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      Scott Dawson’s life is shattering. His business has failed and his wife disappeared after discovering his infidelity. So when he sees his young daughter in the front yard talking to a man in an expensive suit, Scott’s convinced things can’t get any worse. He has no idea.
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      Craig’s hand crept across his leg. Tapping fingers like a flesh-colored spider moving across the tight denim of his skinny jeans. Inches before it reached his phone in the center console, the spider balled up and retreated back to his lap.

      He had promised his mother he wouldn’t touch it for the entire drive, but the constant notifications were making it vibrate, almost jumping out of the cupholder. He flattened his shirt tail and crossed his arms with a sigh.

      “That’s awfully tight,” his mother said.

      “What?”

      Her pale face was a mass of freckles attempting to congregate into one giant blotch across the bridge of her nose. Her hair — more gray than the ginger brown of her youth — blew around her in a wispy halo.

      She looked like everybody else on her side of the family, while Craig looked just like his grandmother. Instead of tall and ethereal like his mother’s people, he was shorter and darker like his father’s. Craig was proud of his Korean heritage, but he couldn’t count the number of times somebody had asked him if he had been adopted.

      Maybe if his father was still alive, there’d be less of a contrast between him and his mother. Two little white sisters with the family freckles didn’t help. Slight Asian features and auburn hair, people said they looked “exotic.”

      No matter how offensive it was to describe somebody that way, it wasn’t as bad as when he was described as just Asian.

      “That shirt,” his mother said. “It looks like body paint. And how many bracelets do you need?”

      He could hear the smile in her voice, but he still felt the memory of criticism. A dust of fear still clinging to the old arguments.

      His best friend had known long before he had dared tell anybody else. He told his sisters next.

      Then his mother pointed to one of his more outlandish outfits. “Do you want people to think you’re gay?”

      He had thrown his hands out in frustration. “Mom! I am gay!”

      She had fallen a step back as her hand rose to her throat in surprise. Then she nodded, as if finally figuring out the solution to a nagging problem. “Ohhhh … that makes sense.”

      And ever since that day, they had been good.

      But how easy would life have been if he wasn’t gay? Or if he didn’t look so different? Or if his father hadn’t gotten cancer just before Craig was born? Or if he didn’t feel beholden to his followers, pressured to keep putting out content for them no matter how he was feeling?

      As his phone continued to buzz and hum, Craig laced his fingers together in his lap. His mother was a great lady, and she deserved more from him than just his attention during the short drive to Jackson High. Like staying home and helping with the girls instead of spending a weekend with kids from school he could barely stomach on a good day.

      But the ad revenue on his LiveLyfe channel, Well Hyung Craig, was enough to cover rent and the car payment. Soon, it would be enough for Mom to quit her job. Help pay for his college. Braces for Sarah and Samantha.

      More bracelets for him!

      He held his arm up, making the colorful arrangement flutter around his wrist. “I’ve also got my smartwatch on. Practicality is important.”

      “What’s practical about it?”

      “Mom.” He pointed to the tiny screen. “It can track my sleep quality.”

      “And how is it?”

      He shrugged. “Seems okay. I don’t actually use it for that.”

      “Then what do you use it for?”

      “I use it to change tracks on Spotify when I have my Bluetooth earbuds in. My pants are way too tight to keep pulling my phone out all the time.”

      She laughed so hard the Caravan swerved over to bounce along the rumble strips on the shoulder.

      He’d come out to his followers right after the talk with his mother. Many people unsubscribed. Reported him to the LiveLyfe admins. Made videos of their own about how he was lying. Accusing him of clickbait for views. Saying he was trend chasing.

      And the comments …

      Craig had been bullied at school before for being too small, for his slanted eyes, for his feminine traits even when he thought he’d done a good job of hiding them. The usual hazing that felt like a part of life. But some of what he read from those people had left him hollow for days. Crying through his regret. Telling himself he should have stayed hidden.

      Then the comments began to change.

      He was strong. He was brave. He was an inspiration!

      Over the last month of summer, his content changed to reflect the demands of his new audience — misfits like him who were trying to find their place amid the confusion — and he was suddenly … “a hero.”

      Empowered by the empowerment he tried to convince his followers they had possessed all along. Convincing himself more than anyone else.

      Then the last year of high school. A senior smaller than many incoming freshmen. Confidence the size of the moon.

      New bullies. Some jealous because of his online fame. Some just because they hated “fags.”

      New friends. Some lured by his online fame. Some because they saw him for who he was. A young man forging ahead in spite of the dangerous waters.

      But through it all, from the beginning, was Katherine. She was his best friend because she loved him no matter what. The same way his sisters loved him. Nobody was more happy for him than Kat when he finally came out. Her face had crumpled into tearful joy as she pulled him into her arms.

      And then the first time he kissed a boy. Michael Hansen, a wiry frame topped by a rainbow mohawk. A wild two-week run that started as a glorious exploration of his freed sexuality. Ending in a sober talk about how he didn’t like the way Michael used him as an identifier. Name-dropping and coattail-riding and more in love with the idea of Craig’s minor celebrity than with Craig himself.

      A head-spinning first semester. A new boyfriend every two weeks. More money with every LiveLyfe statement. Grades slipping, then recovering. Even recognition from a few of the teachers.

      Mr. Betz, his AP Calculus teacher, grabbed his shoulder. “You are doing your people proud.”

      Craig kept his voice smooth. Held himself still under the man’s touch. “What do you mean, ‘your people’?”

      Mr. Betz shook his head in confusion. “Gay people.”

      And Craig realized Mr. Betz was right. His people. And they were proud of him. And he now had a responsibility to represent them.

      The boy-chasing slowed down, and the chip on his shoulder — the one he hadn’t even known he had carried — became a bit smaller.

      He made a promise to his audience. “Here’s how I make it through the tough times. I’ll help you get through ‘em, too.”

      Then he met Ira Odell.

      Studious, nervous, and gorgeous. A geeky light-skinned Black kid that passed for white, resentful of how he was dismissed by both races. He had a successful LiveLyfe channel where he streamed speed runs of Minecraft. Something even Ira’s own mother thought was a childish waste of time, in spite of his million followers that translated into thousands of dollars a month.

      

      MINECRAFT, BUT EATING DROPS OP LOOT!

      I BUILD AN UNDERWATER IRON FARM IN HARDCORE 1.18!

      I SHOW WELL HYUNG CRAIG HOW TO PLAY MINECRAFT

      

      Craig’s most successful collab to date. It spawned a series of videos that maintained high numbers. Earned him thousands of subscribers, his first true love, and his first real heartbreak.

      It was right when KyMera had come to campus with their new wearable tech and their Operation: Gen Z contest.

      Make a viral video. If it wins, you and the other streamers at your school get the chance to compete for a scholarship.

      Craig got them into the final round without even trying. He streamed his prom. Went with Ira, dressed in a traditional Korean bridal dress. His mother had clasped her hands in front of her, staring at him through her tears. “Craig … you are exquisite!”

      That part of the video always got ‘em.

      Ira wore a tux with a cummerbund that matched Craig’s dress. Held him to his side the entire night. But when it was over, and the cameras were finally turned off, Craig stood on his tiptoes to look into Ira’s dark eyes. “I love you.”

      The words felt like electricity on his tongue.

      Ira looked away with a nervous smile.

      And then one word that hit like a gut punch.

      “Thanks.”

      Craig didn’t remember the rest of the night. Except for sobbing into his pillow, the thick mascara streaking into black stains that looked like the image burned into an ancient burial shroud.

      He quietly broke up with Ira. Vowed he would put his audience first for a while, even as he took a break from streaming.

      Marcy and Selena put them across the finish line. A series of makeup tutorials that ended with an hour-long process of helping a burn victim with her hair and makeup on her wedding day. Jessica Mendel. Caught in a car fire after a drunk driver hit her head-on. Her face was a puckered mess, and her hands were near useless nubs of flesh.

      When Marcy and Selena were done, Jessica’s face looked almost whole again. Craig remembered wiping his own tears away at the transformation.

      KyMera had called a week later. Jackson High was the winner. Everybody seemed to forget it was his prom video that put them in the running while Marcy and Selena basked in the glow … and Craig was fine with it.

      Kat told him the people that mattered knew, but he had to admit that a video showcasing one of the worst nights of his life was better off overshadowed by something that ended in joy. Jessica Mendel and her dream wedding.

      Craig smiled to himself. “What a year.”

      “What, sweetie?”

      He pulled his gaze away from the blur of passing trees. “I don’t know. It just feels like the days are …”

      “Flying by?”

      “Kinda. More like they’re shrinking. Like I don’t have enough time for everything in my brain.”

      Her smile was wise. Almost smug. “It’s going to get a whole lot worse.”

      “What will?”

      “That feeling. Like you’re always in a hurry and never catching up. Especially when you get to be my age. But you’ll get a chance to slow down every now and again.”

      “Do you ever slow down?”

      She pulled into the school parking lot. The bus from KyMera was already there. Bags piled beside it. Some of his fellow “influencers” saying their goodbyes.

      “Not with you and your sisters running around like crazies all the time,” she said.

      Craig touched her arm as she pulled into a spot next to Jeff Roderick’s Durango. “I was just thinking.”

      “About what, sweetie?”

      Jeff walked around and leaned into the front window to give his mother a kiss on the cheek. He was a living sculpture of blond hair and muscle in his Jackson High Wildcats jersey. Then he returned to the rear window where his sister sat. She couldn’t move much. Strapped to her giant motorized wheelchair. Just her head rocking and nodding on her slender neck. Her angelic smile.

      Sweet and pretty and tragic.

      “You know,” Craig said. “Me being here at this dumb contest while you’re alone with the girls. I could stay home and help you out.”

      “With what? It’s not like they wear diapers anymore. Too young to date upperclassmen, and they know how to wash their own hoo-has.”

      “Oh, good Lord, Mom.”

      “I’m just saying, two thirteen-year-old girls are easier to handle than one seventeen-year-old Craig.”

      “Bullshit.”

      “And much like you, they aren’t too old to put over my knee.”

      He held his hands up in defeat. “Okay, okay.”

      “Besides, if you win, you can afford to go to your school of choice.”

      “I get it, Mom. But that school will still have to want me.”

      She leaned over and grabbed his face between her hands. Pulled him in for a kiss. He couldn’t help the giggles that burst out as their lips touched. He playfully swatted her hands away.

      Jumped out as the giggles claimed her as well. Spun to the back to get his backpack. “Thanks for embarrassing me, Mom.”

      “Hey!” she shouted, like she was letting the world know. “After you win this contest you can get your own car, and I won’t embarrass you in public anymore.”

      “Okay, Jesus.”

      “Be safe. Have a great weekend! Call me when you can.”

      “Of course.”

      She made a kissy face. “I wuvs you, Cwaigs!”

      He wouldn’t let her leave without giving her what she wanted. He owed her so much for all that acceptance and support. He pitched his voice into a piercing falsetto. “I wuvs you too!”

      She threw her head back with laughter as she pulled away. Her hand waving high out of the window. She was a tear-the-bandage-off-in-one-shot kind of gal. Get it over with and save the tears for later.

      Craig turned away to face the other kids with a smile he hoped didn’t look forced.
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      Kat appeared at his side almost by magic. Craig’s mother had barely left the parking lot when he felt her lean against him and give him a casual squeeze, her neck bent to rest her head on top of his.

      He dropped his hand to her waist and turned with her to survey the other students standing amid piles of luggage. He only had a change of clothes, three clean pairs of underwear, and his hair gel. One backpack and whatever hung around his neck. Marcy and Selena had a mountain apiece. Selfie sticks. Vapid grins into the camera lenses.

      He heard the whir of a drone. Looked up to shield his eyes as it fell to hover over the crowd.

      It turned to follow Alexander “Oz” Hollins as he did a kicky flip thingy over a bench. Craig knew all the tricking and parkour moves had names of some kind — Hyper 360, Swipe Knife, Front Tuck, Butterfly Twist. He’d just never bothered to learn what went with what. Oz would happily sit him down and cover each one in detail. Along with a selection of videos depicting every one of his wipeouts.

      Craig just honestly didn’t care, though he wouldn’t admit it out loud.

      Oz was obsessed with Australia, had long hair that made many a girl jealous, and was confused about his identity. Caught between what he wanted and what his parents wanted for him, and Craig had long ago decided to support him in his quest to discover who he was. Unless that support included how to identify the differences between a Hypertwist and a Shuriken Twist.

      Kat pulled her phone up, and Craig saw himself reflected on the screen. She had the camera set to mirror mode because she thought her face was asymmetrical, and seeing herself as others saw her made her uncomfortable. Craig thought she was beautiful, and was often as mystified as her when boys passed her up.

      “What’s up, guys! I’m here with Well Hyung Craig, just checking in.”

      It cracked him up to watch people fumble his channel name. People who didn’t know what “hyung” actually meant. Only tripping over the word that felt Asian, but sounded dirty.

      Kat had picked it up on her first try, and when Craig asked her why she didn’t have a problem with it, she’d looked at him like he’d asked why the sky was blue.

      “I love EXO Group.”

      He had shaken his head in confusion.

      “K-pop?”

      He shrugged.

      “They’re a South Korean boy band.”

      “And that’s how you know that hyung means ‘big brother’?”

      “Yep.”

      Best friends ever since.

      After spinning him around to give her followers a view of the parking lot where the other kids were doing much the same, she signed off with her usual, “See you later, guys!”

      Malcolm Cook whizzed by on his Onewheel electric skateboard. The mind of a brain-damaged juvenile stunt performer over the body of a marble statue, he was Jeff’s buddy. Craig suspected it wasn’t out of any genuine friendship, so much as sharing a water polo team and both having carved abs that drove the views up on their respective LiveLyfe channels.

      Jeff threw up his hand without looking. Malcolm’s high-five landed like their palms were made of magnets.

      Craig didn’t envy their looks. The muscles and the hair. The perfect skin that naturally bronzed in the summer. Straight teeth and hairless, streamlined legs.

      Not much, anyway.

      He really envied their casual physicality. How cool it was to just stick up your hand and have a high-five like it was meant to be there all along? Or to look good in every single outfit, even when you were slumming it? The attitude of appearing not to care, because they didn’t. When everything looked good on you, why pay attention?

      If you did it only drew attention. The wrong kind.

      Jeff had never bullied him, but Malcolm was often there with an errant elbow. A snicker and a pointing finger. Clever put-downs that proved he had a quicker wit than his grades might suggest.

      “I can’t believe their channels have the views to get them into this,” Craig said, barely avoiding a sarcastic sneer. “A bunch of teenage girls slobbering on the tops of their fur-lined boots, hoping for a glimpse of his shaved chest.”

      Kat blushed as she looked away.

      Craig choked back his laughter. “Wait. Are you one of those girls?”

      Her jaw firmed as she looked back. “Yes, I am. But I also subscribe to your channel, and you shave your chest too.”

      Craig pointed at Jeff’s back. “He shaves his chest. I just don’t have much hair. Naturally dolphin smooth.”

      She laughed. “Wow, thanks for putting that image in my head. Can you do a dolphin noise?”

      “Only in bed,” he teased.

      “Wow,” she said, rubbing her eyes. “I really need to bleach that from my mind."

      Before he could think of a witty comeback to keep the jokes going, Ira stepped into their huddle. “Did you guys see my GTA V video I posted this morning?”

      His usual smile seemed tired. Puffy eyes and shadows under his gaunt cheekbones. Craig grabbed his wrist and looked up with concern. “Were you editing all night?”

      Ira reached up and rubbed Craig’s shoulder. Still good friends after the prom disaster, even though Ira’s touch still sent a thrill through him. “Yeah, but it was a banger. Had to give the channel one more before the weekend.”

      “Won’t you be streaming most of this, though?”

      Ira shrugged. “It’s not the same thing. My viewers want gaming content. They don’t really care about the BTS stuff.”

      Kat didn’t have to push up on her toes to hug him. They were the same height, and Craig was standing in their combined shadow. “What did you do?” she asked.

      Craig was suddenly struck by how grown-up he suddenly felt when Ira returned Kat’s embrace with a kiss on the cheek. “I escaped five stars in an ambulance.”

      Craig sighed. “I don’t know what that means.”

      Kat smiled down at him before returning her attention to Ira. “I think you’re wrong. If you look at your comments, you’ll see a lot of people want the behind-the-scenes videos.”

      Craig pulled them apart. “Seriously, I don’t know what that five star thing is.”

      Ira shrugged as he met Craig’s gaze. “My fans still ask about you.”

      Craig kept his face still. Just a small smile of interest. “Do they?”

      A new voice distracted him from his question as Mia Wu skipped up to bounce off of Craig’s hip. “Is that shirt tight enough, Craigers?”

      She looked like one of her Gacha Life characters. Anime makeup and pink ponytails. Schoolgirl outfit that would certainly drive her views up.

      Craig had often wondered how many of her subscribers were dirty old men watching her streams to get a look at her low tops, but if he mentioned it to her, Mia would only stare back in confusion. She dressed that way because she liked it, seemingly unaware of its effect. Though she couldn’t be completely oblivious, as her videos and Discord were often flooded with lecherous comments.

      “It’s as tight as your skirt is short.”

      She grinned, batting her heavy eyelashes. “Then it’s perfect.”

      Ira pointed over Craig’s shoulder. “Is that the bus?”

      Craig turned to look at the giant OPERATION: GEN Z graphic plastered under the KyMera logo. He looked back at Ira with a frustrated shrug. “I don’t know. If only there was some kind of clue.”

      Kat nodded in agreement. “Yeah, like, I dunno, a sign or something.”

      Mia laughed as she dropped her bags in line with the rest. “This where it all goes? Like, will somebody load it for us?”

      While Ira rolled his eyes, Craig followed Mia to drop his backpack next to hers. She looked him up and down in confusion. “Why aren’t you making a video?”

      “Just taking a break, ya know? Besides, I’ll be streaming during the contest, whatever it is.”

      “Yeah, does anybody know what it is yet?”

      “Nope. Besides, I’m in enough of everybody else’s videos to slake the thirst of my audience.”

      She grabbed his hand as they walked back to their friends. “Ooh, slake. That’s a fun word.”

      Craig nodded. “Yeah, for some reason it sounds dirty.”

      Mia’s squealing laughter brought attention. She was almost his exact size, making it difficult for him to hide behind her. She was a tiny force of nature, dragging him into the light no matter how hard he tried to avoid it.

      He had no choice but to go along with it, but was saved the effort when the bus door popped open with a clanging hiss.

      The bus rocked with the driver’s weight as he tromped down the stairs. Clomping footsteps. Thick hands holding the door to the side as he stepped into the sun.

      He looked like he had filled up the entire interior. Gray hair gone to white at the temples, swept to the side from the hard part razored into his scalp. Neat goatee trimmed to reveal the hard angles of his jaw. Thick neck that led to powerful shoulders under a tight black T-shirt. KyMera logo stretched across his broad chest. Jeans cut loose for the sand-colored boots.

      “Afternoon!” Grinning with perfect teeth as he waved and stepped aside.

      “He’s a silver fox,” Craig breathed.

      Kat shrugged. “I guess.”

      “Okay, kids. Let’s say we start getting on board.”

      Malcolm snorted. “Kids?”

      The driver flapped his hand in a dismissive apology. “Sorry about that. You get to a certain age, and everybody’s a kid.”

      Even straightening to his full height, Malcolm wasn’t as tall as the driver. Nor as thick. Craig wondered if Malcolm was aware of the size difference. Or the way the driver was standing. Where Malcolm looked like he was trying to look big, the driver just was. Relaxed but ready. Ex-military. Or just a guy who knew how to handle himself. The kinda guy Craig bet never got picked on as a kid, never had to pretend to be more manly than he felt.

      “That’s cool, Grandpa,” Malcolm said.

      The driver’s smile slipped. Eyes narrowed, and a muscle in his jaw bulged. “The name’s Ray. I’ll be driving you to the site as soon as the rest of you show up.”

      Jeff stepped forward next to Malcolm’s false confidence. “Only one of you?”

      Ray shrugged. “There’s only twelve of you. I think I can handle a dozen kids.”

      Craig noticed the cameras and phones pointed at Ray. Saw his smile recover. Realized he was aware of the cameras too.

      Mia pulled on Craig’s arm. “I agree with you,” she whispered in his ear. “He’s pretty hot for an old guy.”

      Ray pointed to the pile of bags next to the bus. “You can leave everything here. It’ll be my pleasure to take care of it for you.”

      “What about Karen?” Marcy said.

      Ray turned his gaze to where Marcy stood next to Selena, but it was clear he didn’t know which one had spoken. “Miss Beal will be at the site to onboard you. In the meantime, you can sit inside in the AC. Go through the goody bag we left you.”

      Oz was walking before Ray had finished talking. “Goody bags? Heck yeah!”

      He brought his fist up as he neared the door, and Craig almost burst into laughter when Ray looked at it like it was a swollen maggot hanging in the air. But then his grin was right back as he brought his own hand up for a fist bump as Oz jumped inside.

      It was like the signal everybody was waiting for.

      Malcom ignored Ray on his way inside, but Craig was surprised to hear Marcy and Selena both thank him on their way by.

      He counted nine of them as he filed toward the door. Looked over his shoulder as more cars pulled in, but stopped when he saw Jeff lean in and touch his sister’s cheek. She giggled, her head rolling with her emotion.

      The Range Rover pulled away, and Jeff sighed before turning toward the bus.

      It looked like he didn’t want to be here. Curious …

      Craig spun back before he could get caught staring. He nodded to Ray as he jumped up the steps into a cool wash of interior air. Ray nodded back, and Craig noticed his friendly grin wasn’t in his eyes.

      Cold and pale.

      Like Jeff, it looked like Ray didn’t want to be here, either.
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      Walking into the bus made Craig want to put his hands in his pockets. Tile that looked like marble. Wooden trim polished to shine so much it was like he could reach right into it. Leather that looked like melting butter.

      He would surely soil whatever he touched.





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.



OEBPS/images/threshold-kindle-2.jpg
SOME DOORS SHOULD NEVER BE OPENED.

DAVID WRIGHT





OEBPS/images/sterlingstone2025-black.jpg
STERLING
(/{STONE





OEBPS/images/zoomers-vs-boomers.jpg





