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      SHANE

      A cat is a man’s best friend, because they can’t be bought or threatened. If they don’t like you, they walk away, showing you their butthole. If they stick around, it’s because they find you interesting. Mimsy’s stayed with me through six years and across half the country, which means I’m not a total loser. We earn our daily bread and fishy treats by busking, and sometimes we get lucky.

      Like this abandoned wine-tasting place we’re squatting in. California climate so we don’t need heat, running water still on, all the comforts of home. Sure, there’s a weird guy with mental health issues who shows up now and then, but he keeps life interesting and he’s not bad to look at. We might stick around Gaynor Beach for a while.

      THEO

      I finally have control of my grandparents’ legacy, which means I can give away all the things they valued more than me. I have enough money to live on without theirs. The vineyard’s easy.

      I’ll give it to Manuel, the guy who did most of the work while never being allowed in their showplace mansion. I love imagining his kids bouncing on Grandmère’s priceless antiques.

      The wine-tasting parlor’s harder. I’d like to burn it to the ground, but the cops frown on arson, plus when I went to check it out there was a homeless guy living in it. Instead of being scared of me— because I admit, I was losing it a bit when he spotted me— he cleaned up the cut on my arm and listened to me ramble. He had no clue who I was and I liked that. Maybe I can turn my grandparents’ showroom into a homeless shelter. Or something for homeless animals. Shane loves his little cat, and I wouldn’t mind if they stuck around for a while.

      

      Impurrfections is a slow-burn romance between a guy who loves pets more than people, and a man trying to escape a painful legacy, who come together to build something better for themselves and Gaynor Beach. Warning for past history of emotional abuse.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          SHANE

        

      

    

    
      “Hey! Get out! You can’t sleep there!” A loud voice broke my sleep.

      Adrenaline jolted me upright by the second word. I shoved myself out of my reclined seat. The man peering in the driver’s window of the wrecked car six inches from my face looked furious— flushed and sweaty. He thumped on the glass with a fist. Fortunately, I’d manually locked the old Nissan. This wasn’t my first rodeo.

      I scrambled across the seats, gave the man a cheery wave, and slid out the other side, grabbing my pack off the passenger floor as I went and leaving the door open for my cat. The junkyard guy tried to give chase, but I’d chosen a car that was jammed into the ones on either side. By the time he’d figured out how to get through the mess of rusting metal and torn upholstery, I was almost at the fence. I leaped, grabbed. The wire on top dug into my palm but I hauled myself up and over and dropped on the other side.

      Mimsy had followed me, like I knew she would. She sniffed at the chain-link, whiskers twitching, then ran up it as easy as climbing a ladder. From the top, she jumped down neatly, her cat paws landing with far more grace than my sneakers.

      Turning my back on the shouting man, I sauntered away with Mimsy at my side. Okay, I booked it as fast as I could without running. Running looks bad. I swung my pack onto both shoulders and didn’t turn around when the dude shook the fence. No need to let him get another look at my face.

      The junkyard stood on the edge of this little California town— Gaynor Beach— that I’d picked for no good reason except my last ride had been headed close to here, and I liked the word “gay” in the name. Like, screw the haters. Of course, probably Gaynor was some founding dude, but still, I’d seen a rainbow flag near the bus depot where the guy I hitched with let me off. That was a real good sign for a small town.

      It was a cute place. Probably had a bunch of B&Bs and motels with names like “Seaside” and “Oceanview” where newcomers could stay. If they had money. Which I didn’t.

      Still, being broke wasn’t as much of a handicap here as back home.

      “California,” I told Mimsy. “We’re not freezing our asses off in January this year.” I’d slept in abandoned cars before, and let me tell you, they do not keep you warm on a Midwest winter night. Raising my hands like a revival preacher, I intoned, “It’s a miracle, folks.”

      A man walking the other way on the sidewalk gave me a startled look, then frowned at Mimsy. I patted my neck and said, “Up.” Mimsy jumped to my shoulder and draped herself around me like a scarf. I glared at the dude— yeah, the pretty cream-and-orange cat belongs to me— and headed on at a brisk pace.

      Mimsy licked the rim of my ear, then nipped me lightly.

      “Sorry, you belong to yourself. I’m your servant.” I knew she couldn’t really read my thoughts, or understand my words for that matter, but I liked to pretend. When she purred and relaxed, I grinned, like it was a reward for that “servant” promise. Everyone who lives with a cat is their servant. That’s how cat-ness works.

      I’d hurried toward town rather than away, in case the junkyard guy came after me. More places to hide, more people to hide among. I didn’t think he’d bother chasing us. I hadn’t damaged that already-wrecked piece of junk, but some people took trespassing real personal.

      Five minutes’ walking took me well into the local neighborhood, the junkyard-bodyshop-warehouse-storage-unit vibe changing to housing. What I’d call lower-middle class. Some dumpy apartment blocks, a bunch of weathered single-story homes built close together, a few narrow duplexes. Nothing like the slum I grew up in, but folks here would understand digging in the sofa for change at the end of the month.

      Which made it not the best choice for panhandling. Asking for cash was an art, and finding the right spot was a science. A high-traffic location in a touristy area or a middle-class neighborhood worked better. Places like this street, folks were close enough to the edge themselves to hang on to their money. If they’d got a spare ten bucks, they’d have a relative or friend who needed it. They might want to help, but they’d toss quarters. And in the wealthy areas, the residents sailed past in their Mercedes with their noses in the air muttering “Get a job.”

      Like it was that easy.

      Mimsy prrrped in my ear and I stroked her soft fur. “It’s a glorious morning, my queen. Time for a stroll.”

      I’d always liked walking, which was a good thing because I’d hoofed a lot of miles. Gaynor Beach had sidewalks, which lots of places don’t. As we wandered southeast with the early morning sun in our eyes, the neighborhoods got nicer. Houses were bigger, yards had more landscaping, the cars parked in driveways and along the streets got newer.

      A narrow bridge with a pedestrian walkway on each side crossed a small river. I briefly considered panhandling at the bridge intersection, but there was only a stop sign, not a light. That made it easy for folks to “not have time” to cough up any money. Instead, I strode across the bridge and on into the even fancier neighborhood on the other side.

      I was thinking about heading toward the waterfront, where tourists might be, when I spotted a corner store with a well-kept façade and attractive stands of fruit and flowers out front. Perfect. I studied the situation as I approached with Mimsy still draped around my neck. Young parents, toddlers and preschoolers, some senior folk, no older kids. Must be a weekday. I’d lost track.

      For that crowd, I had a couple of routines that could work. I paused on the wide walkway alongside the parking lot. Technically private property, unlike the sidewalk, but I wouldn’t be obstructing customers and there was room for Mimsy to stay safe from cars. I set down my pack, and she jumped from my shoulders to sit watching, her tail neatly curled around her toes.

      “Is that a cat?” A little boy tugged on his mother’s hand to make her pause, his wide gaze on Mimsy.

      “Looks like it,” I said. Setting out my lightweight cap, I put a five-dollar bill inside. Usually, that would be a seed, because people drop in more bills when they see other folks have. This time, it was a prop. A second child had stopped, so I said to Mimsy, “Keepaway.” It was one of her favorite games.

      Standing behind the cap, I began a patter of, “It’s so lovely here, compared to where I’m from…” The words didn’t matter. I flicked a finger, and Mimsy jumped up, trotted to the hat, and grabbed the folded bill in her teeth.

      I stopped short and asked her, “What are you doing?”

      Holding the bill, she backed up a couple of steps. I turned to the small boy, faking shock. “Did that cat just steal my money?”

      “Yes.” He giggled.

      Looking at Mimsy, I said, “Put that back!” I pointed to the cap with my right hand, but with the left— which she was watching— I wagged a finger back and forth. She shook her head, whiskers twitching.

      “Put the money in my hat, now.” Another headshake.

      This time, a little girl giggled.

      “Do I have to take it back from you?” I stalked two overexaggerated steps toward Mimsy, making the mime clear. I didn’t need anyone actually grabbing at her. She sat up on her butt, then darted between my ankles, stopping two feet behind me. I whirled. “Oh, is it like that?” I held out my arms wide. She pretended to dodge left, then right, while I intercepted her. Then with a leap, she landed on my shoulder, then jumped off behind me, fiver still in her teeth.

      Both kids laughed.

      We did the keepaway dance for a few more minutes, ending with the bit where Mimsy got behind my heels and I pretended I couldn’t see her. Then, as I bent over, she ran up my back and onto the top of my head. I straightened— carefully— and put my hand over my eyes like I was shading them, pretending to peer all around while she balanced on my scalp. Ouch, watch the claws, baby. “Where did she go?” I asked the several children now gathered. “That cat has my money. Where did she go?”

      They pointed and called out, “She’s there,” and, “On your head,” while laughing and jumping up and down.

      “Oh! She’s sneaky!” I swiped Mimsy down, juggled her, pretended to lose my grip. She landed on all fours and on my signal, dropped the money. I grabbed it. “Hah! I have it!”

      In one quick move, Mimsy grabbed the cap off the ground in her teeth and dragged it three feet away.

      The children roared with laughter.

      “Oh, no,” I cried in mock anguish. “I’m not doing that again.” I looked around the audience. “I’ll have to buy it from her. What do you think cats use for money? Chicken?”

      “Mice!”

      “Fish!”

      “Cat treats!”

      I pointed at the third child. “There. I don’t have mice or fish, but I miiiiight have…” Drawing the moment out, I dug in my pocket, then waved my hand in the air. “Cat treats!”

      Mimsy sat down on the hat, facing me.

      “Look,” I said. “A tasty cat treat.” I set one on the ground. “Come and get it.”

      On my cue, Mimsy shook her head.

      “Two treats?” I put another beside the first.

      Headshake.

      “How many do you want?”

      Mimsy meowed five short sharp sounds.

      “What do you think, kids? How many was that?”

      The ones old enough to count yelled out, “Four,” “Five,” “Six,” “A hundred!” with varying degrees of accuracy.

      I snickered at the kid who’d said a hundred. He looked to be about five and had a wicked grin. Kid was gonna be my kind of hellraiser.

      Poised on one knee, I set out a line of treats and counted, “One, two, three, four, five. Now can I have my hat back?”

      Mimsy waited a count of three, then sauntered over and ate her treats with neat snaps of her little white teeth. I leaped to my feet, scooped up the hat, and put it on my head. Last treat eaten, Mimsy jumped to my shoulder and we took a bow with her draped around my neck.

      The applause warmed me. But I quickly set down the cap with the five back in it because applause was nice, but it didn’t buy me lunch.

      Luckily, the bright sun, happy crowd, and laughing kids meant some parents opened purses and wallets. A couple of the kids asked if they could pet Mimsy, and I bent to let them stroke her without taking her off my shoulders. She purred like a rock grinder, happy to be admired.

      When the crowd had drifted off to their postponed shopping or errands, several fives and at least one ten sat in my cap. I pulled out the money, folding the bills into my pocket without counting because that looked tacky and I might want to come back another day. The fruit and baked goods displayed in the store made my mouth water, but I didn’t even consider buying. This kind of fancy market in an upscale neighborhood would charge twice what I’d pay in a supermarket.

      “Hey,” I asked an older man going by. “Is there a Target or Walmart or something near here?”

      “Sure thing.” He detailed a route that didn’t include recrossing the bridge but was heavy on “turn at the second light after the Mexican restaurant.” Well, if I missed it, the town wasn’t that big. I’d figure it out. I thanked him, slung my pack solidly on my shoulders, and set out.

      Fifteen minutes later, I stopped to set Mimsy down and get the crick out of my neck. I’ll figure it out. Turned out, I was real good at overestimating myself. There’d been some businesses at first, but now I’d passed through a residential community of big, expensive-looking houses and seemed to be nearing the edge of town, and still no Target. “Is it just me,” I asked Mimsy, “or are we not in Kansas anymore?”

      She meowed mockingly and began walking off. I hurried to keep up with her. She liked to explore, but hopefully she was aiming for the open land ahead and not the fancy lawns— aren’t there water restrictions or something— and fake-adobe-styled mansions where they probably shot trespassers.

      Mimsy trotted across the last street and then down a paved drive toward an isolated building. The sign at the corner of the drive said, “Lafontaine Vineyards – Wine Tasting.” The parking lot stood empty. Maybe folks didn’t drink wine until after dinner? Except as we approached, I realized that lot looked unkempt and the big front windows were covered in sheets of black plywood.

      Hmm. Promising.

      “Is black plywood classier than plain?” I asked Mimsy, who didn’t look back at me. “Just saying, I can imagine the local town council or whatever. ‘Yes, Mr. Snooty Wine Guy, we understand you’re closing the building, but you need to put up pretty boards. Don’t uglify us.’”

      Mimsy trotted around the side of the building and I followed her. The place was bigger than it looked from the parking lot, with a flat roof on the single-story front section, and a second story rising above the back half. For an abandoned building, the walls were surprisingly untouched. No graffiti, no cracked stucco, only a drift of wind-blown trash along the foundation. Other than the well-boarded-up front, the lower floor had only high glass blocks set in the walls, but they were all intact and there was no broken glass up in the second-floor windows either. The local punks and drifters seemed to have missed the place.

      “Unlike us.”

      A sign by the side door touted “protected by NJC Alarm Systems” but the post leaned at an angle and the print was weather-faded. I tried the door, ready to run if an alarm sounded, but of course, the handle was locked.

      “What do you think, Mim?” There’d have been all kinds of security back when the place was full of wine, but were the alarms still working? The growth of dry weeds along the pavement and in the flowerbeds where there’d once been landscaping said no one had taken care of the place in a while.

      “Couple of ways to find out.” I could toss a rock through one of those high windows and see if it set anything off, but I hated to do damage for no good cause. I could try to pry open the back door, although it looked solid…

      “Or even better.” Electrical conduit ran down the wall to an outdoor receptacle beside the door. Glancing around, I saw nothing behind me or to the left but dusty fields. To the right, the nearest house was a fair distance off across the parking lot and road. Unlikely they’d notice me.

      I knelt, unslung my pack, and got out my rechargeable lantern. If there was juice, I’d refill my battery and call it a win. If there wasn’t… Mimsy came over to inspect what I was doing as I opened the cover and plugged in. The charging light on my little lantern didn’t go on. “No power, baby. Hopefully not just a bum outlet. We’re a go.”

      Sure, alarm systems had backup batteries, but they usually lasted a few hours, maybe a few days. No power meant no alarm, which meant a possible windfall. I looked up, gauging my route. The downstairs was boarded up tight, but the upstairs wasn’t. “Right. Time to make like a monkey.” I went back along the side of the building to the front where one of those thick plywood sheets covered a window. The protruding edge along the top would offer a grip, and, if I could get a foot up, I had a doable stretch to the flat roof section of the first story. Maybe. Once I hauled myself up, I could walk across the roof to the second-floor section and reach around the corner to get in by a window. Here in front, I’d be visible at a distance from those big houses across the road, but what were the odds they spent their precious time staring at the local eyesore?

      “You first, Mim. Up.” I pointed toward the roof. “Up there.” I lifted her in both hands, then raised her as high as I could, bracing my arms above my head. She pushed off my hands with a practiced leap, landing on the roof ten or eleven feet off the ground. Turning around, she peered over the edge at me and meowed.

      “Yeah, well, give me a seven-foot head start and I’d be up there that easy too.” I thought for a bit, then took out my screwdriver, stuck it in a back pocket, and tucked my pack out of sight under a bush along the wall. The climb would be dicey enough without that weight on my back. I rolled out my shoulders, tied my sneakers around my neck by the laces, tucked my socks into them— phew, laundry soonest— and approached the promising spot. With a stretch, I was able to hook my fingers up over the top edge of the thick board. Being six feet tall and lean was a bonus for this kind of adventure. I bounced on my toes, dug in my fingers, jumped and hauled, swinging a leg high.

      Ouch. I landed back on the ground with my stubbed toe throbbing. Crap.

      Mimsy meowed down at me again.

      “Trying, baby.” I shook out my hands, then took another shot. This time, I was able to get my scrabbling toes up and into a notch with enough purchase to push myself upward. Blessing my long arms and legs, I clamped one hand over the raised dark-gray edge of the trim, then the other. Thank God it’s gotten cloudy, or I’d be frying my fingers. I hauled, strained, and tipped myself up and over the lip to land hard on my chest. A wriggle, a kick to get my legs over, and I lay on the white, plasticky surface of the flat roof.

      Mimsy came over and huffed in my face as if to ask what took me so long.

      “Yeah, fish breath. I’m getting up.” I put my socks and shoes back on and pushed to my feet.

      The second story covered only the back third of the building’s area, leaving the expanse of lower roof I was standing on in front of it. The side I was on had no second-floor windows, which made sense because who wants to look out at forty feet of white plastic? Luckily, the designer had put a window not much more than a foot along on the side. I braced myself carefully, gripping the wall, leaned around the corner, and peered inside.

      The space looked like an office or conference room with a small table and four chairs. The tabletop was bare, the chairs pushed back against the wall, and I couldn’t see any electronics. Abandoned, but not wrecked. Promising.

      I pulled out my screwdriver, studied the window frame, and began prying where I thought the latch might be. To my surprise, it popped open almost immediately. No alarm sounded. There was no screen either. For a Midwestern boy, that was inviting mosquitoes to come feast on you, but maybe SoCal was too dry for bloodsuckers.

      I forced the window wider. “Crappy construction, or not locked. What do you think?”

      Mimsy batted at my shoelace and didn’t offer an opinion.

      “Okay. You first. Careful now.” I lifted her, watching my balance as I moved her around the corner, above the fifteen-foot drop, then into the window. She jumped from my hands to the floor inside and began exploring.

      My turn. The maneuver wasn’t hard, although my cursed imagination pictured the broken leg I’d get if I messed up. Or the broken neck. I clutched the edge of the window, swung a leg around, and cleared the sill. Hell, yeah. Shifting my weight and dragging the other leg in was a piece of cake, if cake was good at scraping up your shins. But then I was safely inside. I tumbled to the floor and dusted off my hands.

      “I’ve still got it, Mimsy.”

      She meowed at the closed door and I hurried to let her through into a shadowy hallway.

      This rectangular second floor held three good-sized rooms that might’ve been offices, empty except for one more table and a few dusty chairs. On the fourth door, I hit the jackpot. A bathroom, and, when I tried a tap, one with running water. “Holy shit, Mimsy. They forgot to cut the water. We’re rich.”

      I’d lived in a lot of squats in the last nine years, and running water was a rare luxury. The water wouldn’t be hot without electricity, but this was California. Even now, in January, the nights mostly stayed above fifty, and I’d read that this area had never had a freeze. Ever. Who needed hot water?

      “I can wash my goddamned socks.” And underwear. Staying clean on the road was a challenge.

      I peed like a racehorse, since my last piss was— okay, I’ll admit it— in a hidden corner of that junkyard ten hours back. There’d been some raccoon shit five feet away, so I hadn’t felt too bad about it. I moved to the sink and cupped water in my hands, splashing my face over and over.

      The lights were off, but a frosted window lit the space well. In the mirror, I saw my even-dirtier-than-usual dark blond hair hanging messy and soaked on the ends. Water droplets caught in the thick stubble over my angular cheeks. When I left home at seventeen, I’d barely been shaving, but now at twenty-six, I grew a patchy beard way too fast. I rubbed my chin and brushed my hair back. “I can wash my damned hair and shave, or at least, tidy up the edges. Once I have my pack.”

      That reminder pushed me to leave the bathroom and find the stairs down. Everything I owned was sitting out there under a bush. The odds of someone happening along and stealing my meager belongings were next to none, but I took the stairs three at a time and hurried to the side door.

      A deadbolt secured the metal door, and an alarm keypad hung on the wall at eye level. The alarm’s LED display stood dark and inactive. Still, I braced myself as I flipped the bolt and eased the door open.

      No alarm sounded. No flashing lights. Zip. Nada. “We’re in luck,” I whispered to Mimsy. “Stay here.”

      She obeyed about as well as a cat usually does, following at my heels as I snuck around the side of the building, hauled my pack out from its hiding spot, and sprinted back inside. When she’d slipped in after me, I shut the door tightly. For a second, I debated locking up, but I hated locked doors. I bent and rubbed Mimsy’s cheek. “Home, sweet home. Time to explore.”

      I’d never been to a wine tasting. Hell, I’d hardly ever had wine, since most of the guys I hung out with were beer and booze types. I had no idea what to expect. This side door opened into a hallway with the stairs I’d come down on the left. I went straight.

      To my right, a doorway led into a big kitchen area. Shiny outsized appliances still stood in place, but the refrigerator was propped open and no pots or pans were visible. I began opening cupboards and drawers, but they were disappointingly free of food or useful goods. “Oh, well,” I told Mimsy. “Can’t expect too many miracles in one day. And we have some money, thanks to my clever girl.”

      Farther down, a wide hall angled to the right through an archway into a big, dark front room, lit only by a small, high glass-block window on each end and tiny gaps around the plywood over the plate glass. The floor was either real marble or a good fake. I wouldn’t know the difference. Fixtures hanging from the eight-foot ceiling had fancy cut-glass covers that glittered in the faint light. Presumably there’d been furniture once, but nothing remained in the huge empty space except an empty dinner-plate-sized three-foot-tall wooden stand in each front corner. For wine bottles? Flower arrangements? Cat thrones? Who knew? When the big windows were uncovered, the room had probably been bright and airy, but now shadows seemed to move in the dim corners.

      As I turned, I saw someone off to my left. Swallowing a yelp, I ducked back toward the hallway and the other man did the same— Oh. Cautiously, I waved a hand and the other man did too. A fucking mirror. Glancing back and forth, I realized both ends of the long front room were mirrored floor to ceiling. Probably made the space look huge when there was more light. Right now, they’re just freaking me out.

      Mimsy paced over to one mirror and sat looking at her shadowy reflection. Raising a paw, she slapped at herself a few times, then huffed and backed away.

      “Not half as pretty as the real thing,” I told her. She walked to one of the stands, jumped up and sat on the round top, peering around the room, her tail tucked neatly over her toes.

      Cat thrones now, definitely. She liked being up on high places. But when I moved off into the hallway, she jumped down and followed me.

      I completed my tour of the downstairs space by finding two spiffy commercial bathrooms and what had probably been the staff john with a safety shower in one corner, plus a utility room, a laundry with silent machines and a deep sink, and a big empty room in the back with a scuffed-up cement floor and a loading-bay door. Might be where they brought in the wine barrels. Would a tasting place have barrels or just bottles? What I knew about wine could be written on a postage stamp with room left for the glue.

      “Looking good.” I’d found a heap of stained, discarded towels in the laundry and happily snagged a bunch. Pinning the stack in my arms with my chin and balancing my pack on my shoulders, I climbed the stairs again. Upstairs, with the natural light, was more appealing than down. As long as I left the window unlocked, I had an escape route— a long drop, dangling from the roof to the ground, but I knew how to take a fall. I picked the largest corner room with the table as my space and laid the towels out flat on the floor in a corner.

      Mimsy immediately went over and stretched out on them, making biscuits with her little paws.

      “You think that’s your bed?”

      She prrrped at me.

      “I guess we can share.” I pulled a chair up to the table and dug in my pocket for the morning’s takings. Fifty-three dollars and change. Not a bad haul. “Right, baby. We’ll take it easy, have some lunch. Then I’ll find a cheap store and restock.”

      I distributed the money around my pockets, tucked a ten into my shoe, then opened the inner pocket of my pack where I kept peanuts and raisins and cat kibble. Mimsy jumped off the bed and trotted over, patting my shin with her paw.

      “Yes, greedy guts, you can have some too.”

      A snack for her, a snack for me, a chance to really wash up and get clean, and over fifty bucks to spend on food. Then a safe, dry, private space to come home to.

      “Things are looking up, baby girl. Maybe we’ll hang out in Gay Beach for a while. Take in the sights. Rest our tired feet.”

      Mimsy rubbed her cheek on my leg and agreed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          THEO

        

      

    

    
      I stood in the parking lot outside my grandparents’ old wine tasting venue and sucked in long, calming breaths. I hadn’t expected the sight of the place to bother me this way. It should’ve looked defanged, suppressed, with those plate-glass front windows covered by thick boards. Instead, the building loomed over me like a criminal in a mask⁠—

      Stop. I shoved down my ridiculous melodrama. It was just a building, one I’d spent a lot of unhappy time in as a kid, but I hadn’t been tortured or physically abused or anything. Miserable, yeah, but I was two decades past that and what’s more, I now owned the place.

      “I’m your new boss,” I told the building, and had to laugh at my ridiculousness.

      Pulling out the ring of keys the lawyer had given me, I headed around to the side door. The lock yielded oddly when I turned the key, but opened to let me in. I flicked a switch, but no lights came on. Of course. Power must be off. Memories assailed me left and right as I marched down the incongruously dark hall past the kitchen. Once, there would have been chattering voices, my grandparents sharp tones, and the smells of food from the tasting menu overlying the deeper tang of red wine. As I turned a corner, I thought I caught a familiar whiff and my stomach lurched, but after two years, probably it was all in my head.

      Front room first. Get it over with. Passing through the wide arch with its inset of pretentious stone blocks made me shiver.

      The tasting room, my grandmother’s pride and joy, stood empty and silent. Someone had cleared out all the fancy polished tables and high-backed wooden chairs, the sideboards and tall coolers. Under the malevolent glitter of the cut-glass fixtures, the marble floor stretched empty. Only two wooden plant stands that had once held cut flowers remained, one in each front corner. It’d been my job to keep the arrangements in those vases perfect, trimming and replacing and culling, plucking petals the moment they withered. One of many jobs I never did well enough to satisfy my grandmother…

      “Thibault! Quickly! Stupid boy. The guests are waiting.”

      The echo of Grand-mère’s voice rang in my head. I jumped and turned. Suddenly, fury swamped me in a hot, bitter wave. I strode over to the nearer plant stand, lifted it by one leg, and swung the top against the mirrored wall. Glass smashed, cracks running over the surface. Bits fell at my feet. Hell, yes!

      I swung again and again. A shard of glass sliced my shirtsleeve, bringing a flash of pain, and I had a moment’s worry for my eyes, but the glee of destruction was too strong to stop. Break! Smash! Fall! Die⁠—

      A strong hand closed around my arm, jerking me to a stop, and an unfamiliar man’s voice barked, “Hey! Cut that out!”

      He yanked me off balance and I dropped the stand. I turned to glare at him. “Let me go!” My planned defense of, “I own it and I can break it,” died on my lips because this wasn’t some security guard charging in to protect private property.

      The man holding my arm was tall and skinny and definitely not in uniform. In the dim light, I could only make out a bulky sweatshirt with pale skin showing through a rip above one shoulder. His hair was long and shaggy, and he peered at me from under tangled strands. I couldn’t make out his eyes.

      I wrenched my arm free and he let go, stepping back and holding his hands high. “Sorry, dude, I won’t touch you again, but you need to stop breaking things. This is a great squat, real clean, and I’m willing to share, but⁠—”

      “Share?” I stared at him.

      “Yeah. I found it first. That’s why the door was unlocked. It’s plenty big enough for us both to camp out and not be in each other’s space, but if someone walking by hears crashing glass, they’re gonna call the cops. That’s a nice neighborhood over there.” He waved vaguely in the direction of the nearest Marina Park houses.

      “You opened the door?”

      I saw a flash of white teeth. “Climbed to the second story and got in a window. Wasn’t easy, so you should thank me for clearing your way.”

      He’d broken in. I should’ve been calling 9-1-1, but being yanked out of my meltdown still had me off balance.

      A soft meow made us both turn. The stranger sprinted over to the archway and scooped up a small, pale-colored cat into his arms. “No, Mimsy, you’ll have to wait till I get a broom. Don’t want to cut your paws, sweet girl.” He came back toward me, cradling the cat. “This is Mimsy, my fur kid. You’re not, like, allergic to cats or anything, are you?”

      “No.” My throat had tightened too much to say more. Here, with the echoes of the past shaking me, I remembered how I’d always wanted a pet. How the stray cat I’d befriended was unceremoniously tossed out of the house to hunt rodents, and I was punished for feeding her…

      The cat stretched a paw toward me, claws sheathed, and made a soft noise.

      “Huh. She likes you.”

      Before I could think better, I asked, “Can I pet her?”

      The man hesitated. “You have to be real gentle.”

      “I promise.”

      He came over to stand in front of me, the cat held against his chest. “She likes when you stroke her cheeks and over her ears.”

      I ran a finger from her whiskers to her neck, then twisted to smooth down her ear in a gesture twenty years forgotten. She rubbed against me and purred. I stroked her cheek again, and the top of her head. My finger shook.

      With an odd sound, she snagged my arm with her paw and then her little sandpaper tongue slurped a trickle of blood from my wrist.

      I stepped back. “Sorry.”

      “For what? Turning my cat into a cannibal? She will totally eat my corpse when I die.”

      Don’t die. I fumbled and said, “Wouldn’t it only be cannibalism if she ate other cats?”

      “Ooh. A smart man.” The stranger caught my wrist as the cat climbed to his shoulders, and raised my arm to the faint light. My sleeve gaped open. “Oh, fuck.” His voice shook. “You gave yourself a nasty gash here. Come on. The bozos who abandoned this place forgot to turn off the water. We can get you cleaned up.” Not letting go of my wrist, he tugged me toward the doorway to the back hall.

      Oddly, the dimness became comforting as we passed out of the front room. Maybe because this place had never been this dark and silent in all my years. Our feet scuffed softly on the floor. I balanced to turn left, where light shone down the stairs from the second floor, and stumbled as he pulled me right.

      “Watch your step. There’s an employee bathroom back here,” he told me, as if I hadn’t scrubbed that toilet as punishment a hundred times. “It has a glass-block window, so we’ll have more light.”

      He hung a right turn and opened the bathroom door, ushering me inside. “Go on in. I think there’s still some old towels in the laundry. I’ll be right back.” The cat squirmed, and he lifted her down to the bathroom floor by my feet. “Keep her in here with you till I clean up that glass.” Blocking the gap with his foot, he made his escape, closing us inside behind him.

      I stared down at the cat, which jumped to the top of the toilet tank to look back at me. Her short fur was mostly white with patches of orange tabby and looked as clean as it was soft. She twitched her ears at me and then began washing a paw with luxurious strokes of her little pale-pink tongue. Gradually, her eyes half-closed as if she was enjoying herself.

      I remembered some old wives’ tale about putting butter on a cat’s paws in a new house, because if they licked them, they’d be content to stay. Maybe? “You like it here?” I asked her. “It was a crappy place to grow up.”

      She rumbled a faint purr and swiped her paw over one ear.

      “Such a pretty girl,” I told her.

      “Isn’t she?” The strange guy hustled in the door behind me and shut it tightly, a towel extended in one hand. “Wrap that arm, fast.” The cat jumped down, meowing at the door, and he wiggled a finger at her. “If I let you out, you’re going to go walk on the broken glass, aren’t you?”

      To my surprise, the cat shook her head.

      “Promise?” He pointed at her.

      The cat shook her head again.

      “Ha. That’s what I thought.” The man dug in a pocket of his ratty jeans, pulled something out and tossed it to her. “Here, a treat to tide you over.” He turned to me and grinned.

      My thoughts stuttered and died as our eyes met. He was young-looking, maybe mid-twenties, and scruffy, his hair long and uncombed, his cheeks rough. The light wasn’t bright enough to show the color of those eyes but I thought maybe blue. The smile curving his lips didn’t match the guarded look he gave me from behind that tumble of straight, brown-blond hair. Fake smile, for sure. And yet…

      First impressions hadn’t been wrong. Damn, he was worth looking at, with a straight nose, full lower lip, and angular jawbones leading to a strong chin. His stubble stopped just short of a beard and it suited him. Taller than me by an inch or two, not enough to feel awkward. Skinnier too, although I was built lean myself. His sweatshirt had a hole along the neckline and the logo on the front was almost worn off. His jeans sagged on his hips.

      His smile faded as I stared at him. “Problem?”

      “No, of course not.” He’d broken into my grandparents’— my wine room, but I felt like the one in the wrong place. “I… I should wash my arm first.”

      “Fuck. Yeah.” He looked away.

      I turned my back on him to start the water. That was probably the last thing I should be doing with a homeless vagrant, but I didn’t feel scared. Flinching, I rolled up my sleeve and ran the cold water over my forearm, watching the blood trickle down to the drain. I don’t have to clean that sink. I jumped when Mimsy leaped to the porcelain edge, eyeing me. My step back thumped my shoulders against the strange guy, and he steadied me momentarily. He didn’t smell dirty, just a faint odor of sweat and man, something real in a world that abruptly seemed unreal. I slumped against him and he held me up.

      “Hey, you okay? No other blood loss going on?”

      I forced myself to straighten away. “No, just not fond of the sight of my own blood.” That was a white lie, but I didn’t have a truth to give him.

      “You should cover it right away.” He grabbed the stained towel and wrapped it around my trickling cut, speaking quickly and lightly. “Put pressure here. Layers so it doesn’t bleed through. These towels were the discards, but after sitting around for months, I bet any germs are dead.”

      Sitting around for two years. That’s how long probate for the estate had dragged out. Well, the inheritance was settled now. I ducked my head. “Thanks. I should be going.”

      “I meant it when I said we could share.”

      “No, that’s okay.” I put my hand on the doorhandle, then realized. “I should help clean up the glass.”

      “Nah, man, don’t get that bleeding again. You don’t want it to get infected. Ain’t nobody got the money for that.”

      “Okay, then.” I didn’t turn. “If I, um, come back here in a day or two, will you and Mimsy be here?”

      He hesitated, then said, “Sure. Likely will be. We just got to town. I’d like to build up a bit of reserve before we hit the road again.”

      “Oh.” My brain couldn’t make sense of anything except that I might see him again. “Should I leave the side door open?”

      “Nah, make sure it latches tight.” He laughed. “Don’t want all the neighborhood users and losers coming in, right? Keep it you and me.”

      I’d meant locked, not just shut, but realized that was a stupid question. He’d broken in. He didn’t have a key.

      Mimsy meowed down by my feet, stropping her cheeks across my slacks. I bent for one last pet. “Goodbye, pretty lady. I’ll see you again, maybe.” Opening the bathroom door the barest minimum, I eased through and shut it quickly before she could escape.

      My phone hung in my pocket, a useful slim weight. I really should call 9-1-1 and report him. But I knew I wouldn’t. I made my way through the dimness toward the side door. Ten more steps and I reached the open air. When I shut the door firmly, making sure the latch caught, the daylight dazzled my eyes and I sucked in a long breath. I came back here, and it wasn’t that bad. Thanks to a man whose name I’d never asked, and his cat.

      I wanted to see him again. That moment when he held me up was the most human contact I’d had in a long time. I had the keys. I could lock him in there… That was madness of a different kind. Anyhow, the lock opened from the inside.

      Squinting against the fractured sunlight, I clutched the dirty towel to my arm and made my way to my Tesla. I could come back tomorrow.
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      “That was weird,” I told Mimsy as I swept up the last of the glass with damp towels. After three days in our cozy squat, I’d gotten used to the place being peaceful. I should’ve known better, should’ve been ready for someone else to barge in. There was no town so wonderful it didn’t have folks falling through the cracks.

      “Maybe we should lock the door whenever we’re home. Keep the place to ourselves as much as possible.” Although I didn’t totally regret not doing so. Something about that blond stranger beset by his demons had tugged at me. I’d been in rough places mentally, a time or two, myself. Didn’t mean he was a bad guy. Broken glass aside, it’d almost been nice to meet someone who didn’t look right past me like I was nothing.

      “Probably won’t see him again,” I reminded Mimsy. “Probably a good thing.” Dude had made quite a mess. I’d picked up most of the big shards, then caved to Mimsy’s pathetic meowing from the bathroom and brought her with me, setting her on the pedestal table in the other corner of the room with her dinner served early. I’d told her to stay up there. So far, she was more interested in the food than me, which was the real secret to cat obedience.

      Lifting my feeble lantern, I used another ten seconds of battery life to scan the floor. A few shards of glass still glittered off to my left, and a streak of rust-red blood marred the pale tile. I swallowed hard and mopped at both with the damp towel in my hands. Wasting usable towels sucked, but there was no broom to be found, and I wasn’t going to leave broken glass where it could hurt Mimsy.

      “Did you get a look at that dude?” I asked her as I folded the glass shards into the terrycloth. “I was a bit distracted.”

      He’d claimed to not like the look of blood, but he’d washed his oozing gash into the sink like a bowl full of red water didn’t bother him. I hated blood. From the moment we stepped into the lighted bathroom, my eyes had been glued to that trickle of red down his arm. Bad enough in the dim light, but in the brightness… I’d made an excuse to run and get the towel. Then I’d smiled and played with Mimsy and I don’t think he noticed, but blood was all I remembered.

      “Good thing this place has three other bathrooms,” I told her. A last pass with the lantern showed the floor clean and safe. “I might avoid that one for a while. Okay, baby, down.” She jumped off her pedestal and came over as I pushed to my feet. When I headed to the kitchen to toss the glass-filled towels in the empty trash bin, she trotted at my heels.

      “Poor guy had some kind of screw loose.” I glanced back to the mirror where I’d used some of my precious duct tape to secure a few cracks I didn’t like the look of. Fuck, I hope no more bits fall down. “Who do you think he was beating up on? His own reflection? Some hallucination?”

      I was no stranger to mental illness of all kinds. Us traveling folk included a lot of people who didn’t fit a normal life and needed help but had nowhere to go. Dave used to rant about how we take folks who have mental problems and dump them out on the street with no resources, then throw them in jail when they finally break. Dave knew all about that, since he was self-medicating his bipolar disorder with meth. I’d had to walk away from that disaster.

      I wondered if he was still alive. Four years. Could be yes, could be no.

      “Mirror-dude was shorter than me, I think. Not much, though. Blond hair. Real blond, not shit blond like mine.” I remembered curls, clean and bright in the glass-block sunlight. “About my age, or a bit older? Thirtyish? Good-looking?” But what rose to mind was a vision of his tanned arm in my hands with the blood running over his skin.

      I patted the side of my neck for the comfort of having Mimsy jump up there. “Never would’ve made it through vet school even if I’d had a chance, would I?” I asked as she settled on my shoulders. Although maybe, if I’d never seen— I slammed the door hard on that bloody memory.

      “We need to go earn some more money, baby girl.” I’d spent the fifty bucks we’d earned three days back on a thin foam pad that was the best bed I’d had in months, and enough food I felt rich when I ate it. But easy come, easy go. It was time to stock up again, especially if the mirror-breaking dude might come back hungry. Not that I planned to share my food with him, but maybe, if he was really desperate…

      “How about down by the seaside? I wouldn’t mind going to the beach.” I’d tried traditional panhandling yesterday with my “Homeless. Anything Helps” sign— no “God bless you” because fuck that noise— at the last stoplight before the freeway on-ramp. Sometimes those were good spots but folks hadn’t been in a giving mood and I’d only made fifteen bucks in three hours. Being young, tall, white, and male didn’t encourage a lot of giving, and I’d left Mimsy back in the building rather than risk her around traffic.

      “You’re my lucky charm. Let me hide my stuff and we’ll go see who wants to buy cat food for the cutest feline on the planet.”

      Mimsy jumped to the ground and led me to the exit, meowing eagerly. I made her wait while I hid my pack in the dishwasher, my bedding in the laundry drop-ceiling, and what food I had left in the utility room. Then we headed out, making sure the building door latched securely behind us. I wished I had keys.

      Idiot, keys are for people who own things.

      Hopefully, it would take mirror-guy a while to get up the nerve to trespass again. Hopefully, no other jerk would turn up to try the handle. I’d hidden my stuff well, but leaving things behind was always risky.

      Still, walking along with Mimsy at my heels and no pack weighing me down felt great. The sun stood high in the sky, and there was a soft breeze coming from the west. I turned my face into that breeze and strode through the high-class neighborhood like I belonged there. When we came to the first busy cross street, I scooped Mimsy to my shoulders and strolled on.

      My first sight of the ocean stopped my breath. I’d wandered the country for nine years and somehow never reached the edge bits till now. The land just… stopped. Beyond a crescent of sandy beach, white-topped waves turned to dark-blue swells and faded to pale blue until the freaking horizon curved to meet the sky.

      It was vast and empty, but in a good way. Like there was this huge piece of the planet we humans didn’t get to occupy. The air held an unfamiliar tang that I called salt and seaweed without really knowing for sure.

      “Come on, Mim, let’s see the sea.”

      The houses along the shore were mansions. I guessed folks who could afford that view had money to spare. The road I was on led to a set of wooden steps running about six feet down to the sand, with a crumbly low cliff on either side. Mimsy trotted down the stairs and onto the beach, pausing to sniff and run and sniff and pounce. I stopped at the bottom of the steps and watched her.

      Sometimes I wondered if it was fair to keep Mimsy with me. There were nights we’d slept real rough, days we’d been freezing cold or panting in the smothering wet heat of summer. I’d run short on her food a few times, even though I bought hers before mine.

      But watching her now eased my mind. If she’d stayed back in Minneapolis, even living in someone’s comfy home if she’d been adopted, she’d never have had this. She loved to explore new places, and no Minnesota house cat would ever chase a scuttling crab across the Pacific sands.

      Excited barking pulled my gaze from Mimsy. A dog raced across the sand toward her, towing a young teen boy. The boy seemed to be peering up into the sky, letting the dog set the pace. The furry mutt’s forward-pricked ears and wagging tail suggested it was friendly— you learn to read dogs when you sleep rough— but I still sprinted to scoop Mimsy up before it arrived.

      “Oh, hello!” The boy panted to a stop as the dog hesitated a few feet away, its gaze flicking between me and Mimsy. “Is that a cat? Can I pet her? Is she afraid of dogs? Zelda likes all other animals, but she’s big enough to make a cat nervous. Should we back off?”

      “Mimsy’s not afraid of dogs.” I grinned, remembering all the times she’d smirked at a guard dog through its fence. “I’m just being careful.”

      “Mimsy? That’s a great name. Like the borogroves in the poem?”

      “Yeah, exactly. I’m surprised you know that one. It’s an old book.”

      “Through the Looking Glass is a classic!” he protested, then grinned, the sunny expression lighting his snub-nosed face. “My dad’s a writer. He’d disown me if I didn’t recognize Lewis Carroll. Well, not really, because he’s the best, but he’d give me more homework. Although Alice in Wonderland would be fun homework.”

      “Ah.” Kids didn’t usually take to me right away, especially teens, so his enthusiasm set me back a bit.

      “Anyway, can I pet Mimsy? She’s super pretty. Are you taking her for a walk? People don’t often do that with cats, but I think they’d like it. Indoor cats live an average of ten years longer than outdoor cats, but a leash is a good compromise. Except she’s not on a leash.”

      “No, she’s not.” Since the dog was now sitting eyeing us rather than lunging, I took my hand off Mimsy to let her jump down. She went to the boy and wound around his ankles, keeping an eye on the dog.

      “She likes me!” He squatted to pet her, rubbing her ears and chest in the way people who know what cats like do. The dog eased closer, sniffing at Mimsy until she hauled off and bopped the intruding nose with a paw. The dog sneezed and sat back down. I was pleased to see Mimsy hadn’t drawn blood.

      “Good girl, Zelda,” the boy said. “Give the kitty space.” He straightened and said, “Oh, I’m Kevin. What’s your name?”

      “Shane,” I told him.

      “That’s a classic book too.”

      “Yeah, it is.” Part of a fantasy Mom had preferred to reality, but given her life when I was born, I couldn’t blame her. At least, not for my name.

      Mimsy spotted another crab and dashed off in pursuit. Kevin said, “Stay!” to Zelda and sprinted after her. Just as Mimsy pounced, the boy scooped her up. She protested, but he held her as the crab burrowed into the sand. When he set her down, she sniffed the hole, then flounced over to me, flicking her tail in annoyance.

      “Sorry,” Kevin said, trailing after her. “That was an Amerita analoga, a Pacific sand crab. They’re not rare or endangered, but wild animals shouldn’t suffer predation by domestic cats. It can be quite devastating.”

      The onslaught of adult words and the way he’d grabbed my cat set my back up. I said, “Cats have to eat too.”

      “They don’t have to eat wild creatures. They get cat food.”

      “When their owners can afford it.” I stuck a finger through a hole in my sweatshirt and wiggled it.

      He looked at me, wide-eyed. “Can’t you afford cat food?” Digging in his pocket, he pulled out a tattered twenty-dollar bill. “Here, Papa says I should never go out without money. You can have it.”

      That shamed me a little. “I can’t take your emergency money, kid.”

      “Papa and Alec will give me more.”

      A flash of envy that was almost rage heated my chest. What would it be like to confidently give away your safety, knowing someone would immediately replace it? At that age, I’d have taken a beating rather than let someone take my last twenty. Hell, I had, more than once, although I’d usually lost the money, too. “Keep it.”

      Kevin peered at my face. I don’t know what he saw, but he tucked the bill back in his pocket. “What will you do? She needs to eat.”

      I went for a carefree answer. “We’ll figure it out.”

      “I know! Come on!” Kevin turned and dashed away with his dog across the sand. I’d have let him go, except Mimsy galloped after the two of them like this was the most fun thing ever.

      I called, “Mimsy, come!” which she usually listened to, but this time she ignored me. I could’ve used our safety “Halt!” command that told her to freeze in place, which she almost always obeyed, but I tried to save that for dangerous situations. This wasn’t dangerous, just silly. I grumbled under my breath as I jogged after the three of them, sand leaking into the crack in my right shoe despite the duct tape.

      Kid, dog, and cat ran quite a distance down the sand along the water’s edge. Far enough that I was getting pissed off about the unwanted exercise before Kevin ducked right and began working his way up alongside the narrow river I’d crossed when I first came to town. On each bank, a narrow strip of land grew wild, with scrubby trees and taller weeds than most of the arid countryside. The dirt path the kid followed wound along above the bank.

      “Hey,” I called. “Where are we going?”

      Kevin turned back, a finger to his lips. “Shh. Don’t scare her.” He slowed his pace, picking his way between the bushes. Mimsy stalked alongside him like a white shadow, not turning aside to hunt or explore. The dog paced on his other side. I would’ve put on the brakes, except none of them were even looking my way.

      I heard someone or something large in the bushes before I saw him. A wide-shouldered man appeared, coming down the path toward us carrying an awkward metal box by a handle on the top.

      Kevin asked in a hushed whisper, “Did you get her?”

      “I did.” The man spoke in ordinary tones, although his voice was softer than his size suggested.

      “Ooh!” Kevin bounced. “Do you think she’s pregnant?”

      “Yeah, pretty sure. She’s got quite a belly on her.”

      “Can I see?”

      The man lifted the box into his arms. “Carefully, and keep Zelda back. She’s pretty feral and we don’t want to scare her even worse.”

      Kevin turned and handed the dog’s leash to me as if that was a natural thing to do. “Here, you hold her a minute.” Then he walked over and peered into the front of the box. I heard a cat’s unhappy hiss and the conversation made sense. Live trap. Pregnant feral cat. Poor baby, although the area looked like it might have good hunting.

      Kevin backed off. “Yeah. She’s scared.” He took back Zelda’s leash from my unresisting fingers with a smile. “Thanks.” He turned back to the man. “Arthur, this is my friend, Shane.”

      For a moment, I both blessed and cursed whoever had raised a kid to twelve or thirteen with that kind of belief in the goodness of strangers. Because it made me hopeful to know there were parents like that, but still, fuck! Give the kid some self-protective instincts, right?

      Mimsy trotted over and stood on her hind legs, looking up at the cage in Arthur’s arms. Another hiss answered her questioning meow.

      “Mimsy, come,” I told her. This time, she hustled back to me. I patted my neck. “Up.” When she’d made the leap and settled on my shoulders, I dug a treat out of my pocket for her.

      “That’s so cool,” Kevin said. “I’ve seen videos where they train cats with a reward system, but I’ve never met a trained cat. Can she do other tricks?”

      “Sure. Lots.”

      Arthur said, “Is something wrong, Kev? I thought you were going to walk to the bookstore and call for Joe to get you there.”

      “No.” The kid looked at me. “Well, yes. Shane said he can’t afford food for Mimsy and he wouldn’t take my money, so I thought, you have cat food donated for the rescue kitties and maybe you could give him some and he’d take it because it’s just cat food, not money.”






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.




