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Chapter One


          

          Bend, Oregon, United States

        

      

    

    
      Kari pulled the rolling ladder with its stuck wheels across the floor with a screech that echoed across the mostly vacant hardware store, then climbed until she reached the height of the inaccurate clock. She removed it off the pegboard wall and made the correction. Now, it read 6:43am instead of 6:41am.

      That task represented the most cerebral challenge of her graveyard shift. Now, it was back to the land of boxes because the world needed their 17 thousand different versions of light bulbs.

      With every box she cut open her resentment toward the world grew. Society told her if she went to college and worked hard, she would be rewarded with a job in her chosen field. So, that’s what she did. Society said that if she went to graduate school after her undergraduate degree, not only would it be easier to get a job but she’d also mature in that time and be more employable. So she did.

      In the months since she defended her master’s capstone, she had applied for three dozen neuroscience jobs. That had led to a few interviews, but most came back with the feedback that she didn’t have enough experience. Translation: they didn’t like that she was 18.

      It wasn’t her fault she was a genius.

      “Kari!” the daytime manager, Walt, yelled from down the aisle, clipboard in hand. “I need you to cover the contractor pick-up desk until Wes gets here. We have a line forming already.”

      Kari pointed to the two dozen clocks with the correct time. “But it’s not supposed to open until seven!”

      “Just do me this favor. The pick-up is easy,” he said. “The customer will give you their name and⁠—”

      “I find out if they pre-paid, which most do. Then, I go into the back, notify the warehouse folks, and they bring the order to the front of the store with their forklift army. I’ve done this before, because Wes—for whatever reason—still doesn’t know how to arrive on time even though you two live in the same house.” She couldn’t wait to hear what he thought of that, and she wouldn’t have to wait much longer.

      Walt took a few steps closer and his nostrils flared. If she wasn’t the mayor’s daughter, I would have canned her smart-ass mouth months ago. He traded in his annoyed look for a smile he only used when he needed to be fake nice for customers and Wes. “Glad to hear you’re on board.”

      And that’s why Kari preferred the graveyard shift. Fewer people meant fewer voices in her head. Also, it wasn’t her fault one of her moms was the mayor.

      In the movies, the ability to read others’ thoughts was glamorized. It was a skill used to learn someone’s secrets. It sounded useful, but in reality it was awful. She couldn’t get away from people’s thoughts—ever. When Kari had first developed telepathy when she was 11, she had to make an effort to read someone’s mind. She called it her ‘brain worm’ because she had to focus on a person—like she was a worm crawling into their mind—until the worm found the path that allowed their brainwaves into her mind.

      It was trippy.

      But, when she turned 14, she no longer had to try. The thoughts—and sometimes imagery—came at once, all the time, from anyone within seven feet of her, whether she liked it or not. Living with her mothers became impossible. Friendships were a letdown because they told lies—big and small. She had only attempted one ‘intimate’ relationship, which actually hadn’t been terrible since Nicholas had been honest to a fault. His other fault included having sex with someone who wasn’t her when he went off to art school.

      Such a cockwaffle.

      “One last thing!” Walt yelled once he reached the end of the aisle. “Did you move that ladder by yourself? The wheels have been busted for weeks.”

      Did she want to gloat about her above average—some might say ‘super’—strength? Yes. But doing so would complicate her life. “No. The ladder was like this when I got here.”

      His bushy gray brows furrowed and he gave her a slow nod. Then, he headed in the direction of the appliances section.

      Kari took her time walking to the other side of the store, and while she didn’t see anybody else on her trip, she did see a group of construction-like people at the contractor pick-up desk. One was cute. A little more rugged than she usually went for with the steel-toed boots and worn jeans, but they had a pretty face. However, even with a sharp jawline and pouty lips, she placed as much distance between the register and herself as possible. “What can I help you all with?”

      About time. “Pick up for Hoffman and Son’s Roofing and Siding.” The slightly older but just as attractive blonde counterpart—probably a brother-sister duo—handed her a receipt.

      “I’ll go let them know in the back.” She caught the eye of the brother in boots who gave her an ambiguous grin. “You can all wait out front by the loading area if you’d like.”

      After Kari informed the forklift team, she headed back out to the desk where they all had left, except for cute boots, who was studying the impulse buys. Now that they were closer and studying the different types of flashlights, Kari could see the faded G&C logo on the hat they wore.

      You never could trust the cute ones.

      G&C, or God and Country, was an extremist group who bought into believing anything someone with a loud speaker told them. They bought into the narrative that both her mothers were she-devils out to destroy jobs and ‘American values’. When Kari was 11, G&C attacked both of her mothers with internet smear campaigns and someone vandalized the family home and farm property. When the police came, they took out a loaded AR-15 from the spray-paint-happy lunatic’s car.

      Years of therapy—for her and her mothers—and bouts of PTSD and anxiety ensued. Also, anger. The incidents, along with the telepathy, had given Kari some legit issues she constantly needed to work through.

      Kari knew the customer wasn’t aware she was the daughter of two of G&C’s most hated women—after all, her nametag only said ‘Kari’, not Karishma Okpik-Bakshi—but she needed to know if God and Country had faded away in the past seven years like the letters on the hat.

      She leaned her forearms against the counter. “What does your hat stand for?”

      Figures someone who looks like her wouldn’t know. Probably illegal anyway. “God and Country.”

      People often looked at her, a young woman with long, black-brown hair and mixed Indian-Indigenous ancestry and would make wild, inaccurate assumptions. Like the one this person just made. “Sounds intense and value-driven.”

      “It is. We share the idea that those two things should always come first in America and we’ll fight anyone who says otherwise.”

      At the word ‘fight’, a graphic image appeared in Kari’s mind of a team of people in combat gear terrorizing a gay pride event with assault weapons. Blood marring rainbows. Tears smearing makeup. Screams drowning out music.

      Gods, she really fucking hated them. And she needed to learn if this was a planned attack or a sick fantasy. “Sticking to your guns, I see,” Kari said as she struggled to maintain a conversational tone.

      Lots of guns. He chortled, “You got that right.”

      “Any idea where I can get tickets to your next ‘fight’? If it’s anything like MMA, I like to watch.” That part was true. As a former jiu-jitsu student, she loved grappling.

      Dallas. Don’t say anything. “No tickets. Just put God first, alright.”

      She knew what he meant and forced a smile. “You’d be happy to know I try to honor Gitchi Manitou and the many Hindu Gods on a regular basis.” That part was mostly true. Kari placed herself in the spiritual not religious camp. She was more of an evidence-based person, rather than faith, but she had to be spiritual in some way since she was the product of a magical pregnancy between two women, which was how she had her paranormal abilities. Her science brain really hated that ‘explanation’.

      He looked more confused than Walt from earlier. “Gitchi, what?”

      “Gitchi Manitou. The Creator per the Anishinaabe. Being that you're so into God and this country, you should add that Indigenous name to your list, which I’m sure already contains the thousands of worshipped Gods from human history and present day.”

      The fu— He took a step back, disconnecting her link. “Whatever.” He turned and walked into Wes as he put on his bright red work vest. “Watch it.”

      “Sorry I’m late,” Wes said and came behind the counter. “One of these days I’ll remember to lay out what I want to wear the night before.”

      Kari took in his fashion ensemble of jeans, white T-shirt, and vest. She bit the inside of her cheek. “Yeah, you have a nice day. I’m out of here.”

      “But it’s not seven yet.”

      “It will be by the time I’m done peeing.” Kari headed to the restrooms, then to the employee locker room to turn in her vest for the day. She took out the box of nails from her locker that Mom A, the environmental activist and crafty mom, had asked her to buy so she could build a chicken coop. On her way out her eyes landed on the clock: 6:58am. She rolled her eyes. Walking out two minutes early wasn’t worth the lecture from Walt. Or Mayor Mom L, if she found out about it.

      So Kari took out her phone.

      There were no texts from friends—she didn’t have any. No texts for additional hardware supplies from Mom A. Maybe there would be an email or cute puppy video on InstaPic? She opened her mail and gasped with a smile when she saw one from Katsu Tanaka’s lab with the subject line: In-Person Interview for Research Associate Position. She clicked on it.

      
        
        Hello, Kari,

        After reviewing your information from the screening process, we would like to invite you to our lab for an in-person interview. If you are interested, please email us back with days that work best for you in the next two weeks. Due to your age, we will book your flight and hotel accommodations to Boston (most hotels here require you to be 21).

        Regards,

        Chris Jenkins

        Administrative Assistant, Tanaka Lab

      

      

      “Yes!” she yelled to an empty room. She couldn’t wait to tell the moms! And it was after seven am! Double jazzed! Kari fished her keys out of her cargo pants and then practically skipped into the parking lot’s morning late May light. On the way to her hatchback she passed a massive white van with a faded God and Country bumper sticker above the license plate.

      The painful images and ignorant thoughts she saw and heard from minutes earlier returned and set her heart pounding and jaw grinding. Due to working there, she knew the security cameras were awful. She tucked herself behind the bumper and opened the box of nails. Kari plucked a two-inch nail from the box and stabbed the back tire through the treads. She debated removing it, but a flat in the parking lot would bring more attention to the store, whereas a slow leak could leave him stranded on a busy highway or at the worksite after a long, hot day. It really wasn’t even a contest.

      The nail stayed in its new rubber home.

      Satisfied with her first bit of justice, she took the scenic route to her very used car. She got in, adjusted her ponytail, and left with the kind of joy one had when they got to leave work on a high note.

      On her way home, she stopped to withdraw cash from an ATM and then drove fifteen minutes out of her way to buy a prepaid or ‘burner’ phone. But in a different store than last time. In that situation, it was a pedo eating lunch outside her favorite dog park. While her crime tip-line calls had never been illegal—quite the opposite—she didn’t want her call traced back to her personal phone. She didn’t want to answer questions in a trial of how she knew about said crimes when she was confident an answer of, ‘I saw his imagery and heard his thoughts in my own brain’ would aggravate the prosecuting attorney.

      She called the crime tip line she knew by heart. After she consented to a recording and an actual person answered, she provided what she knew.

      “Hello,” Kari said, “I have reason to believe that God and Country is planning an attack at Dallas Pride. I’m not one-hundred percent if that means Dallas, Texas or some other Dallas. My source is a roofer from Hoffman and Son’s Roofing and Siding in Bend, Oregon. I’m guessing this person uses he/him pronouns because of the whole hating the gays thing. Anyway, he has blond hair, blue eyes—very Aryan, which tracks—a strong jawline, and pouty lips. He spoke with a slight Pacific Northwest accent and has no visible tattoos or jewelry. Do you need any of that information repeated?”

      “No, we have everything, thank you. May I ask who is⁠—”

      Kari ended the call and drove the rest of the way with the windows down and the rock music up. Even with the G&C interaction, there was a lifted weight that made her fly down the highway. So much so she winced when she caught her speed. Even being the daughter of local celebrities wouldn’t get her out of a ticket going thirty over the limit.

      Once she crossed the familiar railroad tracks in the rural part of the high desert, it was only a few more minutes before she turned down the gravel driveway of her home. She waved to the staff of the goat farm Mom L used to run before she turned to politics, ignored the goats—they were loud and smelled bad—and happily parked outside her tiny house.

      For her sixteenth birthday, her moms turned Mom A’s she-shed office where she did environmental world-saving into a tiny house for her. Living with them up until that point had barely been manageable. If they couldn’t avoid each other, which was often since the moms’ house was also a small single-story home, there was tension every day. The move saved their relationship to the point where Kari now considered her mothers to be her best friends. All three acknowledged this wasn’t the healthiest relationship, but it was better than no relationship at all.

      And better than Kari having no friends.

      Like a good friend, Kari knocked whenever she wanted to visit or show up for meals. When she heard the muffled permission, she went inside. “Sorry, I’m late for breakfast. There was a thing.”

      “No problem, chickpea,” Mom A said from the dining table with an omelet in front of her, her salt-and-pepper braid—mostly pepper—draped over her shoulder. “Yours is in the microwave. What kind of thing held you up?”

      Before she made a beeline for breakfast, Kari said, “Idiots. But I don’t want to talk about them, I have great news!”

      “Oh!” Mom L stepped out of the bathroom in suit pants and blouse with her salt-and-pepper hair—mostly salt—still wet from her shower. “Did you see if they started construction on the new shelter?”

      “No. I had to take a different way home. Although, make sure Hoffman and Son’s Roofing and Siding is not involved.” Kari pushed the button on the microwave to reheat her breakfast. “The good news is that I have an in-person interview in Tanaka’s lab!”

      Mom A made a squeak. Mom L gave her a slight smile.

      “That’s wonderful news!” Mom A rushed out of her seat, rounded the table, and went in for a quick hug. So proud. This is a turning point. She kissed Kari’s cheek and then returned to the table. The scent of her evergreen soap wafted into Kari’s nostrils.

      Mom L continued to look at her with big, brown eyes, identical to Kari’s. She stayed in the hallway with no hug intent. That was weird. And then it dawned on Kari why.

      “You did it!” Kari pointed her fork at Mom L.

      “I did nothing,” Mom L said.

      Kari didn’t buy it. She put the fork on the counter and approached her. In addition to catching dangerous criminals, the other advantage to being a telepath was that her parents could never lie to her in her presence. “Mom L,” she drawled.

      “Okay, fine! I may have sent a follow-up email to Dr. Tanaka asking if he could bump you up in the process.”

      “Leela!” Mom A said in shock, back in her spot behind the table.

      “I can feel that you’re angry, chickpea,” Mom L said. Kari got her paranormal gifts honestly. Mom L couldn’t act as an empath to all, but she could with Kari. “But he’s a family friend who did a bang-up job helping me with that whole coma thing I was in before you were born.”

      Kari’s feet were frozen in place. Her mouth dropped. “I can’t believe it. I got this because of you!”

      “No,” Mom L said with patience she had mastered over the decades and approached Kari. Hear me out. “I only asked that he bump you up in the process. I’m almost positive someone else still made the decision to bring you in.”

      The tension Kari held in her muscles started to relax.

      Good. “And”—Mom L rubbed her upper arms—“Tanaka noted that he’d be gone from the lab for the next month due to a conference-vacation-conference sandwich. Trust me when I say that you still did all the work to get this interview.”

      “She’s right, chickpea,” Mom A said. “You’ve done the work, and nepotism has worked against people like us for centuries. I don’t see the harm in using this to get your foot in the door.” She narrowed her eyes at Mom L. “Although, I think that plan should have been shared with you.”

      I’m sorry. Mom L sighed. “I just . . . The mom in me needed to help and this was the only way I felt I could do it.”

      Kari wanted to be mad or at least resentful, but she loathed her current job and here was a possible way out. “I get it,” Kari said over the beeping of the microwave. “You meant well, even if it was super sneaky.”

      Mom L put her arms around Kari, making her chin wet in the process.

      It was really cute how her more petite mother needed to get on her tiptoes to kiss her cheek. It was then Kari caught the brightness of her orange-ginger soap.

      I promise I won’t do it again.

      “I’m going to hold you to that,” Kari said as Mom L retreated back down the hall. “As much as I hate the hardware store, I do want to earn my place somewhere else.” She gathered her plate, poured some juice, and took it to her dining spot: a TV tray in the living room.

      “When do they want you to come in for the interview?” Mom A asked over the sound of the hair dryer.

      “I’m supposed to give them the best times and they’re going to arrange my flight and hotel for me.” Kari chewed her veggie-cheddar omelet as she thought of the logistics—and trauma—of air travel.

      When her grandfather, Nana Sid, died the year before, his funeral challenged her in multiple ways. One, he was a brilliant physician-scientist whose brain had turned on him with Lewy Body Dementia, an aggressive form of the disease. Two, his memorial service was in Florida, which meant she had to fly there. For almost fifteen hours she had been inundated with people’s thoughts and images. Even the meds her therapist had prescribed for anxiety didn’t help. Kari didn’t believe in hell, but if there was one, it was airports and airplanes. The only positive from the whole trip was that she had caught a preteen girl’s thoughts about being trafficked. Kari notified the flight attendant via napkin. When she and her moms got off the plane she saw security escorting the girl and the older woman who was with her—separately—out of the gate.

      “Do you want to go back to Daryll for a refill of your medicine?” Mom A asked.

      “I don’t know.” Kari shook her head. “It didn’t do much for me. Plus, there’s the whole he’s probably scared of me since I blew up in his office.”

      When she had gone to his office seeking the medication, he had insisted on prying into the details of her life, which included not only her grandfather’s death but also her dog dying and the breakup with Nicholas. Daryll kept pushing and pushing her until she snapped and revealed that the main pressure in her life was that she was a telepath. Naturally, he didn’t believe her. But he eventually came around after she recited to him his own thoughts. He acted like he had seen a ghost but wrote her a prescription anyway.

      She never went back.

      “You could take a train to Boston,” Mom L suggested and adjusted the collar on her suit jacket. “I don’t know how much more expensive that would be, but you probably have enough in your account to cover the difference.”

      “You wouldn’t cover it?” Kari asked with her mouthful.

      “You get room and board for free, remember? This is all part of the wonderful world of adulting. Speaking of which . . .” Mom L went to Mom A at the table and kissed her. “I have to go to work. Love you, sweets.”

      “Love you too, dreamy.”

      Kari was Mom L’s next target and kissed her on the forehead. Love. “Love you, chickpea.”

      “Love you, too,” Kari said it and meant it. She loved her mothers more than anything. They had sacrificed rooms, jobs, time, money . . . everything for her. For a child they didn’t even ask for. For a child they were ‘gifted’ after an accidental fertility ritual.

      Yeah, her science brain still couldn’t come to terms with that.

      Kari finished her breakfast over more travel chitchat and internet searches with Mom A. They learned that if she took a train, there would be multiple stops for transfers and the trip would be multiple days. And she’d still be surrounded by people!

      It was better if she drove and camped.

      “By yourself?” Mom A shrieked.

      “Yes! I’m extremely capable, have loads of experience camping thanks to Michigan summers with Ata Niq and Noko Ani.” Her Indigenous grandparents. “And have enough money saved so if I’m in a sketchy part or weather is terrible, I can stay in a hotel.”

      Mom A pursed her full lips—which Kari had inherited. She could tell she was winning her mother over.

      “Not to mention the fact that I never took a break after I finished school. My trip across the country would be a great vacation. Open road. No voices. Lots of greasy spoon diners. It would be fun for me.”

      At the mention of diners, Mom A’s lips upturned. “Okay, you’ve won me over, but I want to make this road trip plan with you, to include your stops for the night. I, as your very caring and protective mother, would feel better that way.”

      Kari supposed that was fair. “That’s a deal.” She took her empty plate to the dishwasher and kissed Mom A on the forehead on her way out. “See you at your dinnertime!”

      Sleep. “Sweet dreams, chickpea.”

      The graveyard shift did have an interesting effect on her life where the moms’ breakfast was her dinnertime. And like everyone’s dinnertime, she had a few hours to wind down until it was time for bed. The first thing she did was say hello to Brownie.

      Up until she was four she had a guardian in the form of a golden eagle looking after her. When her paranormal skills kicked in, Kari learned that she could reach out with her mind and communicate with—not control—eagles and hawks on a basic level. She stared at the trees on the Cascade Mountain in the distance and waited. After a few minutes, she saw the tell-tale silhouette of outstretched wings in the partly sunny sky. Then, as the bird banked to come closer, she made out its deep gold, white, and brown feathers.

      It landed in front of her.

      Kari approached with respect and kneeled so they were at eye level. A series of infected scratches when she was younger taught her never to ask them to land on her forearm. She didn’t know if they understood her spoken words, but it made her feel like she had a friend when she did. “Hi, Brownie. I wanted to let you know that in the next few days I’ll be leaving for a long trip, so don’t worry that I’m not around. But maybe send the word out to your kinfolk that I might need some company, and in return I’ll tell them you said hi.”

      She could have sworn he gave her a nod before he flew off again.

      Now that she had said hello, she headed to her tiny house for a shower and her evening entertainment, consisting of a movie and quality time with her true love: the acoustic guitar of her dreams. The low action. The clean and rich tone. The spruce top. The curvy swirls of abalone inlay in the walnut fingerboard. A companion who would never lie to her and molded perfectly to her body. After a few songs to calm her mind, she’d call it a day.

      A unique and exciting day.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      The earthy and slightly sweet scent of woodsmoke wafted through the open window of Kari’s tiny house. There was no chance her mothers had started a fire in their woodstove, especially with Mom L’s hot flashes, and sunset was hours away, so the smoke wasn’t from the fire pit either. That could only mean one thing: the outdoor oven.

      Kari went to her window and cupped her hands around her mouth to project her voice. “Are we having pizza for dinner?”

      “Yes!” Mom A yelled back. “Dinner at six, per usual.”

      Kari took her phone out of her cargo pants’ pocket and saw the time. She only had thirty more minutes. “Okay, I think I can finish packing in that time.”

      Due to the possible different weather conditions Kari would encounter in her journey to the East Coast and back, her largest rolling luggage was packed to the point where she needed to sit on it to zip it closed. Her business suit and related fancies for her interview were in the garment bag on her downed Murphy bed. Satisfied her essentials were packed in an orderly fashion, Kari grabbed her bag and rolled her luggage to the door. Which happened to have Mom L on the other side of it. “I’m not late!”

      Crying. “I know. I know. I just wanted to warn you.” About how emotional your Mom A is.

      “Why’s she emotional?” Kari moved past her and then opened the trunk of her car. “I’m not moving for good.”

      “But you will be soon, and she sees this trip of yours as the beginning of the end.”

      “I still don’t get it.” Kari dropped her largest suitcase in first with a thud. “I haven’t lived in the same house as you for two years.”

      Logical. “But that doesn’t change the fact that you’re our little chickpea and you’re potentially leaving the nest, so”—Mom L reached for both of her hands and gave them a squeeze—“please be extra patient and sensitive.”

      Kari smirked. “You realize that’s a challenge because I’m genetically half of you, right?”

      Smart-ass. “I’m serious. You’re also genetically half of your Mom A, so I know you have it in you.”

      “Fine,” Kari drawled. Her DNA was an impossible fact to argue. She had seen the genetic test that showed she was a fifty-fifty split between her mothers. “I’ll be extra gentle with Mom A.”

      “Thank you.” Mom L released her hands and then took a step back. She shook her head. An image formed in her mind of Kari without oil smudges, clean clothes, and her hair brushed. Not camera ready.

      “She’s taking pictures?” Kari asked, surprised.

      Probably a lot of them, too. “I’ll see you inside in twenty minutes.” Mom L peered inside her car. “Do you need help getting the camping gear in here after we eat?”

      “No. Also, you just had back surgery.” She pointed an accusing finger. “I saw you lifting lumber for the chicken coop. You have to stop trying to do so many things.”

      “That might be a good point.” Mom L walked away. “Twenty minutes!” she yelled over her shoulder.

      Kari situated the smaller luggage in her car, then went back inside for her latest camping gear employee-discounted purchase at the hardware store: magnetic solar panels for her car. Not only was their sale a surprise but so was the information that she couldn’t take two weeks off work if she wanted to come back. Therefore, Kari was officially unemployed.

      So long employee discount.

      When she went back inside, she caught her reflection in the closet mirror. Straggly hair. Motor oil stained her cargo pants from when she fixed her car. The bottom of her tank top had been used to wipe sweat from her brow. A black smudge covered her forearm from who knows what. She was a mess. The rest of the gear would have to wait until after a quick shower.

      Eighteen minutes later she emerged from her tiny house with fresh clothes and washed hair. The shower helped the mystery smudge, but the application of her fifty-fifty mix of bronze—courtesy of Mom L—and warm beige—courtesy of Mom A—foundation was what really did the trick. Clean, confident, and hungry, she made her way over to the main house.

      Kari had crawled, walked, and run on the land. While she knew she wasn’t saying goodbye forever to her home, the sights and smells were a far cry from where she would most likely land. There would be times she’d miss the beauty of the sun setting behind the mountains or nighttime quiet. But she wouldn’t miss the goats.

      And she was pretty sure she wouldn’t miss the eventual chickens.

      She stepped on the creaky boards of her mothers’ porch and could hear both the moms talking about Mom A’s upcoming interview about urban farming through the open window. Her environmental and social justice advocacy had grown to the point where she was a regular guest on multiple news channels, especially Earth News Network, or ENN as it was most commonly known. Kari knocked.

      “Come in,” Mom L said.

      Kari did and then immediately held what she hoped wasn’t an awkward smile.

      “Oh, that’s going to be a great picture,” Mom A said, then put her phone down and rushed her at the door. Mom A’s thoughts landed in her brain as kisses landed on her cheeks. Don’t cry. Don’t cry. Don’t cry. “I hope you’re hungry. You’re in for a treat.”

      Kari looked across the living room to the kitchen. There was garden salad, mushroom pizza—she would have given her left arm for chicken barbeque—and a variety of berries. “Looks and smells fantastic.”

      “That’s not everything though,” Mom A said with a bounce, and then scampered to the oven. She slid on an oven mitt and took out a baking sheet that had a small stack of golden brown and crispy—yet fluffy—goodness.

      “You made fry bread!” Kari usually only had versatile and culturally complicated Indigenous food when her Noko Ani made it. “I take away any disappointing thoughts I had about you not putting meat on the pizza.”

      Mom L chuckled. “We love you too. Now, make your plate so we can eat.”

      Kari didn’t need to be told twice. She grabbed her plate, made a reasonably sized salad that was heavy on the cucumbers from Mom A’s garden, and added two slices of pizza. She would save the berries for her fry bread later. Kari took her plate and a glass of iced tea to her designated dining area spot.

      Mom A smiled at her, but then her lips gradually flipped direction. “I’m sorry. I’m trying to keep my emotions in check.” She used her cloth napkin to dab her eyes. “This isn’t meant to make you feel guilty and I’m sorry if it does.”

      “It doesn’t,” Kari said matter-of-fact, only to earn a death glare from Mom L. “I mean, I know this is causing some feelings of loss for you, and I’m sensitive to that.”

      Mom A bit her lower lip and nodded. “Thank you, chickpea.”

      Mom L gave Kari a discrete thumb up. “Now that we got that out of the way. We hope you enjoy this taste of home. I know you’re excited about your greasy spoon road trip adventure, but you won’t get this meal anywhere else.”

      Kari knew that wasn’t an exaggeration.

      Mom L carried her loaded plate to the dining table and took her seat beside Mom A. “I hate to beat a dead horse, but are you sure you wouldn’t rather take the train from Portland to Boston? You’re literally driving across the entire country. And the US is a big country size-wise. We’re not Belgium.”

      “I know, but how many other times in my life will I have the time to do this? I can see so many different places, but, most importantly, if I road trip then there’s⁠—”

      “No people,” both moms said in unison.

      “We know,” Mom A said, “too many thoughts in your head. I am curious how that’ll work out for you in a lab.”

      It was a fair point and one Kari had already inquired about. “During my virtual interview I asked about staggered schedules because of equipment usage. The post-doc, Rabin, seemed intrigued by the idea, so I have to think that there’s a chance.”

      Mom A stabbed a piece of broccoli with her fork. “Was he the one who asked good questions about your optogenetics capstone?”

      Kari’s guitar may have been her love, but optogenetics was Kari’s obsession.

      The technique was like having an on-off switch for different genes or proteins in the brain using the light from a fiber-optic cable. An ability like walking or a drive like hunger could be turned on or off with only a light. Based on her examination of different neurological procedures, this was the most feasible way to control her telepathy. She even wrote a procedure for it, Project Optogenetic Regulation of Cerebral Annoyance, or ORCA. However, for her master’s in neuroscience capstone she left the telepathy out and instead focused on the science needed to take optogenetics beyond the optic nerve—which used light entering an eyeball—in humans.

      “Both Rabin and the full-time research assistant thought my optogenetic capstone was interesting,” Kari said, “but kept saying ‘ambitious’ like it was some kind of impossible task. It’s totally possible! Genetic manipulation of cells has been done. Brain surgery has been done. Fiber-optic lights has been done. Why they keep saying it’s not⁠—”

      “You know why: money and medical ethics,” Mom L said. “There are proper channels for this type of research and you have to go through them. You’ll learn all the details when you go to medical school in a few years.”

      While Kari hated agreeing with her moms, she did understand that she shouldn’t go to medical school immediately after graduate school. She needed more life experiences. She needed to learn how to work with different types of people. She needed to mature—maybe work on the temper and the occasional rash decision-making, so she could tolerate the thoughts she’d hear and images she’d see.

      “If I get that job in Tanaka’s lab, I’ll be able to put my name on some publications and earn money toward medical school.” While those two factors were positives, there was a significant drawback to the Tanaka lab. “His lab seems dull though. There’s nothing innovative about what he does.”

      “They have to play it safe,” Mom A said. “Only corporations run by billionaires can afford to make those risks while the rest of the world⁠—”

      “We know, sweets.” Mom L gave Mom A a soft smile and reached for her hand. “Big business is the enemy.”

      Mom A leaned over and kissed her cheek.

      Her mothers had always been affectionate toward each other. Kari didn’t believe she ever would have that kind of connection with anyone. She knew in the deepest parts of her gut that she had been created for something more profound than finding true love. Sure, she could find someone attractive along the way for some special tickles, but that was it. She wouldn’t allow feelings to get in the way of her life’s purpose.

      She just didn’t know what that purpose was yet.

      Kari looked down at her empty plate and then eyed the remaining pizza on the table. “Those slices are mighty tempting.”

      “Go ahead,” Mom A said. “Or maybe have some breakfast pizza?”

      “The true breakfast of champions,” Mom L said with a grin.

      Mom A returned the smile but then her expression grew serious. “You’re going to have a lot more temptations now. Please be smart and safe about what you choose to try, especially alcohol. You know how I feel about that.”

      The number of conversations she’d had with her moms about alcohol, drugs, sex, and even gambling rivaled the content of the Library of Congress. “I promise to only accept a drink from someone I know in a safe environment, drink water in between, and never drink when I’m sad. In addition, I will never try a drug made in a home lab, I know to only have safe sex and always receive and give clear consent. Lastly, I will never give money away that I need. Did I miss anything?”

      Mom A smirked. “Always pee after sex to avoid UTIs.”

      “And on that note,” Mom L said, “what time do you think you’ll leave tomorrow morning?”

      “I ride at dawn. I figure daylight is the element I should take advantage of the most. I’ll pull off an hour or two before sundown at my campsite destination, so I have time to set up my pop-up tent and shower for the night. If I still have some energy left, maybe I’ll make a fire for some peace. Like a meditative activity. Do some four-seven-eight breathing if I’m feeling overwhelmed.”

      The breathing technique was something she had learned to control her anxiety when voices got out of hand. Mom A used it as well when her PTSD flared. In the breathing exercise, she inhaled through her nostrils for four seconds, held the air in her lungs for seven, and then exhaled through pursed lips for eight. After a few rounds of the cycle, the stress of the situation waned.

      “That’s a really good idea!” Mom A said. “And speaking of your campsite, did you get a ferro rod?”

      “Why would I do that when I have a lighter?”

      Mom A tsked and left the dining table to head to their patio. She came back a few moments later and spun the firestarter from its leather cord. “I want you to take this.” As Mom A came into the living room, she breached the thought threshold. Plan B.

      Rather than argue, Kari took the firestarter and looped it around her neck. It did resemble a legit necklace. The metal was an open circle with teeth-like ridges at the bottom and a small metal rod resting on the top. “Thanks, Mom A. You’ve both always done a great job of keeping me warm at night.” When Kari heard a loud sniffle, she glanced over at Mom L.

      “That one really got to me.” Mom L dabbed her teary eyes with her napkin.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

        

      

    

    
      My baby. “I love you so much.” Mom A squeezed Kari hard enough for her breakfast pizza to rise. “Please, call us as soon as you get to Twin Falls. Oh, and take pictures! The waterfall is gorgeous there.”

      Once the spine-crushing pressure released, Kari gave her another hug but without the chiropractic adjustment. “I promise I’ll post pictures, and I’ll call when I’m waiting for my steak and eggs.”

      Such a carnivore. Mom L laughed and went in for her goodbye hug. “I knew you’d pick your restaurant meals ahead of time.”

      As the sunrise cast its orange glow over them and the light breeze blew the smell of musky goats toward them, they stared at each other with uncomfortable smiles. Kari didn’t understand it. She was excited to leave and her mothers were both happy for her, but it was still so hard. Kari knew she’d be back soon, but this goodbye held a weight that others didn’t.

      “Oh!” Mom L said with what was almost jazz hands. “Sweets, where’d you put her present?”

      The soap! “I almost forgot!” Mom A reached into her hoodie pockets, pulled out two travel-sized bars of soap, and handed them to Kari.

      “Thanks, but I don’t think I’ll need two extra bars of soap for my trip.” It was then she caught the fragrance mix: evergreen and orange-ginger. “Wait, this is your soap. Why did you give me your soap?”

      “In case you miss us,” Mom L said.

      “I’ve been gone longer than two weeks before.”

      “But in those cases,” Mom A said, “you were with family. You’ve never been away from people who love you for so long. Even though we aren’t there physically, you can close your eyes, smell a bar of soap, and imagine us there.” Might get lonely.

      Kari sighed. Dammit, that was really thoughtful. “Thank you. That’s very sweet.”

      “It was my idea,” Mom L said proudly. “But there’s more, too.”

      Mom A smiled, reached into her hoodie pockets again and pulled out her favorite beaded earrings. It was like Mary Poppins’s purse in there. “For your interview.”

      Kari took them with a large smile. She loved the fringe style featuring the gradual shift of the darkest aubergine to white. “Well, since I’m wearing your suit, this makes sense.” It had benefited both Kari and Mom A that they wore roughly the same size clothes.

      She shifted her guitar case in the passenger side to reach her backpack, where she tucked the earrings inside. “Any other gifts?”

      Hugs. “Just hugs,” Mom L said.

      Kari wrapped her arms around her moms in one final group embrace. Over their shoulders, her eyes took in the long gravel driveway and the small buildings that made up the farm, but she also saw the images they conjured of her when she was a NICU baby and when she rode her training wheel-less bike for the first time.

      Why do I think this is it? She’ll come back.

      Don’t cry. Don’t cry. Don’t cry.

      The fact that they sincerely saw her leaving for good began to resonate with her. If Tanaka’s lab offered her the job, she’d know soon, and then she’d be packing the rest of her stuff and leaving again. “Even if I get the job,” Kari said with a lump in her throat. “I will be back.”

      “We know,” Mom A said with glassy eyes and brushed a strand of Kari’s hair behind her ear. “It’ll just be a little different next time.”

      Oh, Gods, now she’s getting emotional, too. “But different can be better,” Mom L said with a firm hand on Kari’s shoulder. Strong. Strong. Strong. “Now, go forth and kick that interview’s ass.”

      “Since I have orders, I’m giving you some.” She pointed at Mom L. “You, be careful with your back. And you”—she pointed at Mom A—“don’t get too attached to the chickens. There are predators out here, including Brownie.”

      The moms nodded their understanding of said orders.

      “Good. I love you both.” Kari grinned and gave each mom an individual hug, which was met with vigor and “I love you, chickpea.”

      She got into her car and watched them wave goodbye from her side-view mirror all the way until she made the first turn for her epic trip.

      Kari put on her aviators so the sunrise didn’t blind her and lowered the windows to get as much of the non-goat country air as possible. The breeze tossed her ponytail around wildly and her new music playlist, Road Trip to the Atlantic, blasted through the speakers. The collection of songs was from her favorite rock, blues, and pop bands. The playlist was fifty hours long, which was how long she estimated her journey would take.

      As she drove her hybrid hatchback, she moved her left hand off the wheel and positioned her fingers where the different chords were while the music played. The newer songs posed more of a challenge, but by the time the second verse came around, she had the knack of it.

      The first two hours she drove through the Oregon Badlands. A completely open, dry desert landscape with only a few shrubs every so often. Even with some of the cloud cover, the solar panels on the car’s roof were sure to get all the juice they needed to power her laptop for her evening feature film and the electric kettle in the morning for her French pressed coffee.

      Despite her outdoorsy nature, she was a coffee snob who loved movies.

      After the desert was greenery and a small town. Next was Boise, followed by more desert and a touch of greenery with small towns.

      Kari sensed a developing theme.

      After eight hours of driving, she stretched her legs outside of Shoshone Falls and snapped some pictures of the waterfall that plunged into the river below. She received the notification that both moms loved the pictures as she submitted her order for steak and eggs to go.

      The campgrounds near the falls were fine. There was no litter, the people who drank beer around their campfires weren’t obnoxious about it, and she lucked out getting a spot near the bathhouses. For a nice fire to go with dinner, she bought a bundle of wood, split off corners, and used her multi-tool to make feathered wooden strips. Kari used her lighter rather than her new firestarter necklace to ignite the dryer lint, which quickly engulfed the kindling in steady, small flames. Once the first sizable log went on, she took a seat at her picnic table, sampled a steak-home fry-egg combo, and then followed through with her daughterly promise to call the moms.

      Kari half listened while Mom L described their dinner plans with local politicians and once she had assured them she was safe, they ended the five-minute call. She enjoyed the rest of her dinner to the sound of her crackling fire and a group of campers laughing in the darkness. She used to laugh like that, too. But when her childhood friend, Bre, became overwhelmed with academics, they had drifted apart. There was also the issue that whenever they had sleepovers, she entered Bre’s thoughts subconsciously.

      After she ate, she kicked as many sticks and tripping hazards around her pop-up tent as possible. It was a basic but effective security system. Convinced she was safe, she used the campground bathhouse to take care of her nightly routine, played a few songs on her guitar, checked the news for any God and Country arrests, then called it a night with the companionship of a movie.

      She missed having a dog.

      The next four days followed the same travel and camp routine. The highlight was the Chicago area and its pizza. The low light was Erie. It wasn’t so much the drive or the town, it was the rain and the start of her period. Heavy flow days during road trips now made her list of least favorite things along with uncontrolled telepathy, cruelty to animals, and bad jokes.

      Boston couldn’t come soon enough. Yes, she had saved money camping, but an actual bed and a bathroom with a shower where you didn’t feel compelled to wear flip-flops awaited her. Also, there would be a TV.

      It would be paradise.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Four


          

          Boston, Massachusetts, United States

        

      

    

    
      After highways and country roads, the streets of the college town were a mix of green spaces, residential, and commercial buildings. Kari recognized the brick and forest green awning of her hotel right away. She parked in the attached garage, slung on her backpack, grabbed her garment bag in one hand and her guitar in the other. There was no way she’d leave her prized possession in a parking garage overnight.

      The hotel’s lobby had the East Coast colonial vibe she had anticipated and dreaded. Marble, dark woods, and lots of oil portraits of probable slave owners in powdered wigs.

      So tired. “Hello, miss,” the young man at the receptionist desk said. Based on his pale skin, rosy cheeks, and bulbous nose, he could have been a relative of one of the men in the paintings. “Can I help you?”

      “I’m here to check in. The name’s Karishma Okpik-Bakshi.” She slid him her driver’s license.

      Another football team groupie. “I’m sorry, but you’re not old enough to book a room here. Minimum age is twenty-one.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind if I ever choose to come here again. However, I’m sure you’ll notice when you search my name in your system that the reservation is being held for me by someone who meets your—not at all arbitrary—age requirement.”

      She’s got attitude, too. Great. He shot her an annoyed glare and started typing. The glare vanished and he gave her a forced smile. “So, what brings you here?” Short answer. Short answer.

      She couldn’t let his snide thoughts about her slide. “I’m a super genius with an interview at a world-renowned neuroscience lab. I’m going to take a tour of the facilities, meet the other scientists, and maybe check out the atmosphere of this charming city of yours.”

      “Oh.” Make this fast. “That sounds like a full agenda.”

      It was satisfying watching his self-righteous face shift to one of embarrassment, and that she could draw this interaction out to cause him more discomfort. “I also want to see what all the fuss is about with your chow-da,” she said in an adequate Boston accent. “Could you give me a list of the top ten places you’d recommend?”

      Say hotel and leave. “Our hotel restaurant makes a great version of it.” He cleared his throat and passed her the envelope with the keycard. “I hope you enjoy your stay.”

      “I’m sure it’ll be great.” Kari shoved her key in her pocket, picked her bag and guitar off the ground, and headed to her room.

      The electronic lock clicked and she pushed the door open with her knee. Before her travel-weary eyes was a king-sized bed with a crisp, white comforter and six pillows. Across from it was a sleek desk, and above it was a wall-mounted television that put her laptop to shame.

      The promised land.

      Kari packed her things away but took out her toiletry bag and carried it into the bathroom. Spa was more like it. She was pretty sure she could stretch her arms out to her sides and spin in the shower.

      Kari stripped out of her clothes and threw them in a corner. Although, only after contemplating burning them. The shower spray was steamy and forceful and wonderful and—even though Mom A would disapprove because of the water usage—she planned on staying there until her fingers pruned. The hot water at the campgrounds had been fleeting, so she hadn’t indulged in luxuries like conditioner or shaving.

      Of all the unnecessary grooming steps many people partook in, shaving was the one she could get behind. She wasn’t into fancy hair or makeup, but she loved shaving. She loved the silky-smooth feel of her legs afterward, how sweat didn’t cling to her armpits, and how when she wore bikini bottoms it didn’t look like a wild animal was trying to escape through the sides.

      Kari stepped out of the shower refreshed but not rejuvenated. She’d need sleep for that. And as soon as her belly was full, she’d crash on those high thread-count sheets.

      After sending a picture of her room to the moms, she took her room service to the bed, turned on the TV to the trashiest, dumbest movie she could find, and vowed not to do anything considered productive until her interview.
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        * * *

      

      Kari looked skyward at the research building. The exterior of the behemoth structure was all metal and concrete with few windows, giving it both a modern and claustrophobic appearance. She pushed her way through the revolving door and saw her reflection in the glass. Today, she had let her hair fall loosely past her shoulders and wore Mom A’s borrowed purple skirt suit with ballet flats. The earrings were a great touch.

      “Kari?”

      She turned, walked over, and extended her hand to the lead post-doctoral researcher of the lab. “It’s so nice to meet you in person, Rabin. Is Dr. Singer on his way?”

      I shake, but when release? He smiled and shook her hand with all the power of a dead fish. My hand sweaty? Let go now. “Dr. Singer had an emergency with one of his clinical trial patients. So”—he laughed with an uncomfortable smile—“you’re stuck with me for the beginning.”

      Aw. He was nervous. That was kind of cute. “I don’t mind.”

      He placed a hand on his chest. Good. “Oh good. And I hope you don’t mind I ambushed you down here. Finding our labs can be a little tricky. I got lost for my interview and was late because of it.” Pit stains in my jacket. He jerked his head in the direction of the long hallway. “I thought we’d start on the ground level and work our way up for a little tour. Then, we can have the interview with the others in our conference room,” he beamed.

      Others? How many people were going to be at this interview? She didn’t even know that was a question she should have asked. “Sounds great.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “It was a hell worse than airports.” Kari found that summary accurately described her time at the lab and using one of their ‘wonderful’ buses to commute to the clinical research area.

      “But you don’t believe in hell,” Mom L countered.

      “I do now,” Kari said, as she lounged in her big, comfy hotel bed, her belly full of clam chowder and lobster roll. “The staggered schedule is a no-go. With the salary they’re offering, I couldn’t live remotely close to the lab, so I’d have to use public transportation with the public! And they basically laughed when I said optogenetics would be my first choice of research seminar topic for the grad students.”

      “Was there anything good about it?” Mom A asked tentatively.

      “The lunch place the five-person interview firing squad suggested was excellent.” To Kari’s dismay, the interview wasn’t only Rabin and Dr. Singer, but three others as well, including an associate researcher who didn’t believe she could fluently speak the several languages she claimed to. Kari made sure her parting words to her were in Mandarin. “I’ll have to send them a thank you email for the restaurant. That was at least exciting.”

      “I think it’s crucial to remember that when you start out in a field not all jobs are great,” Mom L said.

      “I know, I know. I have to keep an open mind. I just . . . I don’t want to be bored or uninspired.” Kari pulled the comforter over her and grabbed her laptop from the other side of the bed. “I don’t want a job like that to be my life.”

      “That’s why people have hobbies,” Mom A said, “but then those hobbies or passions can develop into something more. You need to give yourself time to make your mark on the world. You’re only eighteen.”

      Kari saw her mothers’ points but there had to be more. She was meant for more. She was a miracle child with supernatural gifts. She wasn’t meant to spend the next four years of her life researching science that had already been scrutinized over the last several decades. “Yeah, I get it,” she said, dejected, as she opened her laptop. Her eyes widened and she inhaled a sharp breath when she read the subject line of a new email: Interview invitation for inCog biostatistician and bioinformaticist.

      She hadn’t applied to inCog. She didn’t even know what an inCog was. “I have something,” Kari muttered.

      “Oh!” and “What’s that?” came from the moms.

      “I might have a new prospect. Give me a minute.” Kari opened the email and read it to herself:

      
        
        Dear, Karishma,

        The Chief Acquisition of Talent Officer of Wibawa Enterprises alerted us to your resume and master’s capstone on NeedAJob, and we would love to speak with you about an open position of Biostatistician and Bioinformaticist at inCog. Our company divides its attention between the analysis of neurological data of other institutions and high-risk, high-reward research. We are a small team located on the Hinewai and are owned by Henry Wibawa.

      

      

      “Shit,” Kari said, flabbergasted and awestruck.

      “What happened?” Mom L asked.

      “Hold on.” Kari continued reading the email:

      
        
        If you’re not familiar, the Hinewai is a former cruise ship turned floating business park and community. The Hinewai is currently docked at Manhattan Cruise Terminal; however, we depart for Newfoundland in two weeks. For your convenience, and, if you’re interested in the opportunity, it would be best to schedule the in-person interview while we are in New York. Please call or email me with your availability (information in the email signature). Also, we will handle transportation and lodging costs.

        Regards,

        Miguel Santos, PhD, MBA, PMP

      

      

      “You're not going to believe what I just read. A neurology lab on the freakin’ Hinewai and owned by freakin’ Henry Wibawa wants to interview me!”

      “That’s amazing, chickpea!” Mom A said. “ENN recently aired a special on all the green features of the Hinewai. You have to go!”

      “What happened to evil billionaires?” Mom L asked Mom A.

      “I have a softer spot for Henry Wibawa since his mother was Māori—that’s who the ship is named after—and while he does have more money than he knows what to do with, he is charitable and understands climate change more than most. The entire reason why he converted a cruise ship was because the land in Papua New Guinea, the home base for his projected new business headquarters, was flooded.”

      “Now,” Kari said, “can you really impress me and tell me who this Santos character is?” A long silence followed. “That’s what I thought. Hold on.”

      Kari clicked the link for the company website and went to the staff link. There were three pictures: Miguel Santos was the manager who held degrees in neuroscience and bioengineering, Milia Amos had degrees in biology and mathematics—they were probably looking for her replacement, and⁠—”

      “Shit!” Kari said, as she read the third name. “Thomas Mitchell is inCog’s clinical data specialist.”

      “My Dr. Thomas Mitchell?” Mom L asked, shocked. “The main neurologist who helped me with my coma treatment, Thomas Mitchell?”

      After uncovering the mystery of her mothers’ psychic link they had shared during Mom L’s coma, Mitchell had started to pursue fringe science, saw fewer patients, and further committed professional suicide by getting drunk and punching a hospital administrator. He lost his job and family in the process. He was a pariah in the neurology field. And now he worked for inCog. That was wild!

      “I have to call them now!” Kari said. “We’re still within business hours and if they’re in New York, I have to see if I can get an interview while I’m still on the East Coast. I gotta go. Love you!”

      Kari heard their echoes of ‘I love you, chickpea’ as she ended the call and dialed the number for inCog. After two rings, someone picked up.

      “Hello, this is Santos,” he said in an accent that sounded exactly like her undergraduate chemistry professor from Bogota. “You’ve reached inCog.”

      Kari sat straighter in her bed and, as a nervous habit, combed her fingers through her ponytail. “Hi, my name is Karishma Okpik-Bakshi. I’d love to set up an interview about the position you emailed me about.”

    





OEBPS/images/logo-original.jpg
SSSSSSSS





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.





