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      Max liked it here. The breeze ruffling his fur, the cheerful barking of all his friends, the absolute banquet of smells left over from current and former friends — it was all very good.

      Usually, he preferred grass under the pads of his feet and plenty of trees to chase squirrels up, but this was fine, too. Asphalt warmed by the sun until it felt nice on his feet. Smooth, easy for the humans to clean up when they needed to, and holding messages from all the friends he knew and more he’d never met.

      He investigated the space thoroughly, tongue occasionally slipping out past his teeth to taste as well as smell. The walls were mostly concrete, broken up by slatted gates padlocked against escapees.

      (Max wasn’t sure why humans would make a gate if it wasn’t meant to go through. But then, humans often did things that didn’t actually make sense.)

      One wall smelled especially interesting. He licked at it. It tasted sour, like old urine not particularly well cleaned, but sour was good. Sour was different, and Max loved things that were different. His kennel door was all metal and texture, the wiry bits scratching at his tongue in a way he didn’t know he liked until he tried it. (He’d never thought of his tongue as itchy.) When he licked that door, he tasted the friends who’d stayed there before him: a cranky boxer, a diabetic chocolate, a deaf Frenchie.

      But the wall told of others, different ones than his familiar invisible companions. A husky, a shy pit bull, that little Jack Russell with the floppy ears right over there. He licked the wall again, then a third time when the second lick was a different flavor than the first.

      All of it was fascinating.

      “Max, what’re you doing?”

      The voice belonged to Eliza, the human who was watching them. He glanced over at her, distracted by the sound of the question.

      He forgot to pull his tongue back in.

      She was coming toward him, a smile on her face. He liked it when people smiled at him. “Don’t lick the wall.”

      It wasn’t really a scolding — he could tell, because scoldings made humans stop smiling. She was amused, even as she told him to stop, so she didn’t really mean it.

      He stopped anyway. He didn’t want to make her stop smiling by knowingly doing bad things.

      (It wasn’t her fault that humans couldn’t appreciate the finer things in the world.)

      The floppy-eared terrier came over to him. She was squat and fat, and her tail was too stumpy to properly wag, so her butt wiggled instead. Max wiggled back and dropped into a playful bow at Floppy's approach, which she immediately and eagerly returned.

      He was a lot bigger than she was, so he had to be careful — he couldn’t jump on her like he would on a larger, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t play. He put his teeth on her neck, very gently, and let her wiggle her way free of them. She bounced up against his head, and he flopped onto his side in mock defeat. She stood over him, one paw pressed to his shoulder, triumphant.

      It was important for everyone to feel powerful, no matter how small they were.

      Max let her bask in that feeling for a long moment before he squirmed out from under her and resumed the game.

      They played until Eliza called them all back inside, and Floppy was Max’s newest best friend.

      (Max had lots of best friends. Most of them were new, because most of them were from here. It made him sad to think about all the best friends he'd left behind, but his new friends were just as nice, so he never stayed sad for long.)

      Eliza let them all inside where it was warm and a little humid, and the ground — tile instead of asphalt now — was even warmer on his pads than the sun-heated outside was. It made him sleepy.

      She took off her coat and grabbed a tug-toy, one of the fluffy long ones that for some humans liked to rub against other things.

      Max trotted over to her, his eyes on the swinging hem of the toy. For some reason, she was rubbing it against the wall.

      He dipped into a bow. When Eliza didn’t seem to notice, Max chomped the swinging end of the toy and tugged it gently.

      She made a noise as the toy came free of her hand. She spun around and made as though to take the toy back from him.

      Oh, so that’s how she wants to play!

      He bounced away from her, making sure to flick the newly-freed end of the toy teasingly just out of her reach as he moved. She straightened and made another motion to grab at it, and again he moved away just enough that she couldn’t catch it.

      This game was probably his favorite.

      (This, or fetch. He liked fetch a lot, too.)

      “Max, drop it!”

      This was a fun game. It always made humans so animated.

      The tug-toy tasted strange. A little chemical-y, not unlike the walls of his kennel. A corner caught between his teeth, separated from the rest. He swallowed experimentally; the piece scratched at his throat like rough hands, only on the inside of him, as it went down.

      Floppy was watching him, her whole body wriggling with excitement as she began chasing Max, too. But most of his other new friends just watched.

      That was okay. The game wasn’t for everybody.

      “No, no! Alright, everyone, settle down!”

      Eliza was starting to sound distressed. Her smile was gone.

      Max paused. He didn’t want her to be unhappy that she was losing. But she wasn't very good at this game.

      Floppy grabbed the flapping end of the toy and pulled. Max growled happily and pulled back. The toy strained between them, an unusual noise coming from the center of it, and before he knew what the noise was, one toy became two.

      Max sat down hard, surprised by his good luck. But apparently, this was the kind of place where something good could happen at any moment.

      Floppy trotted off, tail high and proud, new toy dangling from her mouth.

      Max was happy to share.
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      Nick could feel it coming on.

      It started slow, as a tingle in his fingertips, a phantom pain in the leg he didn’t have anymore. A promise of worse if he didn’t get it under control.

      He’d long ago learned to recognize it early — the earlier, the better, after all.

      But this time, nothing particular was triggering it.

      It had been a quiet morning. Up at five-thirty for his morning jog before the girls woke up. A single cup of coffee at 6:28 when he got back to the house. Eggs and bacon for breakfast at seven, the smell cueing the girls to get out of bed. Both of them had come to the kitchen already dressed and eaten without complaints. Now that it was brushing up against 7:30, they gathered up their homework while Nick pressed a few wrinkles out of Chloe’s backpack.

      An ordinary morning. But still, that tingle in his fingers, the imaginary lances of pain where he used to have a left shin.

      Abby’s voice, chirping up from where she sat at the table, tying her shoes: “Well, it’s still stupid. I’m never going to need math after school.”

      Chloe didn’t answer. She sat with the soles of her combat boots even and flat on the white tiles.

      She’d been wearing her combat boots more than normal. It was starting to worry Nick.

      “Like I said. Stupid.” Abby nodded once, firm and decisive.

      “Dad uses math.”

      Abby blew a dismissive raspberry. “If I ever end up doing Dad’s job, you need to shoot me, okay?”

      The tingle in his fingers was growing, spreading. It was turning to pain. Nick switched off the iron. His hands didn’t seem to belong to him anymore, but he knew he could still control them, for the moment at least.

      He had to put down the iron. He forced his fingers to open.

      They responded only slowly. Everything was moving like it was stuck in syrup, like the world had suddenly switched into slow-mo.

      Bullet time, it was sometimes called.

      The kitchen wavered.

      “Dad?”

      He knew that was for him. He recognized Chloe’s voice. He wasn’t so fully gone that the word didn’t pierce through the fog. But that last scrap of consciousness, the final bit of himself, was sinking. Drowning in the syrup air and bullet-time world.

      “Dad! Abby, get the—”

      “On it!”

      Shuffling. Shoes on tile, switching hastily to carpet in the living room.

      “Dad. Who am I?”

      He knew that voice. One of only a few that could ever reach past the fog.

      “Dad. Answer me. Who am I?”

      He had a tongue. A mouth. A throat. He could speak. He knew how to form words, make sounds.

      He knew his oldest daughter’s name.

      “Chloe.”

      There was the tiniest of pauses, probably not even noticeable if he’d been living in a world spinning at a regular speed. But bullet-time made every second stretch out into a near-eternity. A dozen lifetimes could pass between one heartbeat and the next.

      Then she spoke again, lower and softer than usual, but her voice was always her own. “Okay. Good. Where are you?”

      “Dad?”

      This voice was higher, younger. The only other one he’d ever be able to recognize even during an episode.

      Abby.

      “It’s okay. He’s not too far gone.”

      Sight was returning, in patches and chunks. Uncertain and wavery, like looking at a room through a fish tank, but there.

      Stainless steel faucet. White tile floors. Decorative curtains lined with apples, threadbare and useless, but he couldn’t bear to take them down or replace them, because they would always carry the memory of Lauren.

      “Dad. Where are you?”

      Nick blinked once, twice, remembering how to move those muscles. He could see Chloe now, standing in front of him, not too close, separated by the ironing board pulled out from its hidden cupboard on the right wall. Beside her, Abby frowned a little, fingers tight around the duffel bag that was their emergency kit.

      “In the kitchen. At home,” he answered at last and saw the tension leave both girls’ shoulders at once.

      Abby sighed.

      Chloe reached for the outer pocket of the duffel bag and pulled out a thin black date book. She flipped a couple of pages, made a mark with the pen she'd slipped out of the book’s pen loop, then looked up at Nick again. “It’s been a while. Should I tell Dr. Francis?”

      Nick shook his head. The motion made him dizzy, but it grounded him, too. A natural gesture, an easy movement. It brought back the physicality of his body, the feeling of the shirt against his skin, the press of ground beneath his shoe. “It wasn’t very bad. No need to bother her.”

      “What happened?”

      He thought back, tried to remember what had triggered it. There was nothing — he remembered thinking that was unusual, because there was no concrete trigger.

      Unusual, but certainly not unheard-of.

      “Nothing in particular.”

      Chloe made another mark in the date book. “Symptoms?”

      “The usual. Tingling. Pain. Dissociation.”

      “When did you take your meds?”

      “5:30.”

      “Coffee?”

      “One cup. A little before 6:30.”

      More marks in the book. Chloe slid the pen back into the loop and closed the book. She looked into his eyes, a firm stare like Lauren used to give him. She'd never looked at him like that before. “Are you okay to go to work today?”

      “Yes.”

      “Are you lying?”

      “No.”

      “Okay.” She put the date book back in the duffel. “You’ll tell Mr. Barnes if you have a moment at work?”

      “Of course.”

      This episode hadn't been bad, but it was disappointing. He'd been doing so well for the past month, he'd started to hope that maybe he was getting better.

      When the episodes started, he rarely went twelve consecutive hours without one. Now, he frequently went a week or more between them.

      But every time, it was another kick in the gut, a slap in the face.

      A reminder that he might never be fully stable again.
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      See me after class.

      Chloe stared down at the words, bold red letters beneath the bolder and redder “62” and “F.” She guessed they were written with the same pen, so she wasn’t sure how the grades could be a different color than the words, but they somehow were.

      Mrs. Adams had a lot of pens, though. Maybe she just used a different one for each bit. That made more sense than, like, coloring in the grades.

      She’d never dreaded math class before. Krista and Becky made fun of her for it, but Chloe liked math. Math, and science, and school in general.

      She hadn’t yet looked up from those red letters, even as they began to blur. She didn’t take her eyes off them for the rest of class, afraid that someone would notice her tears if she looked up.

      She paused beside Mrs. Adams’ desk after the bell rang, waiting until the other students had gone before she opened her mouth.

      “It was a bad day. Just … you know. A bad day. It won’t happen again. Whatever extra credit I need to make up for it, just say, and I’ll do it. It was one test.”

      Mrs. Adams blinked as if surprised by the sudden flood of her words. “Chloe,” she said slowly, “this isn’t about just one test. You’ve been slipping for weeks. Is everything okay? At home? With your friends?”

      “Yeah. Of course.”

      Mrs. Adams glared. She always reminded Chloe of a bird, but not one of the little brown ones that sang and flitted around in trees. One of the big ones, a bird of prey. An eagle or a hawk. The teacher's eyes were a green that was almost yellow, her nose was thin and curved, and her hair was fluffy like feathers.

      “There’s nothing you want to tell me?” she asked at last.

      Chloe swallowed against the lump building again in her throat and struggled to make her voice come out sounding even. “No.”

      “Nothing at all?”

      “No. Nothing.”

      “All right.” That’s what she said, but her stare hadn’t let up. “Well. If you change your mind, I’m here.”

      “I know.” Then, a little too belatedly to sound convincing: “Thank you.”

      Mrs. Adams ruffled some papers, drawing several together into a pile and tapping their bottoms flush on the desk. It was the most teacher-y thing Chloe had ever seen, and it nearly made her smile.

      Nearly.

      “I’ll need your father to sign that test.”

      Chloe had already started to turn around and escape the room when Mrs. Adams interrupted her motion with the order. “Wh-what? Why?”

      “I need to see proof that he understands you’re failing.”

      “It was only one test.”

      “It’s a downward trend, and I need to know that he knows.”

      Chloe gulped. It was one thing to get an F on a test — it was an entirely different thing for Dad to know about it.

      Mrs. Adams continued to stare. “Unless there’s some reason he can’t?”

      “N-no. Of course. It’s fine. I’ll bring you the signed test in the morning?”

      “Very good. Off you go, then.”

      Chloe shifted her backpack onto her shoulder and fled the room.

      Dad couldn’t know about this F. He couldn’t know about any of them. If he did, he would be worse than mad — he’d be disappointed. She couldn’t disappoint Dad again. She couldn’t bear it.

      She shuffled through the halls toward her locker. There was just English Lit left for the day, and then cheerleading.

      Another thing she couldn’t bear.

      Chloe couldn’t remember a time when life had felt as simple and easy as it seemed to be for Abby. When she'd had a whole day feeling like she could handle whatever got thrown at her. Today had started all out-of-sorts when Dad had a moment, the first in almost three weeks. What if they got more frequent?

      What if he had one while she was at school?

      Truth was, she’d never really known Dad before — Mom had married him when Chloe was only three, just after he'd healed from the amputation after his disastrous second tour of duty. But she'd never worried about him until—

      Until it was her job to take care of him. Take care of Abby, too.

      She paused at her locker to switch out textbooks, but the lock had jammed. Again She tried to jimmy it the way that usually got it unstuck, but everything was out to get her today, so of course that didn’t work.

      As she fought with her locker, a shoulder bumped against her back, hard enough to knock her off balance and send her face thumping into the metal of the locker door. Pain lanced through her cheek and nose.

      “Oops,” said a voice at her elbow. A familiar voice, high and dripping with sarcasm.

      Krista.

      Another voice — Becky — joined the first in laughter.

      Chloe turned. Both girls wore pleated cheer skirts and sandals, in total disregard for the school’s usual dress code and the damp March air. Their faces split in matching cruel smiles.

      Chloe’s nose throbbed, but she wouldn’t give them the satisfaction of reaching up to touch it. “What do you want?”

      “Oh, nothing,” Krista answered breezily. “Just checking in on our weakest link.”

      Chloe ground her teeth and didn’t answer.

      “Doing as poorly as ever, I see,” Becky added.

      “So it would seem. I don’t know what coach was thinking, letting such a klutz join us.”

      “She was just taking pity on the adopted girl.”

      “Mmm.” Krista leaned in. Her breath smelled like the Listerine squares she constantly popped. “If your own family didn’t want you, I can’t imagine why we should.”

      Chloe knew she shouldn’t let Krista get to her like she did. The best way to handle the bullying was to ignore it. Getting a rise out of their victims was all bullies really wanted.

      Chloe knew this, and for years she’d lived by it, never giving Krista the satisfaction of seeing her react. She gritted her teeth and kept silent, forcing herself to endure the insults, the surreptitious shoves and kicks, the digs at her family and heritage.

      No matter how much it hurt, she had never, ever answered back.

      But as of today, she'd had enough. Enough of Krista’s hurtful words and Becky’s hyena laughs. Enough of gritting her teeth and refusing to respond. Enough of this whole stupid day.

      Chloe’s fingers had already curled into fists. It was practically a reflex at this point, an automatic response to the sound of Krista’s voice. She only had to lock her thumb into place over her fingers to turn her restraining-herself fist into a ready-to-fight fist.

      Krista opened her mouth to cackle like the witch she was.

      Chloe hit her in the teeth.

      Both of them recoiled from the point of contact, Chloe staggering back the half-step into her locker door, Krista reeling into the flow of students in the hallway. Her hand flew to her mouth, and Chloe saw with satisfaction that her full, painted lower lip was bleeding a little from the strike.

      “You little skank!” Krista shrieked, eyes bulging as she noticed the blood smeared across the pads of her manicured fingers.

      Chloe smiled sweetly back. Her knuckles hurt, and she was sure she was about to be in all kinds of trouble, but it was totally worth it to see Krista clutching her face like she’d broken it. “It takes one to know one.”

      Chloe turned on her heel and marched off to her next class, her head higher than she’d held it in weeks.
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      The high lasted halfway through English Lit before it all came crashing right back down. No announcement had come over the PA for her to go to the principal’s office, and Mr. Gray, the literature teacher, didn’t seem to know about Chloe’s little show in the hall, but her luck wouldn’t hold out for long.

      She was going to be in trouble. She’d heard of kids expelled for fighting, and though she was pretty sure those were kids with records and multiple warnings already, her fear was quick to fill in the places insider her that adrenaline had left hollow.

      Chloe had never been in trouble. Not ever, with anyone. Abby was the naughty one, the temperamental one, too sassy for her own good.

      Chloe was a good girl, a straight-A student, a rock. She never lost her cool or failed tests or got in fights with other students.

      Who was she, if she wasn’t any of those things?

      She couldn’t go to cheerleading practice, that much she did know. Krista had definitely told on her to someone, and if she wasn’t summoned to the principal’s office before the end of English Lit, she would definitely be taken there by Coach May, who was probably the strictest teacher in the entire school and the least likely to tolerate fighting.

      She’d be kicked off the cheer team. Probably given detention. Maybe even suspended.

      Chloe shivered. What she didn't know was how bad it would be to be at home with Dad if she got suspended.

      When the bell rang to announce the end of the school day, Chloe hesitated. She couldn’t go to cheerleading, but she couldn’t just cut and go home early, because that would be one more thing for Dad to be mad about.

      She needed someone who would sign her test and let her hide for an hour. Someone who wouldn’t tell Dad.

      Chloe adjusted her backpack strap and left the school building with new purpose in her step.

      Aunt Sharron was Mom’s older sister, and she lived just a few blocks from the school. Chloe had some dim recollections of her having been close with Dad back when Mom was still alive, but since Mom died, he and Aunt Sharron had fallen out, and now they only talked when Dad was forced to — when he was dropping her and Abby off at Aunt Sharron’s for an evening when he had to work, or when Aunt Sharron came over to pick them up to go out for a Saturday afternoon.

      It didn’t feel good, going behind Dad’s back like this, but it was better than getting into trouble, and it was kind of stupid anyway, the animosity Dad had for Aunt Sharron. She was family, the only one left from Mom’s side, and she loved them.

      Chloe knocked on the front door. She probably didn’t need to — Aunt Sharron was almost always home — but it felt rude to walk in without warning.

      Aunt Sharron answered the door almost right away. “Chloe! Come in, come in out of the cold! Do you want a cookie? A soda?”

      Chloe dropped her backpack, took off her coat, and smiled at the warmth in Aunt Sharron’s voice. Dad never let her have cookies and soda after school. “Yes, please.”

      Aunt Sharron bustled Chloe into the kitchen and gestured for her to have a seat at the table.

      Chloe had never known any of her grandparents, but Aunt Sharron had the sort of kitchen she thought of as being a grandmother’s — painted a cheerful pastel yellow and decorated with strips of buffalo-check wallpaper, with warm wooden floors and pale gray counter tops, and somehow always smelling of fresh-baked cookies.

      Aunt Sharron was a grandmotherly sort of woman, short and round, with a soft face just starting to wrinkle and salt-and-pepper hair wound into a bun. When she smiled, the whole world seemed to brighten a little around her.

      She poured Chloe a glass of orange soda — Chloe’s favorite — and grabbed two chocolate chip cookies off the rack where they were cooling, offering the whole bounty to Chloe. “These just came out of the oven. I had a feeling I’d be seeing you today.”

      Chloe bit into a cookie. It was still warm, the chunks of chocolate melty at the center. Her eyes fluttered shut of their own accord, and she smiled the first genuine smile she’d had all day. “How do you always know?”

      Aunt Sharron chuckled and sat in the chair across from her. “If you hadn’t come over, I would’ve gone to see you. How’s Abby?”

      “She’s good.”

      Aunt Sharron let her take another bite before speaking again. “And you?”

      Chloe shrugged, not ready to get into it. She knew she had to — the test that needed an adult’s signature felt heavier in her thoughts than all the textbooks in her backpack put together. But the cookie was gooey and good, and Aunt Sharron’s kitchen was warm in a way that the one at home never was. Not anymore.

      She would have to bring it up, but she didn’t need to do it right this second, interrupt this moment of peace.

      Aunt Sharron didn’t press. They sat in silence, and it wasn’t exactly comfortable, but it wasn’t terribly uncomfortable, either, and the cookies were a pleasant distraction.

      Near the end of her second cookie, as Chloe was just about ready to mention the test and ask Aunt Sharron for help, Aunt Sharron broke the silence. “Oh! This came in the mail for you.”

      She stood and bustled briefly out of the kitchen, returning with a postcard a moment later. She handed it to Chloe, picture-side up.

      Chloe looked it over. It was a picture of piles of tall, skinny rocks — she thought she remembered her geography teacher calling them “hoodoos” once. She flipped it over to see a few words written in a familiar scrawl.

      Hey Chloe,

      Just finishing up business here in Utah, got to spend a few hours in Monument National Park. The rocks are AMAZING! I’ll bring you sometime. I’ll be in Ohio soon. We should make plans.

      Justin

      Chloe swallowed. Such postcards had grown almost regular in the last six months or so, but it still felt weird that he signed them with his first name. As if that’s what he expected her to call him.

      “He’s coming this way, hmm?” Aunt Sharron sat down again. “Maybe I should invite him over for dinner sometime. Would you like that? Dinner with your real dad?”

      Chloe swallowed again, harder than the first time, fighting now against a lump that was rising in her throat.

      This was a secret she’d been keeping since the first postcard this summer. Not even Abby knew that Aunt Sharron had been helping her contact him. Chloe wasn’t sure what it meant that she was afraid to share this secret even with her sister, but by now the secrecy had become almost automatic.

      She had no memories of him — he and Mom had parted when Chloe was an infant. She'd always known she was adopted by Dad, that technically he was her step-father and Abby her half-sister.

      But she’d never really been curious about Justin Kim, the man Mom almost married before she was born. Not until Aunt Sharron handed her the first postcard and a return address.

      Then Chloe became extremely curious about the man she’d known only as a name no one was allowed to mention.

      And now

      she might actually have a chance to meet him.

      “Chloe? Hon, you all right?”

      She looked up from the postcard. “Y-yeah. Great.”

      Aunt Sharron smiled. “Would you want to come to dinner while he's in town?”

      She nodded. “Yeah.”

      “Do you wanna write him back?”

      “Yeah. I can’t right now, but maybe this weekend? I…” She glanced over at the stove, the green LED clock above it. Fifteen minutes before Dad would arrive at school to pick Chloe and Abby up.

      She stood and moved toward her backpack, pulled out the test. “Actually, could you…?”

      Aunt Sharron smiled indulgently from her seat. “What is it, hon?”

      “I need someone to sign my test.”

      She handed the test over, hoping that Aunt Sharron wouldn’t ask too many questions about why she'd failed. To her relief, Aunt Sharron glanced it over with all the interest she might have for a dull permission slip, then signed it without a word.

      “Thank you.” Chloe took it back and shoved it into her backpack again.

      Aunt Sharron held open her arms, inviting a hug. Chloe hesitated, then felt stupid for that hesitation and accepted the hug. It felt nice.

      Dad never hugged her.

    

  

OEBPS/images/image-500-trans.jpg
&

STERUNG & STONE





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/chocolate-covered-chaos.jpg
CHOCOILATE-
¢« (COVERED
= | COS






