. “Bye!”

      Red in the face, Yusuf choked out a bye and hurried away.

      Mama and Yusra were standing in front of the store, scanning the people walking by.

      “Yusuf!” Mama hurried over, her voice loud with concern. “What took you so long? I was getting worried.”

      “Sorry, Mama, I just got caught up checking out the new Nintendo. It looks even more amazing than I thought.”

      Mama sighed. “Come on, I found a pair of boots you may like.”

      Yusuf followed Mama into the store and tried on the boots she handed him. But they all felt too tight at the toes, just like his heart—it felt like it was being squeezed.

      Had he done the right thing?

      It was just a silly picture… that could make him win big.

      “It’s almost time for maghrib salah,” Mama said, checking the time on her phone. “We’ll have to come back another time for you, Yusuf.”

      “Yeah, what’s wrong with you?” Yusra said, waving her hand in front of Yusuf. “Your mind seems miles away.”

      Yusuf shrugged. “Nothing. Let’s just go home.”

      As they left the mall, Yusuf decided to forget about the picture. He probably wouldn’t win the Nintendo anyway.
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      “Assala’mualaikum, we’re home!” Mama said as they entered their house.

      “Abbu, look at my new boots!” Yusra said, kicking her shoes off and running inside while holding the box out.

      Yusuf mumbled salam and headed towards the stairs to go up to his room.

      “Yusuf, let’s go to the masjid for maghrib,” Abbu called out to him.

      “OK,” Yusuf replied. “I’ll go make wudu.”

      “Is everything okay with him?” Yusuf heard Abbu asking Mama.

      Yusuf paused on the staircase, waiting for Mama’s answer.

      “I’m not sure, but he was really quiet on the drive home.”

      Yusuf hurried to the bathroom next to his room. The cold splash of water refreshed him as he washed up for prayer. Even if he won the new Nintendo, there was nothing to worry about as long as his parents never found out about the picture with Santa.

      He reminded himself he was not going to think about it. He put a smile on his face and entered his bedroom to get his topi.

      When Yusuf came down, Yusra was sitting on the bottom step, her chin in her hands.

      “What are you doing?” he asked her, nudging her with his foot.

      “Ew,” she said, moving away. “Your socks are stinky.”

      “No, they’re not. I took out a new pair today!” Yusuf jumped the last step.

      “Tomorrow’s Sunday. What are you going to do, Yusuf?” Yusra asked.

      “My friends might come to play video games.”

      “BO-RING. I’m going to ask Mama to drop me off at Amanda’s. Hey, there’s something sticking out of your pocket.” Yusra stood and plucked the photo out from Yusuf’s back pocket. “HUH? Yusuf, is that you?” Yusra stared at the small photo.

      “Hmm? What’s that, Yusra?” Abbu asked, keys jingling in his hands, topi on his head as he stopped next to her.

      Yusra held out her hand, and Abbu bent forward to look.
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        The photograph of Yusuf with Santa.

      

      It was as if time had slowed down. Yusuf’s heart felt like it was going to jump out of his chest. His hands got sweaty as Abbu looked up, his eyebrows raised, and his mouth opened with shock on his face.

      “When did you take this picture, Yusuf?” Abbu asked.

      “Uhh, I can explain—”

      “Mooomm!” Yusra shouted. “You’ve gotta see this! Ohmygod this is so funny but not funny at the same time.”

      “What’s going on?” Mama rushed toward them, kitchen towel in her hands.

      Yusra hopped around Mama, waving the photo.

      “Yusra,” Abbu said firmly. “Calm down. Come on, Yusuf, let’s walk to the masjid.” Abbu put the car keys down and slipped on his sweater and shoes. He turned around and looked at Yusra who was still standing by the stairs, giggling at the photo.

      “Yusra, please give me that and come with us. You should hear this, too.”

      Yusra crossed her arms. “But I didn’t do anything.”

      Abbu held his hand out, and Yusra dropped the photo onto his palm. “Yusra,” he said in a warning tone. “We can learn from other people’s mistakes so we don’t repeat the mistake.”

      “Okay, okay,” Yusra said, zipping up her coat again.

      The three of them left the house.

      Abbu looked more disappointed than mad, so Yusuf decided to come clean.

      “Hey, Abbu, remember that new Nintendo that’s coming out that I told you about? Yeah, so they had one on display at the mall, and it was a raffle prize! So, I got in line, and I didn’t know, but you had to take a picture with Santa for your name to go in the raffle… but I didn’t know until I got to the end…And…” Yusuf stopped.

      Abbu cleared his throat. “And you really want this Nintendo and thought a picture with Santa wouldn’t be too bad and just took it?”

      Yusuf shrugged. “Yeah. I thought…we do believe in Prophet Isa….” His voice trailed off.

      “What do you think, Yusra?” Abbu asked her.

      “Hmm, Yusuf is right. We do believe in Prophet Isa allaihi salam! But I didn’t participate in the Secret Santa gift exchange at school because you told us not to, which made me sad. I mean, we were just exchanging gifts.”

      Abbu put his arm around Yusra’s shoulder and gave her a squeeze. “I’m sorry you were sad. Let me explain; yes, we believe in Prophet Isa allaihi salam as a messenger of Allah. On the other hand, Christians call him Christ and think he is Allah’s son. Even though Prophet Isa allaihi salam is special to us, that Christmas belief is very different from how we believe in him, isn’t it? Don’t you think that goes against our faith?”

      Yusuf and Yusra nodded.

      “That’s true. That was one of the first things we learned in maktab class, that Allah is One, with no family and no children,” Yusuf said.

      Abbu smiled. “Exactly. And what’s Christmas all about, Yusra?”

      Yusra stopped by a house decorated for Christmas. She pointed to the statue of a woman and elderly man looking at a baby in a cradle that was in their front yard.

      “The birthday of Christ?”

      Abbu nodded. “Christmas is all about celebrating how Christ is the son of God, astaghfirullah, and so that’s why it’s not allowed for us to celebrate Christmas or anything to do with Christmas, like Santa.”
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        Yusuf, Abbu, and Yusra walk to the masjid.

      

      Yusuf and Yusra were quiet the rest of the way to the masjid as they thought about what Abbu said. When they arrived at the masjid, they removed their shoes and entered the prayer area.

      The moment Yusuf stepped onto the carpeted area, a deep sense of peace wrapped him in a warm hug. They sat down, and Abbu turned to them.

      "Yusuf, Yusra, I want you to remember,” he said, “our imaan is like a diamond. And we want it to sparkle as best as it could.” Abbu put his hands on their chests, where their hearts were. “Can you think of ways we can polish our Imaan?”

      “Easy,” Yusuf replied. “By praying salah, reading Quran—"

      “Giving charity, being good Muslims!” Yusra interrupted.

      Abbu nodded. “Exactly. Those are things that are related to our religion, and they make us stronger. Christmas and other holidays celebrate things that don’t polish our imaan, so we shouldn’t celebrate it.”

      “What about spending time with your family during the holiday break and  exchanging gifts?” Yusuf asked.

      “Yes, these are all good values that make us good Muslims. We should definitely spend time with each other and give gifts, but we don’t have to do it only during Christmas. We should do that throughout the year.”

      Abbu stopped talking as the adhaan began. They listened to the strong, calming voice and then stood as the call to prayer ended. It meant that the prayer would start soon.

      After maghrib salah, Yusuf raised his hands.

      “Oh Allah, I know Christmas is something we don’t celebrate. Please forgive me for taking that silly picture. But I really want a Nintendo, so please, please allow my parents to gift it to me for Eid. Or,” he paused.

      Yusuf had a goal to finish reading the Qur’an. He had sixteen surahs left; if he worked really hard, he would be done way before Eid. Mama and Abbu had promised him whatever he wanted if he memorized the entire last chapter of the Quran.

      “Please let me get one when I finish memorizing my juz amma. So please, help me finish memorizing it!”

      Yusuf smiled. He felt much better and lighthearted as they left the masjid.
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      A few days later, Yusra found Yusuf in the kitchen. His eyes were squeezed shut as if in deep thought.

      “What are you mumbling to yourself?” Yusra asked, poking him from behind.

      “Go away. I’m learning my surahs,” Yusuf said, opening his eyes. He looked at the juz amma open in front of him on the kitchen table.

      “Ohhhh,” Yusra said, amazement in her voice. “MashaAllah.”

      Mama’s cell phone rang. Yusra grabbed it from the kitchen counter and answered it.

      Yusra frowned and then said, “Yes, he’s here,” as she handed the phone to Yusuf.

      “Who is it?” He asked, taking it from her.

      Yusra shrugged. “Dunno.”

      “Hello?” Yusuf said.

      “Hi, is this Yusuf Rahim?”

      “Yes.”

      Mama entered the kitchen, asking, “Was that my phone ringing?”

      “Congratulations!” the lady on the phone said. “Your name was picked in the raffle for the brand-new Nintendo MAXX!”

      Yusuf sprang up from his chair, causing it to topple backward.

      “I—I won?” he whispered.

      Mama turned to Yusra. “Who is it? Didn’t we talk about you answering my phone?”

      Yusra smiled sheepishly. “I was waiting for Amanda’s call.”

      “Shhh!” Yusuf hushed them as he listened to the instructions.

      “…will be sent by mail. Is there a parent I can speak to?”

      “Ye-yes.”

      With shaking hands, Yusuf handed the phone to Mama.

      “Hmm. Ah yes, thank you,” Mama said into the phone. Then her eyes widened. Mama gave them their address and hung up.

      Silence fell in the kitchen.

      “I won,” Yusuf croaked. “I actually won the Nintendo!”

      “You won?” Yusra gasped, her hands flying to her mouth.

      But Yusuf didn’t feel excited. The excitement was there, blowing up like a balloon but then deflating before the balloon could be tied.

      “What was that loud noise?” Abbu finally stepped into the kitchen. He looked at the chair on the ground, and the surprised looks on everyone’s faces. “Uh…what’s going on?” Abbu asked.

      “Yusuf won the raffle for the Nintendo,” Yusra announced.

      Abbu’s eyebrows flew up. “Oh, wow. SubhanAllah. What are you going to do, Yusuf?”

      “What am I going to do?” Yusuf repeated, scratching his head.

      Count the days until it arrived in the mail and then invite his friends over and play all evening, he thought but didn’t say.

      “Let’s sit down,” Abbu said. “You too, Yusra.”

      The family sat at the dining table, and Yusuf picked up his chair.

      “We’re excited for you that you won,” Abbu said, “and we won’t tell you not to keep it. But I want you to ask yourself, is winning something that made you do something against our faith really winning?”
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      A few days later, the Nintendo arrived. Yusuf fell to his knees and hugged the box in the living room. Abbu and Mama watched with their arms crossed. Yusuf knew they were expecting something from him.

      “Is it here?” Yusra asked, skipping into the living room.

      Yusuf nodded.

      Yusra clapped. “Wow, what are you going to do?”

      What was he going to do?

      The clock tick-tocked, tick-tocked, and tick-tocked in the silence. Yusuf took a deep breath. He knew what to do. He had had five days and eight hours to think about it.

      He walked over to Mama and Abbu.

      “Mama, Abbu,” he said. “I’m really happy I got this. But I want to give the Nintendo to a boy in my class—”

      “SubhanAllah!”Yusra gave a shout of surprise. Yusuf Rahim giving away a Nintendo!”

      “Yusra, let him finish,” Mama shushed her.

      Yusuf continued, “—his name is Nate, and he likes video games, but his family won’t be able to afford a new Nintendo for him.”

      Mama and Abbu looked at each other and then at Yusuf. Their eyes sparkled, and they had the biggest smiles Yusuf had ever seen. They hugged him.

      “We’re so proud of you!”

      Yusra joined in the hug. “Me too, mashaAllah.”

      “But I’m putting it on my list of what I want when I’m done memorizing my surahs,” Yusuf said and laughed.

      “Of course!” Abbu said, winking.
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        * * *

      

      The next day at school, Yusuf showed up early with a wrapped box. He put it on Nate’s desk with a note.

      “An early Christmas gift?” Ms. Scott, Yusuf’s teacher, asked.

      “I don’t celebrate Christmas, so not a Christmas gift, but just a gift for someone who needs it,” Yusuf replied.

      Ms. Scott smiled. “That’s sweet of you, Yusuf.”

      When Yusuf’s classmates entered the classroom, everyone noticed the wrapped gift. They oohed and aahed and wondered about it. Yusuf sat at his desk, drumming his fingers on the table.

      Finally, Nate rushed in, his hair messy and breathing heavy. The classroom became quiet, and everyone watched as he made his way to his desk. Nate was beet-red by the time he reached it.
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        A polka-dot gift-wrapped box sits on Nate’s desk.

      

      He picked up the note and read it quietly. Yusuf hid a smile as he remembered what he had written.

      
        
        To Nate,

        You deserved to win. Have fun playing!

      

      

      Nate looked down at the wrapped box with big eyes.

      “Open it!” Mark said.

      “Yeah!” the rest of the class cheered.

      Nate tore the wrapping paper and stopped. He gasped, then tore the rest of the wrapping paper as fast as he could.

      “WHAT?” Mark jumped up. “Is that a—?”

      Joshua and Robin stood up also. Yusuf’s friends crowded around Nate’s desk, all

      talking excitedly. Nate looked up from the crowd around him to stare at Yusuf.

      Yusuf grinned and joined them.

      “Thank you,” Nate whispered to Yusuf.

      “Can we come over to your house and play together?” Mark asked. “I can bring the game!”

      “Um,” Nate hesitated.

      “You can bring it over to my house, and we can play,” Yusuf offered. He elbowed Mark. “My mom will make lots of samosas.”

      “Sure,” Nate said, relieved. “I’d like that.”

      “All right, boys, back to your seats,” Ms. Scott said. “Let’s start class.”

      Yusuf went back to his seat. He glanced to the back of the classroom and saw that Nate wasn’t slouched in his seat. Instead, he was sitting upright and smiling, a hand on the Nintendo box on his lap.
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        * * *

      

      When the school day was over, Yusuf and Yusra waited for Abbu to arrive. They watched Nate walk down the block, carrying the Nintendo home.

      “Are you sad?” Yusra asked Yusuf.

      “No,” Yusuf said, and he meant it. He didn’t feel upset about giving it away. “I feel good about it,” he added.

      “That was really strong of you,” Yusra said. “Insha-Allah, you’ll have one of your own soon.”

      “Thanks, Yusra,” Yusuf said.

      Before turning the corner, Nate turned around. He looked back and saw Yusuf. “Bye, Yusuf!” he shouted. “And thanks! Can’t wait to come over.”

      Yusuf waved back. He had won something, after all. A friend.

      
        
        THE END.
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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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