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      Victor Storm found what he was looking for in a corner bar called Cooley’s on Bond Avenue in the East St. Louis suburb of Centreville. He wasn’t looking for a drink.

      It was nine o’clock on a Thursday evening, and Cooley’s was the fifth bar Victor had stopped into that night. He was not a regular, but he had been here before, a few nights earlier. That night, he had only stayed long enough to drink a beer and have a look around the premises. When he arrived this time, that was all he was expecting.

      He pulled the heavy, blue front door open with his left hand and stepped inside. He remembered the smell of cooked steak, though this time the scent was an unsavory tinge of blood or something more vile. He didn’t dwell on it.

      As the door closed behind him, he stepped to the left toward the kitchen, his eyes scanning the central area of the bar to his right.

      A line of booths sat against the front wall, where the windows faced the sidewalk and street outside. In the farthest booth, a young couple sat together on the side facing him. The rest were empty.

      In front of Victor, a long wooden bar stretched away toward the back of the room. A gray-haired man wearing a stained brown apron stood behind the bar, leaning forward to rest with his elbows on it as he watched a television mounted on the far wall. The same barman had been here in the same pose the last time Victor had stopped in. He straightened and gave Victor a friendly nod, but he didn’t seem to recognize him. Victor tipped his head in return and, because he’d already had four beers so far this evening, added a sly smile with it. The barman shifted on his feet, then turned back to the television.

      A grizzled old man with thick gray stubble, craggy wrinkles, and a bulbous nose sat on the stool at the near end of the bar. He, too, looked like he hadn’t moved since Victor’s last visit. He had twisted in his seat to look in Victor’s direction when the door opened, but his glassy eyes gave no hint of recognition, and he returned his gaze to the beer in front of him. No one else sat at the bar.

      Victor shuffled into the room taking short, timid steps. Eight or ten square tables with wooden tops and metal legs filled the central area behind the bar stools, and most of these were empty, too. A pair of women, one white, the other with dark skin, dressed in what looked like nurses’ uniforms, sat engaged in casual conversation in the far corner away from the television. At a table near the bar, two middle-aged, clean-cut white men wearing slacks and polo shirts embroidered with a business logo sipped beer from pint glasses and alternated their attention between the television and the women at the other table.

      In the back of the bar, Victor could see another couple at the pool table. Both were dark-skinned and very young, Victor guessed college-aged. They wore formal clothes, the slender young woman in a sleek red dress that stopped at her knees, the young man rather gangly in dark purple slacks, a crisp white shirt, and a bow tie. Neither of them paid any attention to Victor when he entered.

      So far, this was not what Victor had come here for.

      Victor realized he was feeling the effects of the beers he’d been drinking that night. He stood six feet tall and weighed a solid one hundred sixty pounds, so he thought he should be fine after four beers in ninety minutes, but nonetheless, here he was with his head feeling a little fuzzy. He thought for an instant about turning around and leaving, but one of his primary objectives was to not be noticed or remembered too clearly, and leaving without ordering anything might make the bartender think he was casing the place to rob it, and that would tend to stick out in his mind.

      So, instead, Victor carried out his original plan. Unzipping his jacket halfway and shaking it loose, he walked down to the end of the bar. The old-timer on the end paid him no attention, but the bartender came over as soon as Victor slid onto a stool. “What’ll it be?” he asked.

      Victor considered coffee, iced tea, or even soda, but all of these seemed likely to be out of the ordinary and thus draw unwanted attention. “Beer,” he said, making his voice hoarse. “Bottle.”

      The bartender turned his attention back to the television as he walked away and pulled a bottle from a cooler by the register. When he came back, Victor had a few bills laid out on the bar. “No change,” he said.

      The bartender set the beer on a napkin in front of Victor and picked up the bills without acknowledgment. As Victor reached for his bottle, he noticed another on the bar in front of the stool next to his. His first thought was that someone must have left it there when they left the bar, but if that was the case, it was strange that the barman hadn’t cleared it away. Looking closer, Victor thought he could see the surface of the liquid about a third of the way up. It wasn’t empty.

      Victor’s eyes went to the old man, the men at the one table, and the women at the other. All of them had drinks in front of themselves.

      He turned to the young couple playing pool. A small table flanked by two chairs sat against the wall on the other side of the pool table. The young man had taken off his jacket and had it draped across the back of a chair, and a glass of amber liquid stood on the table in front of it. Victor noticed that the other side of the table had no drink for the young woman, and he was about to assume that the bottle must have been hers when the young man missed his shot on the pool table and it was her turn. Before she took the cue stick from her companion, she lifted a tall plastic glass Victor hadn’t seen, took a short drink from the straw, and put it onto a small drink shelf.

      Before Victor could dwell on the mystery a moment longer, he heard the bathroom door behind him open. He turned to see a white guy with a black leather jacket, slicked-back hair, and a permanent sneer stroll out of the restroom and head toward the stool next to him. His left hand held a cell phone to his ear. “That’s right,” he was saying, “Cooley’s.” He looked around the room at the people, then said into his phone, “There’s no one here.” He pushed the button to end the call and shoved the phone into his coat pocket.

      Victor watched the man as he walked to the bar. He knew a thug when he saw one.

      The man stopped at the stool next to Victor but did not sit down. He picked up the glass, drained the last of the beer, and put it back on the napkin on the bar. He gave Victor a nod. It was a gesture of friendship, but Victor could sense no goodwill in it. Nonetheless, he gave a small, slow nod in return.

      The man turned and walked toward the pool table and the couple. “You need to get off there,” he said. “That’s our table.”

      Victor turned his head to look at the young couple, a scowl furrowing his forehead.

      “Sorry,” the black kid said, not looking the aggressive thug in the eyes. He looked to his date, whose eyes blazed with indignation. He gave her a sheepish grin, then turned back to the thug. “You can have the table after we finish this game.”

      “Didn’t you hear me?” the thug snarled. “I said this is our table. My boys will be here in a minute, so you need to fuck off. Now.” He picked their quarters up from the holder and threw them on the floor back into the main area of the bar.

      “Hey,” Victor said. “Leave them alone.”

      The thug kept his body squared to the black kid but turned his head toward Victor, an expression of incredulity on his face. “What?” he asked. “You got a problem, old man?”

      “In fact, I do.” Victor rose from his seat to face the thug squarely. “Why don’t you pick on someone your own size?”

      Anger lit up the thug’s face. He turned and took three steps toward Victor, a movement intended to intimidate. “You mean like you?”

      It was Victor’s turn to sneer. This was exactly what he’d been looking for. “That’s right,” he said.

      “You want a piece of me?” the thug demanded.

      “Not really,” Victor lied. “I want you to apologize to those two, and then I want you to get the fuck out of here and don’t bother them again.”

      “Are you for real?” the thug asked with a laugh. He stopped laughing. “Well, that ain’t happening.”

      Without taking his eyes off the man, Victor reached for his beer, swallowed the last of it, and set the empty glass on the bar. “Then I guess I’ll have that piece after all.”

      “Hey!” the bartender said. “No trashing my bar!”

      “It’s all right,” Victor said. He pointed at the back door with his left hand. “Let’s take this outside.”

      The thug spread his arms and smiled, showing teeth nicer than Victor expected to see. “You lead the way,” he said.

      Victor could feel adrenaline dumping into his bloodstream as he walked to the door, and it felt great. He felt his lungs sucking in oxygen, and he felt alive and powerful. He moved quickly, the focus of his mind narrowing to just the problem at hand: the thug. He knew from the phone conversation that the thug’s friends were on their way. If they showed up before this was over, things could get complicated.

      Victor twisted the handle, pushed the door open with his left hand, and stepped out into the cold. The door opened into a narrow back alley. Fast food wrappers and plastic bags littered the space, many blown up against the large dumpster that stood to the left. Victor took two quick steps into the alley, trying to put some extra distance between himself and his opponent, turning as he went.

      The thug closed the distance after him. He had somehow managed to pick up a pool cue on his way out the door. He was holding it like a bat, though foolishly holding the big end in his own hands. He followed Victor as he staggered back, looking to close the distance for another strike.

      But before he could get turned, he saw a flash of gleaming brown arcing through the air toward his head. His arm came up reflexively, and his head flinched to the left. He managed to partially block the blow, but he felt a solid thump across his right cheekbone, and he staggered backward in the alley.

      Victor put his hand to his cheekbone. It was sore, but he felt no blood and nothing broken. Nevertheless, he winced as though it was a serious injury. He reeled on his feet, goading the thug into taking another shot.

      The thug fell for it. He stepped in and wound his arms back for another swing.

      Victor dropped his hand from his cheek and stepped into the thug. His left arm came up and deflected the swing of the pool cue before it could gain any momentum, and he drove a solid punch from his right hand into the thug’s solar plexus. The young man gasped from the blow, eyes bulging, hair wild.

      With a smooth flow, Victor slid his left hand up, grasped the pool cue, and twisted it from the thug’s grip. At the same time, Victor brought his right hand up to the thug’s neck. Before the young man could react, Victor had taken another step forward, planted his right leg behind the thug’s legs, and toppled him backward. The dirtbag hit the cold ground like a bag of dirt.

      Victor was on him at once. He held the pool cue across the ruffian’s throat. The thug’s hands came up to grip the pool cue. Victor pressed down, and the thug’s eyes went wild.

      “If I ever see you bothering anyone again,” Victor said, his voice low, “I’ll show you how you can really hurt someone with a pool cue.”

      Victor stared into the thug’s eyes for a moment to let the message sink in, then let go of the young man’s throat and smashed him in the nose with his elbow. He heard a crack as his elbow connected with the dirtbag’s nose, and a gritty thump as the back of the thug’s head hit the ground.

      Victor let go of the thug and the pool cue and stood up. He looked both ways in the alley, but they were alone. The young thug groaned, and a trickle of blood began to flow from his left nostril. His nose would heal, but his pride would likely throb for a while longer. Victor felt the tiniest pang of guilt before turning away and heading back inside the bar.

      He found the young black man just inside the door. His expression was dark with worry. He had apparently been coming after Victor into the alley. The young woman gripped his arm, seemingly to hold him back. She let go of the arm when she saw Victor.

      “That guy will probably come back inside in a few minutes,” Victor said. “You two should go before his friends get here.”

      The pair looked at him, speechless, for a moment, before turning back to collect their things. Victor headed across the bar, zipping up his jacket and turning up his collar as he walked. When he reached the front door, he took one last look back. The bartender had his rag over his shoulder and was walking to the back door. The young couple was pulling on their coats, already halfway to the door behind him. For an instant, Victor wondered if he’d be able to share this with Lou. He’d find out soon enough.

      He opened the front door, stepped out into the cold, and hustled down the sidewalk toward the bus stop.
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      Adrenaline was still pumping through Victor’s veins when he stepped into the Onion Field, a smoky jazz club in downtown St. Louis. Though the bar was relatively close to his apartment, it had opened recently, and Victor had not been there before. He paused inside the door to scan the room for his friend Lou Rollins. Lou had said to meet him here at seven. It was eight o’clock now.

      As Victor’s eyes searched the room, he first thought maybe his friend had not arrived yet or had already left, but the idea was short-lived. Almost immediately, he saw movement in a booth across the room and recognized Lou, sitting alone, waving some kind of food at him. Victor gave him a nod and a little smile, then headed across the room to join him.

      He surveyed the room and the crowd as he crossed. On a small stage in a corner of the room to his left, a band was setting up for what looked to be an acoustic set. A light crowd had gathered for the show, mostly occupying the tables arranged in front of the stage. Victor saw people of all colors and ages, though they tended toward older and darker-skinned. On his right lay the bar proper, with a row of brass-legged stools in front of a wooden surface stained dark brown. A young black man who looked as though he might not be old enough to drink was behind the bar, leaning forward with his arms against it, a knit cap on his head and a satisfied smile on his face.

      “About time you got here,” Lou said when Victor reached the table. “I’ve been here for four hours waiting for you.”

      “Sorry,” Victor said, sliding onto the vinyl seat. Lou was a black man the same age as Victor, forty-two. Though they had both grown up in St. Louis, they had not met until they were in army basic training after high school. They had become friends. After basic training, he and Lou had taken different career paths, Lou to the Military Police and the Criminal Investigation Division and Victor to the infantry and the Special Forces. Despite this, they had kept in touch over the years and managed to drink together in bars all over the world. Each had also retired after twenty years and returned to St. Louis, and now Lou worked as a detective in the Auto Theft Section of the St. Louis Police Department. Victor looked at his old friend with a frown. “Four hours,” he said. “Really?”

      “No,” Lou said. He wiped his fingertips on the little square napkin in front of him, picked up his glass of beer, and gazed longingly at the amber liquid. “But can you imagine how drunk I’d be if it was?” He turned his eyes to Victor. “And it would be your fault.”

      “Well,” Victor said. “I’m not sure what I’m sorry for now.”

      Lou laughed, then took a long drink from his glass and belched into his napkin.

      Victor looked around the room for the waitress and spotted her as she emerged from a door that led to a room behind the bar. He waved his hand at her, but she was carrying a stainless steel container, and she didn’t notice him. She headed across the room, walking at a hustle. Victor shook his head in disgust, reached inside his jacket and pulled out a pack of cigarettes, tapped one out, and put the pack down on the table beside the ashtray. “You don’t mind, do you?” he asked Lou.

      Lou shook his head but pointed a rib bone in the direction of the waitress, who was putting the stainless steel container in place of an empty one on a warmer on a sideboard at the end of the bar. “Free appetizers during the show,” he said.

      Victor lit the cigarette. “I’ll get some later.”

      The waitress came back across the room, and Victor managed to get her attention with a wave. She gave him a tired smile and shook the empty container at him, and he nodded at her.

      Lou finished the ribs and wiped his fingertips and mouth with the napkin, then pushed the plate away and picked up Victor’s pack of cigarettes.

      Victor raised an eyebrow at him. “I thought you quit.”

      “I did,” Lou said with a cheesy smile. “I haven’t bought a pack in years.”

      Victor smiled and handed his friend the lighter. Lou lit the cigarette and blew the smoke toward the ceiling.

      The waitress returned, and Victor ordered a beer.

      Onstage, the band started warming up their instruments, and Victor and Lou turned in their seats to watch the action.

      “The acoustics are great in this place,” Lou said. He pointed his cigarette at the stage. “If the drummer farts on the back of the stage, you can smell it all the way over here.”

      Victor nodded with a chuckle. “That’s good acoustics,” he said. “I’m kind of curious if that will really work.”

      “Well, you’re going to smell something,” Lou said. “And when you do, remember, it’s the band.”

      “I see,” Victor said.

      They smoked their cigarettes in silence for a few moments, watching the band. The waitress brought Victor’s beer, and he took a long drink. He was still feeling the effects of the beers he’d drunk earlier, but the new one promised to put him in a better place.

      “You probably haven’t been here since this place just reopened a few nights ago, have you?” Lou asked.

      “No,” Victor said. He gave his friend a quizzical look. “You didn’t invite me here just to see a new bar, did you?”

      “No,” Lou admitted, his expression darkening. “I haven’t seen you in a while, and I wanted to make sure you were doing all right. You know, after what happened with your parents and all that.”

      Victor fixed his gaze on Lou. A thug in Florida had killed his parents in a botched robbery several months earlier. Lou knew this. He also knew that in December, after the police had botched the case and scratched the charges, the perpetrator had been found dead of an apparent suicide.

      What he did not know was that the thug had not killed himself. Victor had traveled to Florida, killed him in cold blood, and made it look like a suicide.

      Victor searched Lou’s face for any hint that his friend might suspect him. He saw nothing. “I’m fine,” Victor said, turning his attention back to the band. The guitar player was tuning his instrument, strumming a chord, twisting the knobs on its neck, then repeating the process.

      “You been staying busy?” Lou asked.

      Victor thought of the visits he’d been making to bars lately. He shrugged. “Busy enough.” He took another pull off his cigarette, then crushed it out in the ashtray.

      Lou puffed on his cigarette as if to catch up, then put it out as well. “You still working at that gym?” he asked.

      Victor shook his head and shrugged again. “I wasn’t exactly working there before,” he said.

      Lou grunted and blew smoke toward the ceiling. “Teaching classes? Personal training? That ain’t working?”

      “It was a few things a few times,” Victor said, “but I haven’t done that since the trial and everything. Max’s asked me a couple of times, but … not yet.”

      “So what do you do for money?” Lou asked.

      Victor frowned at him. “I told you before. I practice voluntary simplicity. I have savings, and I don’t have many expenses. That gives me the freedom to do what I want.”

      “Which is …?” Lou asked.

      Victor lifted his glass and drained some beer. “I’m working on it.” He put the glass down and reached for another cigarette. Lou had left the pack of cigarettes on the table next to his plate. Victor reached for one, and as he did, he leaned so that his head was under the overhead light that hung above the table.

      “Jesus,” Lou said, “what happened to your face?”

      Victor snatched up the cigarettes and sat back in his seat, pulling his head away from the light. “Nothing,” he said. Lou was looking at his cheekbone where that idiot had hit him with the pool cue. Victor touched the area with his fingertips. A lump was forming there, but he couldn’t feel any blood. That was good.

      “Nothing?” Lou asked. “It looks like something busted you in the side of your head.” He turned toward Victor and leaned to get a better look.

      “I said it’s nothing,” Victor said. He lowered his hand but shifted his position to make the injury a little less visible to Lou. “Never mind.” He tapped a cigarette from the pack, lit it, and reached for his nearly empty beer glass. “Where is that waitress?” he asked.

      Lou picked up the pack of cigarettes and shook one out for himself. “Did you get in a fight?” he asked.

      Victor shook his head. “It was nothing,” he said. “Some guy wanted to pick on a kid. I took care of it.”

      “A kid, huh?” Lou said. He reached for Victor’s lighter and lit his cigarette, then blew smoke at the ceiling. “You trying to be a hero?”

      “No,” Victor said. “Do I have to have a reason to help somebody?”

      “No,” Lou said, “but I thought you needed a reason to get in a fight.”

      “Well, sometimes it’s not up to me,” Victor said.

      Lou scoffed. “That’s what I used to say,” he said, “but I never heard you say it before.”

      Victor rolled his eyes and turned his attention back to the stage, fighting the urge to put his hand over the bruise on his forehead, instead pretending it was nothing to see, nothing to worry about. He wanted the conversation to be over, but he could feel Lou looking at him, and he knew it wasn’t.

      “You still having those dreams?” Lou asked.

      Victor glanced at his friend. He wanted to lie. “Sometimes,” he said. “It’s no big deal.”

      Lou seemed as though he wanted to argue, but he didn’t. “Did you go to the VA yet?” he asked.

      Victor looked away with an involuntary sigh. “No.”

      Again Lou was quiet. It was not the first time they’d had this conversation.

      Victor shifted in his seat. He didn’t want to see this band or finish this conversation. He wanted to leave.

      “Angie called me,” Lou said.

      Victor turned back to his friend with a frown. Angie was Angelina, his estranged wife. “She called you?” he asked. “Why?”

      “She said she’s been calling you, and you don’t answer the phone,” Lou said, his tone serious. “She was worried about you. And when she said you weren’t answering your phone, I was worried, too.”

      “I answered the phone when you called, didn’t I?” Victor said, dismissing the issue with a shrug. “What does she want?”

      “She wants to talk to you,” Lou said. “She didn’t say why.”

      “Fine,” Victor said.

      “You’ll call her, then?” Lou asked.

      “I said fine already,” Victor said with a deep sigh. “I’m pretty busy right now with the probate of my parents’ estate and all, but I’ll call her.”

      “There’s more,” Lou said, a tone of intrigue in his voice.

      Victor waited, still frowning.

      “Look, man,” Lou said, “this might be nothing, but I’m a detective, and I ask a lot of people questions every day.”

      Victor wondered where this was going.

      “I’ve developed a pretty keen sense of when someone has something they’re not telling me,” Lou continued. He tightened his lips into a line.

      “And?” Victor asked.

      “And, when I was talking to your wife, I got a strong feeling that something else was going on,” Lou said.

      “Like what?” Victor asked.

      Lou shook his head and sat back in the booth. “I don’t know, man, but I’ve got a bad feeling about it, and I want you to be careful.”

      Victor dismissed Lou’s caution with a shake of his head. “I know what it is,” he said. He picked up his beer and swigged it. “She wants to come back.”

      Lou looked dubious. “You think so?”

      “Yeah,” Victor said with a nod. “And I think it’s time.”
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      Monday evening, Victor made his way to the humanities building on the St. Louis Community College campus for his philosophy class. As he climbed the stairs to the second floor and walked down the hallway, the memories of his last experience here swirled unbidden into his head, and he felt a sense of dread growing inside him. The previous semester, his philosophy instructor had been a young man named Cooper. He had seemed like a nice enough person, but Victor was looking for wisdom, and he couldn’t see how a man so young would have much. The class had turned out all right, but Victor still wondered if he had missed out. He knew from his registration information that the instructor this time was not Cooper, but a person named Chandler, but Victor still worried that he might be walking into a similar situation.

      When he stepped into room 217, however, he felt his rising anxiety begin to abate. In front of the tall green chalkboard that ran the full width of the head of the room, an old man stood leaning against a big wooden desk, resting his right hand on a stack of thick books. He had white hair brushed back away from his face on all sides, and a white beard and mustache. He wore a tweed jacket with patches on the elbows, brown corduroy slacks, and a sober expression. To Victor, he looked as though he just might know something about philosophy.

      The old man gave Victor a nod as he entered the room. Victor returned a tight smile and looked for the best seat.

      Normally Victor would have preferred a seat in the back of a classroom, but in this situation, the only door in or out was in the front right corner by the chalkboard, and Victor was loath to position a group of people he didn’t know between himself and the only exit. He sat in the third row on the far left side and turned in his chair so he could see the instructor, the rest of the students who were already seated, and anyone else coming in.

      As a few stragglers entered the classroom, Victor looked over at the other students. He recognized a heavyset black woman sitting in the middle from the philosophy class he’d taken last semester. He remembered her name as Loretta, and also that she had been pleasant enough. He recognized one or two other people from that class as well, though he couldn’t remember their names.

      Then another student strode into the room, a young man in his early twenties, with well-groomed hair and finely pressed clothes. Victor knew this person also from his previous philosophy class, but the memories of him were not pleasant. His name was Dan, but because of his manner and dress, Victor had thought of him as “Dapper Dan.” Victor found him annoying because he was some kind of religious fanatic, he was perfectly happy to let “because God said so” be the crux of any logical argument, and he seemed to think that everyone else believed his religious texts to be obvious truth. Victor had been trained to silently endure and ignore the bites of ticks, mosquitoes, and other pests, but Dapper Dan drove Victor nuts.

      The instructor straightened, looked at his watch and at the clock on the wall, then walked around the desk to the chalkboard, picked up a piece of chalk from the tray, and wrote on it in big letters: Chandler/Ethics.

      A reverent hush fell over the class.

      “Good evening, everyone,” the professor said. “As you may have guessed, this is Philosophy 104: Ethics.”

      The professor paused. He wasn’t smiling, and he seemed awkward and uncomfortable. The class waited for him to continue.

      “My name is Garland Maynard Chandler. As far as background, you may find it relevant to know that I received a traditional education. I earned my bachelor’s degree here in St. Louis and my master’s degree in Chicago, where I spent long evenings engaged in sparkling philosophical debates with other angry young men who thought that philosophers should rule the world.”

      This brought a titter of laughter from the class.

      “Following that, I became a professor of philosophy at a college on the East Coast, where I hosted small private dinners and large international conferences, both steeped heavily in wine and hard liquor, dedicated to the pursuit of philosophical truth.”

      This brought no laughter, and the students in the class exchanged uneasy glances. Even Dapper Dan, who had taken a seat on the right side of the room a row back from Victor, looked a mite overwhelmed, to Victor’s delight.

      Chandler nodded thoughtfully and continued. “I’ve been studying and teaching philosophy for almost forty years,” he said, and made a face as if the fact surprised him. “And you know what I’ve learned?”

      No one offered an idea.

      “I’ve learned that much of philosophy, but ethics, in particular, is absolutely baseless.” He shook his head grimly. “That is, all of the statements and arguments and books attempting to explain it are ultimately self-referential.” He narrowed his eyes at them. “In fact,” he said, “I’ve come to wonder if the whole pursuit is just bullshit.”

      Victor sat up straighter. He liked this guy.

      Chandler walked to the desk and reached for the books. “I’ve taught beginning ethics classes many times over the years,” he said. “Normally, I would assign you one of these textbooks, and we would cover a chapter or so a week until we’d finished it.” He lifted the stack of books and walked around to the other side of the desk. “But you know what?” he asked.

      He had everyone’s attention, but no one knew what.

      When he reached the other side of the desk, he faced the class and held the books in his outstretched arms in front of him. After a moment, he let go of the books, and they landed in a small garbage can with a mighty thump.

      Someone in the back gasped, though Victor didn’t see who.

      “I can’t do it again,” Chandler said. “I can’t go over that dried-up old excrement one more time.” He sat on the front corner of the desk and crossed his arms. “I can’t waste your time like that, and I won’t waste my time.”
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Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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