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      They call me Zack Jauntly, and as my surname suggests, I really went on a strange, mind-altering journey. The day before all of this began, I was seated in a far corner of a silent bar, having a coffee with what I call my “agent.”

      I say to him, “I’m so depressed it hurts—my nervous system is in pain. It’s like a clenched fist squeezing the life out of my heart. I’ve been in this job too long. It’s killing me.”

      “That’s the nature of our job. I’m afraid it comes with the territory. I need to know if your shop is still open and not how your demons are suddenly haunting you.”

      “Yeah, it’s open. What have you got?”

      The agent reaches down to his satchel, which is on the ground in a tidy, upright position, picks out a file, and hands it to me. “There, your next assignment, and no, it will not do much for your mental health.”

      I’m instinctively drawn to the picture of a man that’s attached to the file by a paperclip. The picture is striking to me because I believe the man to be a mean-looking son of a bitch. “What’s he done?” I ask.

      “He was a crooked cop. He went after a pretty young woman and began harassing her husband when she rejected him. The husband since took his own life because of the pressure. He got off—the cop did, that is.”

      “I think I’m gonna enjoy taking this jerk out,” I reply as I fold up the file and place it inside my jacket. I get up and leave the older man, who finishes his coffee.

      Outside the bar, I look carefully around, scanning the vicinity for any hostile enemies lurking in shadows who may be seeking revenge for contracts I carried out in the past. The coast seems clear, and I continue to my old car, a beaten-up Corvette. I get inside and drive off. Later that evening, I am with my girlfriend in her bedroom at her apartment. Her name is Zoe. We were together intimately, and I light a cigarette. I gesture to Zoe to light up too. She pushes it away.

      “I don’t think that’s a good idea now.”

      I laugh. “Why? Are you pregnant or something?”

      “Yeah, I am.”

      I’m stunned. The next day, I am spying on the cop—my next contract. The cop gets inside his squad car and drives off. I presume he is heading for the police station on his way to work. I follow him. As we make our way downtown, the cop never notices that I’m following him. He pulls up beside a group of what seem to be drug dealers—they have unsavoury impressions of themselves, judging by their poor hygiene and attire. I park a respectful distance away, take out my binoculars from the glove box, and peer through them. I witness one of the gang members handing the cop a large envelope, probably a payoff so they can carry out their nefarious deeds. The cop takes the filthy cash, returns to his car, and drives off. I continue to follow him.

      We are now both outside the police station, where I can see him picking up his phone to answer an incoming call. He drives away from the police station, never entering it at all. I presume this to be odd and believe he is on a case where something has come up. I remind myself that I am on a contract and have to carry it out, so I continue following him. The cop drives all the way out to a block of middle-class apartments and gets out. I remember that one of the cop’s girlfriends lives there, so I quickly take out the file for the apartment number. The cop heads to the entrance of the apartment block, only to be subjected to a diatribe of abuse from a young woman. She is yelling and screaming at him. Was he doing the same to this young woman as he was to the other couple that was the reason for his current contract? I think to myself.

      The cop makes a gesture with his hand, signalling that he can’t listen to her complaints and heads back to his car. Realising that the coast is clear, and this is my opportunity to take him out, I pick up my revolver, which I keep well concealed in my coat, and point the weapon at the cop. I squeeze the trigger and fire, only the young woman comes out of nowhere. As the bullet impales her flesh, I dive into the murky depths of unforgiving despair. When I realise I’ve killed this woman, I throw the weapon into the back seat and speed off. As I try to escape, my driving is erratic, and the thoughts flooding through my mind are that I’m the bad guy now because I screwed up and broke the cardinal rule—no women and no children, only evil men.

      Much later that evening, I hide in my cabin in the woods outside the city. I frantically pack a suitcase and delve through my stash of fake passports as I plan to leave the country by tonight. I head over to the drinks cabinet, take out a bottle of tequila, and gulp some of it down. I am sweating as it is a very humid evening, and I am hysterical with worry and fear. I look under my bed, pull out a can of gasoline, and douse the cabin. I leave the gasoline-saturated wooden cabin, light a match, and hurry to my car, carrying a small suitcase. The cabin goes up in flames suddenly. I can feel the heat emanating from the blaze. I get inside the car and drive off. As I make my way down the hill, the car starts to break down, so I slow down and get out, carrying the suitcase with me and the bottle of tequila. I know I’ll have to sleep somewhere deep in the woods tonight and take my chances that nobody will find me.

      Staggering and falling against the bushes and trees, I scare an owl and fall to the stony ground, unconscious. It is dawn, and as the sunlight dazzles my eyes just as I open them, I vomit.

      “Are you alright, son?” a strange voice says, sounding as if it came from a Native American man.

      I turn around and see it is a Native American elderly man dressed in a Chief’s attire.

      “My apologies for getting sick on your land.”

      “That’s okay. I’m sure you can make amends for it somehow.”

      “Sure, no problem. I don’t suppose you could tell me the quickest way out of here?”

      “No doubt you’re lost. I can help you rediscover your path.”

      “Yeah, that’s right—a path outta here.”

      “The path I’m going to show you will take you on a journey that will enrich your soul.”

      I am agitated now because I’m very hungover and not having any of it. “For God’s sake! Enough of the Indian mumbo jumbo—just show me the way out of this fucking forest!”

      The Chief moves swiftly over to me and strikes me across the face. I am about to punch him back, but the Chief intercepts me and punches me instead.

      “You listen here! I know the reasons for your predicament. You caused the death of an innocent woman!” the Chief yells.

      “Are you here to take me out?”

      “No, you fool. I’m here to make it all better.”

      “Just how in the hell are you gonna do that, Chief?”

      “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe I’ll practise a little of that ‘mumbo jumbo,’ as you like to call it.”

      “Heaven knows it might help.”

      “Just stand back, and I’ll show you.”

      I finish rubbing my face and stand back up. The Chief brings me a few yards to an area of cleared forest. There is a fire burning in the middle of the ground, surrounded by small rocks. The Chief takes from his pocket a vial of blue-coloured powder and pours it into the fire. There is a whoosh of flames followed by bluish smoke and a quivering effect seen through the small plume of smoke.

      “What are you doing?” I ask him.

      He casually replies, “––Just manipulating the fabric of space/time.”

      “What?!” I say, astonished and incredulous.

      “The energy released from this vortex is literally handing you a gift. When you experience this gift, I want you to find me and tell me what you saw because maybe I’m right or maybe I’m so wrong.”

      “What?”

      “I said fuck off now.”

      I don’t wait around so the crazy bastard can do any more voodoo on me, so I run. It wasn’t long before I found my car. I drive off. Paranoid that I am too late to flee the country, I head for my downtown apartment. It is on the opposite end of the city. It is quaint, and when I get there, I hit the bed and sleep. That night, I have a crazy dream of a thirteen-year-old girl who was living in my home with Zoe and calling me daddy. Then there was a knock on the door. I went to see who it was, naturally. When I opened the door and, to my horror, it was the Chief.

      “You?!” I tried to utter, but I couldn’t speak properly.

      “It’s time,” he replied.

      “Time for just what?”

      “Depending on when you’re getting this message, all this should be clear to you. However, because of what I performed on you during our first meeting in the forest, the timing could be unpredictable.”

      “What are you talking about, man?!” I screamed at him.

      The Chief sighed. “To hand over her,” he says, pointing at my daughter.

      I knew that he wanted her for something no good, and at that moment the mere suggestion of handing over my flesh and blood to a person badder than I ever was wasn’t something I could ever humanly do. I yelled at him to get out. I then grabbed the child and held on to her as long as I could, and as fear of losing her washed over me, I cried.

      Waking up in my apartment, sweating profusely and very confused, why was I so adamant about holding onto a child? I decide not to think about it too much and get up to pour myself bourbon. The next day, I never leave the apartment. There is widespread revulsion being projected on the news reports of the murder of an innocent young woman that I am one hundred percent responsible for. I decide there and then to keep a low profile and do things like shopping for groceries online. I am basically housebound. I know that my so-called ‘agent’ is probably searching for me and, besides him, the police. I decide that I have to revise my original plan and try to flee the country or something else. This means calling up an old friend or more of a former colleague of mine.

      I pull out my backup cell phone that I call my ‘Master Phone’ from underneath the floorboards. It has the numbers of my colleagues who I can trust. I scroll down the contacts list and find one. It is the number of a man ten years older than me and specialises in damage limitation, and heaven knows I need damage limitation right now. His name is Kevin McKenzie, and I immediately dial his number. There is the dial tone, and I am becoming increasingly anxious and agitated as it continues to sound with no pick-up from McKenzie. I’m about to fling the phone across the room when he picks up. “Jaunt, strange, it sure has been some time.”

      Breathing in a deep breath of stale air and wiping the cold sweat off my forehead, he annoys me. He always, like most of my acquaintances, calls me by the nickname ‘Jaunt’, short for Jauntly. “McKenzie, are you open?”

      “I sure am. Where this time?”

      “At my second home. You know the one, as you were there a few summers ago.”

      “Oh, that’s right. I know it. I guess you wouldn’t be calling if it weren’t critical.”

      “Yeah, it’s ‘critical’.”

      “I’ll be there in three hours from now.”

      “Good.”

      The phone line sounds like he hung up abruptly and curtly. I breathe a sigh of relief and decide I can eat. The last thing I need is to have a low blood sugar level crippling my thinking as I’m trying to explain and understand McKenzie’s superfluous scientific methods of fixing problems. Last night’s dream or nightmare is now a forgotten memory in my mind. Instead, the burning issue racing through my head is: could I really trust Kevin McKenzie?

      After much introspective deliberation, I decide I haven’t much of a choice. When I recall the times he had double-crossed me, even more than I care to remember, I shudder. I always slept with my revolver fully loaded and underneath the pillow next to me, so I guess I would have to be just as meticulous when I deal with him. He is a sloppy individual but a consummate professional. Maybe he believes that his unkempt image, that he likes to illustrate right down to his poor hygiene, gives the impression that he is nothing more than a bum, and it affords him some kind of reassurance that instils confidence in his own personal skills. I never saw it like that, and thinking along those lines instils confidence in him from myself and that he will do the job the right way.

      Three hours pass, and I can see McKenzie’s van pull up outside. He gets out and spits on the ground, then obliterates the vulgar evidence by rubbing his right shoe on it. He looks up at the rundown high-rise and smirks to himself. All this I can witness clearly as I’m located midway up.

      He is insulted because he thinks everyone has a low opinion of him. I just don’t give a fuck about what people think of me.

      “Ok, Jaunt, you seem to be neck-deep. I have the solution, but first, I wanna see the dollars.”

      I search and drag a suitcase out from under the bed, take the key from my pocket and open it, displaying the cash. “Half your fee is there. The other half when you get me outta this sorry mess.”

      “Lovely,” he says, counting the money. “Jaunt, you’ll have nothing to worry about. I’m right on it. See ya in a month.”

      “A month?”

      “For the other half of my fee.”

      “Just make sure you get me off the hook.”

      He leaves and good riddance. The fridge beckons me. Grabbing an ice-cold beer to ease my thirst and frustration, I hit the sofa, stretching my aching limbs. I fall asleep and begin dreaming of being in the same house where I was in the dream last night. Zoe is preparing dinner. She calls the little girl to come to the table, only a teenager comes down the stairs. The little girl in my previous dream is now much older, and come to think of it, Zoe has aged too. It sounded like she called our daughter ‘Emma’. We each head for the table. I don’t know why I feel so hungry. Then Zoe asks, “How did work go?”

      I reply, “Fine.”

      Have I gone straight? I must’ve done. Then Emma nudges me. “Daddy, will you help me out with the calculus? It’s hard to understand.”

      “Sure. Maths is my speciality.”

      Zoe serves up a roast, and I absorb the aroma of a well-cooked home meal by my loving wife. The picture-perfect family scene is interrupted by the doorbell ringing. I immediately stop what I’m doing and head to the door to answer our visitor. I open the door, and it’s none other than the Chief I first became acquainted with all those years ago when I screwed up my last assignment.

      “You?!” I exclaim softly.

      “Hello, Zack. It’s time now. This is the end of your path. The path I put you on all those years ago.”

      “What do you want?” I ask.

      “I—we—require your daughter.”

      I look him in his stony grey eyes and see no emotional empathy for me or my family. Then, I cast aside the strong feelings of losing my only child and become just as cold as he is. “I will get her at once.” I say it as though I am devoid of even the merest human emotion towards my daughter, as if I am some kind of automaton.

      I return to the living room and grab Emma. She is frightened and yells. When we arrive at our front door, I just hand her over to the Chief and then shut the door. I can hear her obvious screams and remain impervious to her plight, with a stagnating indifference. I wake up.

      As earlier this morning, I am just as revulsed and self-loathing. I can’t bring myself even to the mere contemplation of surrendering the daughter I had in my dreams. These feelings amaze me because, in reality, I was in the mindset of wanting nothing to do with Zoe’s baby, even if it were mine. I am locked in a nexus of confusion and despair, like being pulled by the sombre gravitational forces of the worst emotions the macabre human psyche is capable of.

      I am disguised and outside the front door of Zoe’s apartment, carrying a bag of concealed cash. My revolver is in my jacket pocket in case anyone tries to take the cash, and I sincerely hope I don’t have any nonsense like that, as I’m in enough of a bother as it is. I am nervous, so I try to break this feeling of drudgery by glancing out the large window at the far end of the corridor. People are going about their business like nothing is wrong, but there is something wrong. I draw my eye to a large star or, more accurately, a spider-shaped structure in the distant sky. Nobody else appears to notice it—only me. I move closer to the window, catching a better angle of it. The people below are completely oblivious. It’s making a humming sound that is quite loud—loud enough for everyone to hear it—only they are not aware of it. I feel a static charge oscillate through my nerve fibres. It is at first discomforting, then somewhat pleasant. The door to her apartment opens. I’m startled, and when I look again, the structure is no longer there. I take off my wig as I’m sweating.

      “Zack, I thought I told you not to call again,” Zoe yells.

      I try to forget the previous moment’s mirage-like experience and look her in the eyes. “I want to do my share, contribute—that’s all.”

      She gestures to me to come inside with a look that says I’m a nuisance bothering her, but I go inside.

      “What’s with the get-up?” she asks, referring to my wig.

      “I have to keep a low profile for a while.”

      “I knew it! That you’re up to no good. Just why is it you’re here?”

      “I want to be a part of my child’s life. I want to know my daughter.”

      “How do you know it’s a girl?”

      Those dreams are right. She is having a girl. It must be a coincidence that I spoke without thinking, because of dreaming of a daughter I callously hand over to that strange Chief. He must have practised some kind of black magic on me, or none of this would be as weird as what I’m experiencing.

      She smiles. I race over to her, embrace her, and we kiss. It feels weird, like it does not focus my mind on the moment. That night I dream of a place where there are reptilian-like creatures who are grey-green, with average-sized heads, two large oval-shaped eyes, and medium-sized mouths. They also have wings. They are like creatures you would see in ‘50s B-movies. They open their mouths, breathing a vapour that surrounds them. I figure it must be to get nutrients to sustain them. This thing I’m experiencing is scary and unsettling. It puts shivers down my spine and gives me nausea.

      Two human males and three human females are being escorted by human-looking guards into the chamber. At the centre of this chamber, I can see a large circular-shaped bath containing what I think is electrified water. The human-looking guards have a strange luminous aura surrounding them. As they push the two men and three women into the bath, their screaming reverberates through the chamber, creating a morbid cacophony. I turn around and try desperately to wake myself up by slapping myself across the face. Curiosity motivates me to watch again as I cannot wake myself. Five of the avian/reptilian alien creatures move over to an adjacent alcove. They’re each separated by a thin sheet of translucent glass. The first one disappears as light dissolves it. This light fills each of the other sections of the alcove, dissolving the aliens. I can hear a deafening noise. I’m not sure if it is the combined screams of the humans and aliens as one or the energy forming over the bath. The mouths open, chanting that turns into unsettling, if not harmonious, singing. I’m scared as this seems so real. I’m immediately reminded of seeing horror movies about the supernatural, but they never rang true with me. But this does. That aliens are possibly real scares me even more.

      One of the human females levitates up from the electrified water. She opens her mouth and makes a cry like a banshee. Forked lightning-like streaks of fire hit her body, and she rises from the bath onto the floor. That aura, like the one emanating from the guards, is now visible, radiating off her. She sees me! I scream, “Help!”

      I wake up screaming and shaking and hit the bottle. “That fucking Chief! He gave me these dreams!” I yell.

      A few months later, I purposefully stayed away from Zoe for her own safety. She is now due in a month, and I don’t have the last instalment for McKenzie. All my money went on her and the baby on the way. Eight months later, Zoe has given birth to a baby girl, Emma, as she called her in one of my past dreams months ago. It’s our wedding day, and the ceremony has just finished. We’re heading out of the chapel. I know—a chapel, considering what I did for a living previously. But now I have turned over a new leaf and put all that nonsense behind me. I only ever took out the bad guys, except for that poor girl, but that was the crooked cop’s fault. I justify it all the time: human trash needs tidying up like all trash, and someone’s got to do it—so why not me? I won’t go into the bullshit about how governments take out bad people all the time because you know they do, and it had to be done or they would wreak havoc on the good people.

      Inside the limo, we opened a bottle of Champagne and toasted to our new future. Zoe’s mother took baby Emma for a couple of weeks while we went away. The driver seemed familiar—a peculiar familiarity that I couldn’t quite place. He changed route, and when I asked him why, he replied, “There are major roadworks the other way.”

      I thought nothing of it as they enthused me with such happiness. Then, as the journey became more familiar, I knew where he was taking us. He pulled up outside an abandoned warehouse, took out a gun, and instructed us to go inside. I knew who was waiting for me inside: the Agent, of course. He greeted us with smiles.

      The driver tied me and my new wife to chairs. He also gagged her. The Agent stared me in the eye. I knew what was coming. “Please, we go back a long way. Just let my wife go. She has recently given birth.”

      “Unlike you, Jauntly, I don’t keep loose ends. Vengeance is an exact science that yields the finest rewards. Oh, and I will find this rewarding. You screwed up royally, and now I must clean your mess up like I always had to do in some shape or fashion.”

      “What are you talking about? I always carried out my assignments proficiently and on time. I got the job done.”

      “You cost me! You fucked up so much with the hit on the cop that it brought heat on me. I don’t care about you taking out that inept idiot McKenzie. In fact, you probably saved me the trouble of doing it myself.”

      He takes out a knife, and by the look of his facial expression, he is going to use it. The driver is still pointing the gun at me. The Agent moves closer and is about to cut me when a cloud of blue smoke fills the room. I realise that it is the same bluish colour as the smoke when the Chief threw the blue powder into the campfire. As it billows across the room, the Chief comes out, followed by the snake creature. Zoe passes out. The snake creature slithers over to the Agent, opens his mouth wide, protrudes his sharp, slender tongue, and wraps it around the Agent’s head, throwing him across the room and slapping him against the walls. He’s dead. The Chief gestures with his right hand to stay back. I obey him. The snake creature turns its head completely around and releases a vapour—some kind of deathly energy—and it dissolves the driver. I turn to Zoe; she is still passed out. The creature comes closer. The Chief yells to it, “Down, Pushkeen! The damn fool has earth feline DNA somewhere in his ancestry, I believe.”

      He makes gestures with both of his hands, and it disappears. Here is my chance for answers, I realise. I move closer to the Chief. He grimaces, “Not before time,” and vanishes. Fuck! is my immediate thought, but I soon come to my senses and hurry over to my wife. I try to revive her, and she’s coming around. I say, “We have to get out of here now, darling.”

      I help her to the driver’s car, and we head home. A few of Zoe’s friends have a wedding party organised, and we play the role of newlyweds enjoying our special day, explaining to our guests that we would have to go on our honeymoon the following day as the plane had trouble. It was a blatant lie, but how could I explain that a snake-like creature almost ate us? I come clean. “I haven’t always led a straight life. I used to be a hitman. ‘Used to be’ are the operative words. Something strange happened to me not so long ago, and I’ve changed—a fresh start—I’m through with that life. And now we have nothing to worry about. The Agent, my former boss, is dead, and I’m now free.”

      “How do I know for sure that there won’t be any more skeletons from your closet coming back to haunt us?”

      “I know because I have eliminated them all.”

      She grabs my hand. “Promise me you will keep us safe?”

      “I promise.”

      Seventeen years passed, and one boring day at work as a security guard, I toiled at my duties—never anything out of the ordinary, just the boring routine of patrolling the entrance of who does and doesn’t go into the local hospital. Zoe was much frailer now, and Emma was a rebellious teenager. I was about to light up a cigarette when my butterfingers dropped it onto the pavement. As I was about to pick it up, an ambulance screamed past. It gave me the most head-pounding tension I could ever get from those loud sirens.

      The ambulance stopped, and the paramedics wheeled out the poor unfortunate victim. I could not see who it was, but as the paramedics wheeled the trolley closer, I dropped my cigarettes. It was Zoe. She was badly injured. I kicked myself to awaken myself and immediately rushed over to explain who I am. I followed them through the entrance. The paramedic told me she was in a car crash.

      “I need to speak to her!” I demanded of the doctor as she instructed the nurses to take Zoe to ICU.

      “This man is her husband. He works at this hospital as a security guard,” the nurse told the doctor.

      “Just for a few moments, then,” the doctor replied.

      I turned to my wife. She was all cut and bruised. I tried to speak but could not utter the words I wanted to say. She spoke instead, “Zack, don’t let them take her. It’s now the time to find the Chief.”

      The doctor quickly checked her vitals and determined death. I recoiled into myself. Not only had I lost my beloved wife, but in the instant she passed away, she revealed an earth-shattering revelation—or what I came to secretly believe in the dark recesses of my mind, a prophecy. I took a deep breath, knowing that I must now find the Chief. My first instincts were to go home and take Emma out of high school. Assuming that old bastard was still alive, I knew I had to get him to listen to me. The next morning, I set out to the forest where I first encountered him.

      I searched around the vicinity of the fire in the same forest where I first encountered him all those years ago. I had been here about two hours now and still no sign of him. Then, suddenly, as the moonlight was shining, I saw something in the dirt sparkling. I rushed over to dig it up. It was a vial that the Chief used before. I wiped it clean and saw it was half full of powder. Gathering up sticks and placing them into the ring of rocks, I made a fire. I took out papers from my pocket and my cigarette lighter and lit the fire. As it kindled, I added more sticks until there was enough of a fire burning. Then I took out the vial, pulled the cork off it, and poured the blue powder into the flames. There was a whoosh like all those years ago, and everything quivered as if phasing reality. I saw something coming out from the smoke. It was hard to tell what or who it was. “I thought I told you not before time!” a man yelled in a furious tone. The Chief emerged from the smoke.






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
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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