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      The late  spring heat in the house made the air practically unbreathable.

      Dolly jerked her head up from the sewing in her lap when she heard the wagon outside. She set the cloth aside and went to the window to see Karl, the delivery man from Haney’s mercantile, jump from the wagon. She went to the door with a smile on her face. He was there with her new wash tubs — the ones with wringers to press the water from the clothes.

      “I can only bring this to your front porch, Miss Dolly,” the sinewy young man apologized. “I gotta make a run into Holbrook to pick up merchandise for Mr. Haney at the depot or I’d stay to carry it to the back and set ‘em up for ya.”

      Dolly shielded her eyes from the bright sunlight with her chapped hand. “That’s all right, Karl. I can get it from here and set them up.”

      She wasn’t sure that was the truth, but Dolly knew she needed to get the crate and its contents off the front porch and to the back before Martin got home and saw it.

      Karl slid the large wooden crate from the back of the wagon and carried it to the porch. He stood waiting until Dolly dug into her apron pocket and fished out a nickel. “Thank you,” she said and handed the young man the coin.

      “Thanks, Miss Dolly,” he said as he dropped the nickel into the breast pocket of his worn plaid shirt, “this’ll buy me a drink at Bud’s when I get to Holbrook.”

      The driver hurried back through the gate, climbed back onto his wagon, unset the brake, and urged the horses up the dusty street. Dolly stared at the ungainly crate and pondered at how she was going to get it to the back porch where she did her laundry. She grasped onto the rough wood and lifted one end. She lowered it back to the porch, thankful it wasn’t too heavy.

      “You need some help with that?”

      Dolly lifted her head to see her neighbor, Trace Anderson, standing at the gate. Dolly felt her cheeks flush. She’d been sweet on the widowed man for a long while.

      “I can probably get it, Trace,” Dolly said, “but I really don’t want to scratch the floor, dragging it to the back.”

      Trace opened the gate and walked to the porch. “Where’s Martin?”

      Dolly rolled her eyes. “Your guess is as good as mine. I have no idea where my brother is today.” She pushed open the front door and bent to take hold of one end of the crate. “It’s not too heavy.”

      Trace squatted and picked up the other. “Not too heavy,” he said with a warm smile, “just awkward.”

      Dolly returned the big man’s smile. “It’s new washtubs with a set of wringers to save my poor hands when I do the laundry.”

      “It was nice of Martin to do that for you.”

      “Yah,” Dolly said with a soft snort. Her brother hadn’t had anything to do with it. Dolly had paid for the tubs with the money she’d saved from the eggs and produce she sold to Mr. Haney.

      They hauled the crate through the parlor, careful of the lamps, and through the tidy kitchen, where chicken boiled in a tall pot for dumplings, and out onto the back porch. “If you have a prybar,” Trace said, “I’ll pull this apart for you.”

      “In the shed.” Dolly stepped off the porch into the yard and went to the little building behind the house connected to her chicken coop. She came back with the iron prybar and handed it to Trace who took it and began wrenching off the thin wooden slats of the crate. “I can do that,” Dolly told him, “if you’re busy in your shop.”

      Trace Anderson ran a saddle and tack business attached to his home across the street from Dolly and her brother in Concho, Arizona. He did a good business with the Mormon ranchers and farmers in the area and was well liked in town. Women at church said he was one of the most eligible bachelors in the small community since his wife had passed two years before.

      Dolly had set her eye on him some time ago, but the man had never paid her much mind. Ten years her senior, perhaps Trace thought she was too young at twenty-four to be a proper wife and mother.

      “It’s no bother.” He pried the boards off the end of the crate and began to slide out the two tubs mounted on legs, so Dolly wouldn’t need to do the laundry on her knees anymore. He lifted out the two rollers and studied them. “What the heck are these?”

      “Wringers,” she said with a proud smile. “You mount them to the tub, twist that handle there, and feed your clothes through.” Dolly shrugged her shoulders. “They wring out most of the water, so it doesn’t take so long for the clothes to dry.”

      “Sure would save a soul’s hands some from all that twistin’.” He studied the tubs. “Which one you want them on?”

      “Makes no never mind,” Dolly told him, and Trace began affixing the wringers to one of the galvanized tubs. “Martin would say this was a waste of good money, but it’s my hands  they are saving and not his,” Dolly said with a nervous laugh. “And it was my money I bought them with — not his. Martin will probably say I’m taking the lazy woman’s way out of doing the washing.”

      Trace cleared his throat as he turned his curly, head of brown hair to stare at Dolly. “You shouldn’t pay any attention to what Martin says about you, Dolly. I know you work hard to keep Martin’s house in order and tend to the garden and the chickens.” He stared into her blue eyes with his hazel ones and Dolly couldn’t look away. “He’s got no call sayin’ the things he does to you or sayin’ it the way he says it.”

      Dolly was stunned by the man’s words. How could he know what sort of things Martin said to her? She glanced at the cheese cloth over the open kitchen window and sighed.

      Martin was a yeller just like their father had been. When he’d been drinking and wanted to make a point, he thought saying it louder would do the job. Trace had lived across the street from them for over ten years, first with his late wife, Lucy, and then alone. How many of Martin’s foul-mouthed rages had he heard? Were they the reason he’d never paid any attention to her?

      Sudden embarrassment caused Dolly’s cheeks to flame and that filled her with anger. She took a deep breath and tried to gather some control of her irritation. “I’m sorry Martin’s ranting has disturbed you, Mr. Anderson. I’ll be certain to remind him the windows might be open the next time.”

      Trace, with a frown on his handsome face, tightened the final nut and tested the security by wiggling the wringers with his large hand. “I think that’ll do it.” He stared at the pile of wooden slats strewn across the porch. He nodded to the mess. “Do you want me to carry those off for you?”

      “I’ll break them up for the cook stove,” Dolly said without looking him in the eye, “but thank you.”

      She smelled her chicken boiling in the kitchen and stepped around the big man, who towered over Dolly’s five feet seven inches by a head and had shoulders, so broad he had to turn them to get through most doors. “I need to check the water in my chicken before it scorches in the pot.”

      Trace turned his head toward the kitchen door. “It smells good,” he said with a grin, “but all your cookin’ smells good, Dolly.”

      Dolly smiled as she lifted the lid from the blue enameled pot. He’d been smelling her cooking? Well, he did live just across the way. Dolly liked to cook and took pride in her meals. She was also proud of her weed-free garden and her plump chickens.

      It still riled her some that Trace had been paying so much attention to what was going on at her house when he had never given her more than a nod in passing in public. Dolly knew Trace had never been much of a conversationalist though. Maybe he was more of a listener than a talker. She smiled to herself. The Lord knew she could use someone to listen to her for a change.

      Trace stepped into the kitchen. “Well, I guess I’ll be goin’ if you don’t need anything else,” he said as his eyes scanned the tidy kitchen, “but remember what I said. Martin’s got no reason to call you lazy or treat you the way he does.”

      Dolly felt her cheeks flush again. “I appreciate that, but Martin has been taking care of me since Mama and Daddy died.” She bit at her lip as she pondered what to say next. “He put his life on hold to look after me.” She parroted the things Martin always said to her.

      Trace snorted. “He treats you like a child and uses you like a house slave, Dolly. You’re not that skinny little girl who lost her parents anymore,” he huffed, “so have a little pride and stand up for yourself like the grown woman you are now. You’ve done more than your share to pay that worthless drunkard back.”

      “I owe my brother for looking after me all these years,” she protested, defending her brother with tears stinging her eyes, “and what right have you to listen in on our private family squabbles anyway, Trace Anderson?”

      “There isn’t much of a way to avoid listening in,” Trace smirked, rolling his eyes. When Dolly made no reply he marched out of the kitchen, through the parlor, and out the door.

      Dolly let the tears she’d been holding back slide down her cheeks. If he thought she was a woman now, why hadn’t he ever paid court to her?
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      Trace swallowed hard as he stomped across the narrow street separating his house and tack shop from Dolly and Martin’s. Why had she gotten so cantankerous? He’d only been trying to help. How was he not supposed to listen to Martin’s drunken rampages when the man yelled every word?

      He yanked open the front door and stormed inside his house. He’d been listening to that bastard beat and degrade that girl for ten years. Trace shook his head in frustration as he stomped to the pail of water on the kitchen counter, lifted out the enameled dipper, put it to his lips, and swallowed the cool, sweet water. He hoped it would cool his temper, but it didn’t.

      Trace returned to the worn canvas settee and dropped his girth down onto it. He picked up the framed tin-type photograph and ran a calloused finger over Lucy’s smiling face. “I’ve done the best I could for that girl, Lucy,” he whispered. “I went to Reverend Haskell about Martin beatin’ her the way he does, but the old man told me to mind my own business. He said Dolly was Martin’s responsibility to raise the way he saw fit. He told me to remember what the Good Book said about sparing the rod and spoiling the child.”

      Trace returned the photograph to the table. “I even went to Martin about courtin’ her after a proper mourning period had passed,” he whispered, “but the drunken bastard laughed in my face and told me I couldn’t afford his bride-price for her hand.” Trace shook his head again. “I know you liked the girl, Lucy and so do I. She’s grown into a fine woman.” Trace smiled at the photograph of his wife. “I was in her house today and it’s so clean I could have eaten off the floor, but she has no respect for herself. Martin’s beaten it out of her.”

      Trace picked up the harness straps he’d been working on before going to assist Dolly and began to stitch them together with a needle and sinew. He couldn’t get the pretty blue-eyed redhead across the street out of his head though. He’d watched her grow from a gawky girl into a shapely woman.

      He remembered how Dolly had been there for him after Lucy had passed, trying to give birth to their child. She’d wept at the funeral, and then come to the house and taken charge of the kitchen where women from town had brought platters and dishes of food.

      Those days had passed in a blur of sadness and tears, but he remembered the skinny young woman in his house, cleaning, making him food, and pressing him to eat. Trace honestly didn’t know what he’d have done without her help during that time. He’d asked Dolly to stop coming after he’d overheard some of the women at church remark about the unseemliness of him having the girl in his house so much so soon after the death of his wife.

      Trace had suspected they were jealous of Dolly because they hadn’t thought to send their eligible daughters to his aid. Later in the conversation, he’d heard one of them remark that she hoped he never set his eyes upon her daughter. The big man had killed poor Lucy, filling her belly with a babe so big it couldn’t make its way out and she didn’t want to take a chance like that with her poor girl. Filled with grief and guilt, Trace had told Dolly he thought it was time he tried to get along on his own and asked her to stop coming over to clean up after him and do his laundry.

      He’d missed her company but thought it best for the both of them. Now years had passed, and Dolly had grown into a beautiful young woman. She had all the qualities a man could want in a wife, but Trace knew her brother had turned every young man in town away when they’d asked to court his pretty sister.

      Martin wanted to keep Dolly to himself to tend to his needs as a housekeeper. Was that fair to Dolly? No woman wanted to take the unemployed drunkard, Martin as a husband. He’s going to turn her into an old maid, living with and looking after her brother because he’s made her feel guilty. Trace had heard the man tell Dolly that no man would ever want to take her as his wife because she was a lazy, worthless human being with the looks of a dried up old cow.

      Trace thought back on the day he’d gone to Martin’s door and ventured to ask him to court Dolly in the hope he could save her from yet another beating and haranguing.

      “What’s on your mind today, Anderson?” Martin had said upon answering the door, his breath reeking of alcohol.

      “I want to talk to you about Dolly, Martin.”

      “What about her?” Martin stepped out onto the porch and closed the door behind him. “You finally gonna pay me for all the work she’s been doin’ for you over there?”

      “I’d like to pay court to your sister, Martin.”

      “Sure you would,” Martin had sneered, “and get more of her services without payin’.” The disheveled man had gone to the porch swing and dropped into it. “I’ll tell you what I tell all the other horny little cocks who show up here sniffin’ after my sister. Meet my price of a hundred dollars in gold and you can have  the lazy little cunny.”

      Trace’s mouth had fallen open in surprise and disgust. “You’re obscene,” he’d spat, “to talk about Dolly like that.”

      “Why?” Martin had smirked. “It’s what you all want—what’s between those legs of hers.” He’d shrugged. “Meet my price and you can have it, but, like all the rest around here, I doubt you will come up with it.”

      Trace could have met Martin’s price, but he didn’t want to think of Dolly as a whore. Men only paid other men for the use of a woman when that woman was a whore and that wasn’t Dolly.
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      The new washtubs with their wringer made Dolly’s laundry day so much easier.

      She stood pinning laundry to the line and looked up to see Trace sitting on his porch with work on his lap. The man was always working. He saw her at the line and nodded.

      When Dolly waved, the strong breeze caught the shirt in her hand and tugged it away. She watched in horror as Martin’s fancy new dress-shirt tumbled across the dusty yard. She forgot about Trace Anderson and dashed off after the shirt.

      Her heart fell when she picked up the wet garment and shook it to dislodge dust and debris. The red dust of the yard stuck to the fabric in several spots. With a deep sigh, Dolly turned to hurry back to the tubs and get the shirt back into the soapy water before stains set.

      When she turned, Dolly saw her brother glaring at her from the porch with a cup of coffee in his hand. “Is that my new shirt?” he demanded.

      “The wind yanked it out of my hand.” Dolly defended as she moved toward the porch. “I just need to rinse it out again.”

      Martin turned his head to stare at the new washtubs and Dolly waited for the explosion. “What the hell is this?” he demanded. “And where did it come from?”

      Dolly stepped up onto the porch and dipped the shirt into the water.

      Martin grabbed his sister’s arm. “I asked you where this came from.”

      “I got it at Haney’s,” Dolly said meekly as she scrubbed at the  fabric.

      “Spending more of my money?” he yelled. “Without asking my permission?”

      “Stop it, Martin.” she tried to yank her arm from his grasp. “I bought it with my egg money, not your's.”

      Her brother snorted. “All the money in this house is my money, stupid twit. You’re a female and the government is smart enough to know women can’t handle money of their own.” He scowled down at Dolly. “Where you been hiding this money and how much do you have?” he asked with a raised brow.

      Dolly knew where this was headed. If she told him where she kept her savings, she’d never have anything. Martin would take it to drink and gamble with at the saloon. “I spent all I had on this and sundries for the house,” she told him as she fed the shirt through the wringer.

      “What did you need that thing for?”

      “I was tired of doing the laundry on my knees,” she admitted, “and these wringers save my hands.”

      Martin snorted. “Same lazy, worthless cunny you’ve always been, Dolly.” He watched her shake out the shirt before dropping it into the rinse water. “All I can say is you better get my good shirt clean after letting it get filthy in the yard due to your goddamned clumsiness.” He slapped the back of Dolly’s head before going back inside. “Then get in here and make my damned breakfast.”

      “I’ll be in in a minute, Martin. I just need to finish hanging the rest of the laundry.”

      Dolly finished her chores, made breakfast, and was cleaning up the kitchen when someone knocked on the door. She let Martin answer it as he was already in the parlor with the newspaper.

      “Bring coffee for me and my friend, Dolly,” Martin called.

      Dolly peeked into the parlor to see her brother offering a seat on the settee to a well-dressed man of about forty. “I’ll have it in a minute, Martin,” she called back.

      Dolly didn’t know the man, but he didn’t look like a farmer or rancher, so she poured coffee from the everyday enameled pot into her mama’s pretty porcelain coffee service. She proudly arranged the pot on a tray with cups, saucers, creamer, and sugar bowl to carry in and place on the table in front of the stranger. She turned to scurry back into the kitchen when the man spoke.

      “Don’t go just yet, Miss Stroud,” he said in an authoritative tone. “Let me have a good look at you.”

      Dolly stopped with a questioning glance at her silent brother who simply shrugged. Dolly noticed the sweat on his brow with some concern. She’d heard gruff voices between the men while she prepared the coffee but hadn’t heard the exact conversation. She wondered what Martin had gotten himself into this time. Did he owe this man money from a gambling debt? What could the man possibly want with her?

      “Very nice, indeed,” the man said, appraising Dolly with his eyes. I think she’ll do just fine, Mr. Stroud.”

      Dolly turned to her brother. “Who is this man, Martin and what is he talking about?”

      The man stood. “I’m Hiram Davis, Miss Stroud and you are now in my possession.”

      Dolly’s mouth fell open. “Your possession?” She turned to her wide-eyed brother. “What’s he talking about, Martin?”

      Martin opened his mouth, but no words came out before Davis continued. “I’ve purchased all your brother’s debt,” the man said, “including his mortgage on this fine little house at the local bank.”

      “You mortgaged the house?” Dolly gasped, turning to her blank-faced brother.

      “Your brother now has in his hand the note for the five hundred dollars in debt I now hold,” Davis said with a grin as he returned to his seat and filled his cup. “You, my dear, are my price for the repayment of that note.”

      Martin lifted the piece of paper. “You mean you want my sister’s hand in marriage for this?”

      Davis snorted a chuckle as he reached out to take Dolly’s wrist and pull her closer. “I already have a wife in San Francisco.” Dolly flinched when the man grabbed her backside. “No, Miss Stroud will accompany me to San Francisco and be put to work at Bainbridge House.”

      “You want her to work in a hotel?” Martin said with his face contorted in confusion.

      “Bainbridge House is not a hotel,” Davis said. “It’s a very exclusive place where men of unusual tastes come to enjoy the company of beautiful women.” He smiled up at Dolly’s horrified face. “I assume you’re still a virgin?”

      “Of course, she’s still a virgin,” Martin snapped. “I haven’t let any of these local hayseeds get at her all these years.”

      “Even better,” Davis said as he continued to fondle Dolly’s behind. “I have a very elite group of men who will pay well to deflower a virgin.”

      “You can’t seriously think of letting this happen, Martin,” Dolly gasped at her brother who clutched the paper in his hand.

      Another man stepped out of the shadows. “He can, and he will,” Sheriff Lucas said with a grin as he stared at Dolly. “Mr. Davis has sworn out a warrant of nonpayment against your brother. If he doesn’t agree to allow you to leave with him, I will take him into custody, put him in jail, and confiscate this property to be put up for auction to repay the money Mr. Davis has put forth.”

      Martin’s face went pale. “You’d throw me out of my house, Lucas?”

      The sheriff grinned. “You and your sister.” He walked over and touched Dolly’s cheek. “You’d have to put her to work in one of the rooms above the saloon to pay your debts then, Martin, so you’re better off lettin’ him have her for his damned brothel in San Francisco.”

      “Martin?” Dolly pled as she tried to get away from Davis and the sheriff.

      The sheriff took a pair of shackles from his belt and dangled them in front of her brother. “It’s up to you, Martin. Send her off with Mr. Davis to whore in San Francisco or spend the next ten years doing hard labor in the territorial prison.”

      Dolly watched the change in her brother’s face and knew she was lost. Martin would sacrifice her to a life as a whore in order to avoid years of hard labor. “I’m sorry, Dolly,” he said in a whimper, “but I can’t lose this house and go to prison.”

      “I’m glad that’s settled,” Davis said with a broad smile. “Now let’s go upstairs to your room and make ready for our trip, Miss Stroud.” He smiled at the grinning sheriff as he pulled Dolly toward the stairs. “Stand watch outside, Lucas,” the man commanded, “and keep the crowd in tow while Miss Stroud and I get them fired up for the girl’s in the wagon.”

      Dolly followed the man, stumbling on the stairs. She still couldn’t believe this was happening to her or that Martin was allowing it to happen.

      “This is your room?” Davis asked at the top of the stairs.

      Dolly nodded, and he opened the door to the little attic space that had been her room all her life. “Take off your clothes,” Davis instructed. He slapped her face when she didn’t do as he’d said. “I won’t tolerate disobedience.”

      “I can’t undress in front of a strange man,” Dolly protested.

      Davis replied with a grin as he pulled aside the curtains to her window and slid it open. “Oh, you will, Miss Stroud, and so much more.” Dolly heard the voices of men in the alley below her window and wondered what was going on.
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      Trace sat on his porch stitching together a new holster for a customer when he heard the wagon. He glanced up to see a boxed wagon with barred windows stop in front of Martin Stroud’s house. Had someone finally gotten fed up with him cheating at cards and gone to the sheriff and pressed charges? It’s certainly about time.

      As a boisterous crowd began to gather, Trace stood and dropped his project into the chair. He stepped down off the porch and moved toward the Stroud house to see what was going on. Men laughed and cheered as they stared and pointed up at the window — Dolly’s window. Trace’s mouth fell open in shock when he got closer and saw Dolly, standing with her naked bosoms pressed against the glass with a pair of man’s hands stroking her equally naked body, teasing the crowd when they twined in the red triangle of hair between her thighs.

      What in hell’s name was going on and how could Martin allow it? Trace pushed through the crowd of men to rush toward the porch where the sheriff stood.

      “Damn,” Trace heard someone gasped, “If I’d known Dolly sucked cock like that, I’d have pressed Martin a little harder to pay court to her.”

      Trace shifted his eyes back to the window. The man had Dolly on her knees with his erect cock between her lips. He looked away in disgust.

      “There ya are, gents,” a man wearing a plaid jacket and a brown bowler hat called out in an Irish accent as he stood pointing at Dolly’s window. “Mr. Davis is breakin’ in his newest addition.” He laughed along with the jeering men.

      “Will we get a chance at the redhead when he’s done with her?” someone called from the crowd.

      “Not today, I fear,” the Irishman called back in reply, “but I have a wagon full of willin’ lasses here, eager to satisfy all your needs when Mr. Davis is finished with that girlie up there.” He laughed and slapped the wagon.

      Trace went to the porch and reached for the doorknob. “Hold it right there, Trace,”  sheriff Lucas commanded and blocked the way. “Just what do you think you’re doing?”

      “I’m going to stop this travesty,” Trace told the sheriff, “just like you or any decent man should have done.”

      “Why?” the sheriff asked with a grin. “She’s a damned filthy whore puttin’ on a show for Davis’s cat wagon.” The sheriff shrugged. “He ain’t breakin’ any laws I know of.”

      Trace’s mouth fell open. “Dolly’s no whore, Lucas. He’s gotta be forcin’ her to do this.”

      The sheriff snorted. “I’ve been here since it started,” he said, “and I sure didn’t see Dolly puttin’ up no fight about it.” He stepped off the porch to watch the man stroking his cock between Dolly’s lips. “Sure wish I’d known she could take a cock in her mouth like that.” He let out a long sigh. “She did squeal some when he shoved it up her tight little ass, though.”

      The sheriff grinned at Trace. “Go on home and take care of that bulge in your britches or wait and follow the Irishman and his whores. I’m sure one of ‘em would be happy to take care of it for ya.”

      Trace had heard enough. He strode off the porch toward home. He tried to shut the lude comments of the men out of his head as he returned home, but he couldn’t. He glanced up at the open window to see Dolly standing again with the man’s white fluid running down her quivering chin and the man’s hands on her bosoms, playing with her nipples to the enjoyment of the men below.

      Maybe he’d been wrong about Dolly. Maybe she was one of those women he’d read about who enjoyed being the center of attention—any sort of attention—and would flaunt their bodies in bawdyhouse shows. Trace tore his eyes away and trudged home.

      A few minutes later with Dolly’s show ended, the Irishman rolled his wagon past Trace’s house, leading the men from town the way St. Patrick was said to have led the snakes out of Ireland and into the sea. Trace glanced back to the Stroud house. Dolly’s window was closed, and the curtains drawn. He couldn’t believe what he’d seen or that Martin had allowed it to happen. What sort of man allows his sister to be put on display in such a fashion in his own house? He went inside for a drink of water.

      When he came back out to finish his project, he saw Dolly follow Davis from the house and climb into his buggy. She wore a dress and bonnet Trace had seen her wear at church several times. It caused his stomach to twist. How could she wear it now after actin like an ungodly whore in front of half the men in town?

      When he saw Dolly’s tear-stained face in the man’s buggy, Trace knew he’d been wrong to think badly of Dolly. She wasn’t a whore and he knew she hadn’t enjoyed what had been done to her in that window.

      The sheriff followed close behind the buggy and doffed his hat at Trace with a broad grin on his face. Trace couldn’t believe he’d voted for the bastard.

      The big man stood, reached into the house and grabbed the rifle he kept beside the door. He knew what he had to do now. He knew he had to save Dolly from whatever that man had in store for her.

    

  

OEBPS/images/dolly-main-file-1.jpg
LORI BEASLEY BRADLEY






OEBPS/images/break-section-fell-screen.png





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.


