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      Early reviews

      “Hugh Ashton’s new book is ready to come out, and it’s a doozy. I predict a Hollywood blockbuster to follow.”
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      “A fantastic read. Heartbreaking to know the realism is mirror to life and families really do lose their homes in such a fashion.”

      [image: ]

      “Henry Powers is the new Bronsonsque vigilante who takes on the Wall Street criminals who dumped fraudulent mortgages, and were given a free pass in our two-tiered justice system. The tall, muscular black former Marine comes home to the US to ﬁnd his sister’s house was taken away because of a misrepresented mortgage agreement. Powers is angry and pursues justice outside the system. I have to admit that I ended up rooting for Powers and didn’t shed a tear for the arrogant Wall Street types that he shot.”
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      This book is dedicated to those who have suffered as a result of actions similar to those described in this book, in the sincere hope that change will come that makes it impossible for such things to happen in the future.
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      Kendra Hampton stood waiting on the Manhattan street, watching people entering the office building. The wind blew off the water along the almost deserted roadway. She shivered, and it wasn’t just because of the cold. This wasn’t her thing at all. She should have called the cops, and let them deal with the situation. It wasn’t her job to go in as Wonder Woman and save the world.

      A little worm of fear was eating its way through her insides. It wasn’t the simple fear of failure that sometimes overcame her when she was given a task that seemed too hard, though God knows this wasn’t going to be easy. It was a far more elemental fear – the fear of dying.

      Or was it even that simple? she asked herself. Perhaps not so much being frightened of dying as being terrified of meeting a primeval uncontrollable force. What she’d been told made her believe once again in demons. She’d stopped going to church when she went to college, but a part of her still remembered the devils and angels of her childhood. Hell had always seemed more real than Heaven to her, and the demons closer to us than angels.

      And now, if what she had been told was correct, she was about to meet a demon, face to face.

      A passerby, seemingly oblivious of anything except the latte he was drinking from a travel mug, bumped into her, and swore reflexively before offering a brief insincere apology. It shook her out of her thoughts. There are no such things as demons, her rational side told the other side of herself. You are here to meet a man, not some supernatural fairy tale monster.

      She looked around, to see if she could see her quarry. He shouldn’t be hard to spot, even in a crowd. On this almost empty street, there was no way she could miss him. A small crowd of people spilled out of an office building nearby, not the one she was watching, and she scanned them to see if he was with them.

      And then the enormity of the task before her hit, and the worm started crawling once more. A powerful man, physically and mentally, driven by revenge to desperate acts, and about to carry out the most desperate so far, unless she could stop him. She, Kendra Hampton, was the only thing that stood between the deaths of perhaps dozens of people and their safety. She shivered again.
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      Major Henry Gillette Powers straightened his cap, taking one last look at himself in the mirror. Gotta look smart – Marine smart – he told himself. Go out of the Corps on your last day looking better than you went in. He smiled to himself, thinking of the wet rag of a shavetail he’d been less than ten years before.

      Well, not that much of a wet rag, he guessed, or the Corps would never have taken him on. But Parris Island, Quantico, and the tours in Afghanistan had definitely toughened him and brought him to the point where he could walk tall and unafraid through the meanest streets, and know that no-one was going to dare lay a finger on him. Major Powers, in or out of uniform, was not someone that you wanted to mess with. And it wasn’t the street-style, gang-member kind of tough that he exuded. No sir, Major Powers was six foot three of the kind of muscle and sinew that no gym could ever give you, and carried with a pride in what he was and what he had fought for.

      He’d done his share of killing, but that wasn’t what he was proudest of. Unlike some of his fellow Marines, he’d never taken pleasure in finding a man in his sights and squeezing the trigger. The man who fell to the ground after the bullet hit him was a mother’s son. Maybe she still loved him, maybe she didn’t. Maybe he had a wife and children. Powers was always aware that he was taking the life of another human being – a human being, admittedly, who would kill him if not killed first – but still a node in the complex web of humanity.

      [image: ]

      His Navy Cross had been won as a lieutenant, not for taking life, but for saving it. His platoon had been pinned down by a group of Afghan resistance fighters in the mountains to the south of Kabul. One of the platoon had an arm shattered by an AK-47 bullet, and another had suddenly developed abdominal pains which Lieutenant Powers strongly suspected were a symptom of acute appendicitis. There was no way out of the gully in which they were sheltering without exposing the Marine platoon to a withering fire from the Afghans. Their radio had taken a hit from a stray bullet, and they were unable to call for help. None of the air patrols seemed to have spotted them, and the situation seemed hopeless.

      Willis, the Marine with suspected appendicitis, moaned uncontrollably as the pain struck once more, and the young officer made up his mind. He tied a white flag to the end of his carbine, and waved it above the gully. Good, no shots were directed at it. His heart in his mouth, he slowly stood up, raising his hands in the air, exposing his head and shoulders to the Taliban not two hundred yards away.

      “You surrender, Yankee?” came a shout in accented English.

      “No!” he yelled back. “I want to talk.”

      “Come here and talk,” was the reply.

      Ignoring the mutters from his men of “the looie’s gone crazy” and “what the fuck does he think he’s doing?”, he climbed out of the gully, and, hands held high, made his way towards the Taliban.

      When he was about ten yards away from the nearest of them, the harsh voice that had spoken earlier commanded him to stop. The speaker was still invisible.

      “What do you want?” it asked.

      “One of my men is sick. He needs a doctor. I want your promise that if two more of my men help him to make his way to a doctor, none of them will be harmed by you.” He had no idea if his words were understood. There was silence, broken only by the buzzing of a fly around his head, settling on his face, drinking the sweat, and then taking off for another orbit, but he kept his hands high, fearing that any sudden move would be misinterpreted.

      At length, the voice said, “What sort of sick is your man?”

      Moving as slowly as he could, Lieutenant Powers pointed to his side. “Bad pain here.”

      “One of our men, too,” said the voice. “Can your doctor make this pain go away?”

      “If he sees my man soon, yes. If not, my man will die.”

      There was a burst of talking in Pashtun, of which the American officer understood not a word. Then, “Do you Yankee doctors help anyone?”

      Powers remembered what he knew of the Hippocratic oath. “Yes.”

      “You would help my son?”

      Powers thought quickly. It seemed he was talking to one of the leaders of the band. Who knew what a little kindness would bring? “Yes, we will help.”

      “You take him to your doctor?”

      “Yes. If you will let my sick man and his helpers go free.”

      “We let you all go free if you help my Shaheed. Now go back to your men, Yankee. Come back with two of them. Shaheed will be waiting for them to carry him.”

      Half-fearing a bullet in the back, Powers turned slowly and returned to his men. “Jabonski, Petersen, we have a sick man out there who needs the medics. Come with me and bring him in.”

      “Excuse me, sir, but we’re all here. I don’t think anyone’s sick except Willis and he’s here with us.”

      “He’s not one of our platoon, Jabonski. He’s one of them. Drop your weapons and move!”

      “Sir? What if it’s a trap?”

      “Then we’re dead, aren’t we?” The two Marines appeared to hesitate. “That was an order, Petersen. You remember what an order is? Follow me.”

      “Yes sir.” They followed Powers across the stony wasteland.

      “Here he is,” said Powers, as they came to the skinny Afghan boy, seemingly no more than twelve years old, moaning in pain. “Poor kid.”

      “He’s just a raghead,” said Pedersen. “Better we just leave him. One camel jockey less for us to deal with.”

      “One more crack like that, Corporal, and you’ll be busted down to private so fast you won’t know what’s hit you. Now pick him up, you two, and carry him – as gently as if he was your own son.”

      “Why are we doing this, sir?” asked Jabonski as they made their way back to their own position.

      “Because I have just promised to help this kid.”

      “And what do we get out of it, then, sir?” The tone was just short of insolent.

      “Our lives,” said Powers. “I’ve been promised that we can all walk away if we get this boy to a doctor.”

      Despite the Marines’ skepticism, as they left the gully in which they had taken cover, led by Powers, no shots rang out. Instead, the voice came from over the plain. “The blessings of Allah upon you, Yankee.”

      “And may His blessings rest on you, my friend!” Powers shouted back.

      When the platoon reached the base, the doctors worked on both Willis and the Afghan boy Shaheed, and they made a full recovery. Lieutenant Powers made a full report of the incident, and was commended for his resourcefulness and his skill in extraditing his platoon from a potentially disastrous situation.

      It wasn’t the end of the story, though. About two weeks after the incident in the gully, a group of unarmed tribesmen were admitted to the Marine camp, where they asked to see Shaheed, describing him as “my son who the tall black Yankee saved from death”.

      Powers was out on patrol when they called, but after visiting Shaheed in the field hospital, the leader demanded to see the Marine officer in command, to whom he pledged that his band would no longer fight against the invaders. “For we know,” he explained, “that there is at least one good man among you. Maybe more. Let us try peace rather than war.”

      The Marine colonel somewhat bemusedly shook hands with the chieftain to seal the agreement, and to everyone’s surprise, peace suddenly broke out over the area.

      “I don’t know quite how you managed it, Lieutenant, but you did it. I’m putting you forward for Captain, and recommending you for the Navy Cross. I don’t know how many lives you’ve saved, but you’ve made my job a hell of a sight easier. Good work.”
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      Just another day at the office, Kendra Hampton sighed to herself, looking round the room. Almost as far as the eye could see, the screens on every desk flickered and spat out the raw information that the New York newsroom processed and delivered to the subscribers of the service all over the world. The news coming in – an incipient Middle Eastern war, a gridlock in the US Senate, a Eurozone crisis, seemed about par for the course, and hardly merited a headline on the Website of this massive multinational news organization.

      Kendra Hampton’s particular speciality was a small corner of the financial services sector, namely the complex bond derivatives that the Wall Street firms traded in vast profitable quantities. She’d started her working life as an analyst in Bear Stearns, and later moving to a more senior position, but still as a grunt, in Lehman Brothers, sensing that there was something strange in the way that Bear was going.

      It didn’t take her long at Lehman before the same feeling appeared again. It seemed to her that the whole of Wall Street was a house of cards, waiting for just a little nudge before the whole edifice came tumbling to the ground. She talked to some of her friends in other firms, giving away as little about what she personally felt about the situation at Lehman, and realized that her misgivings were not hers alone, nor was the general malaise restricted to the firms where she had been working. Time to get out, she told herself.

      Her knowledge and expertise immediately landed her a job with one of the financial magazines, where, within a month of working there, her analysis of the bond markets won her an industry award, and a new job offer from her current employer, Financial News Services, usually abbreviated to FNS.

      The hours were long, and the work was hard, but the pay was good. In any case, Hampton was used to the long hours of hard work from her time in the investment banks, and she enjoyed the pressure of deadlines. She was considered to be one of the best in the business at what she did, and her work was read around the world by a small, but highly select, group of financial professionals who valued her analysis. In return for her advice, a small stable of traders kept her well supplied with knowledge and views from inside the industry, and quotes when needed.

      Right now, she wanted one of those quotes to liven up the article she was writing – something colorful and pithy. Charlie Sanfion was always good for a quote. The usual obscene reference, after Hampton had sanitized it a little, made for good copy, and usually hooked readers into the rest of the article.

      She picked up the phone and hit the speed dial button that would connect her to Sanfion’s desk. After three rings, there was still no answer – most unlike Charlie. Either he pounced on the phone and mashed the line key as soon as the light flashed on his dealer “turret”, as the complex trader phone systems were known, or he forwarded the call to another station if he was going to be away from his desk for more than ten seconds.

      Hampton checked her calendar. It wasn’t a public holiday or anything. It was easy to forget these things, working where she did, where news from round the world was a 24/7 event, and time and date faded into irrelevance.

      Ah well, she’d have to try another of her pets if Charlie wasn’t going to pick up the phone. She hit another speed dial key, and got the alternate pet’s quote. Not as good as Charlie would have provided, for sure, and it didn’t really say what she wanted. Damn, back to Charlie.

      This time the phone was picked up on the second ring.

      “Yes?” The voice wasn’t Charlie’s.

      “Hi there, it’s Kendra Hampton from FNS,” she identified herself. “Charlie’s not at his desk? Is he around?”

      There was a pause of several seconds before the answer came back. “Charlie’s not— Let me just say that Charlie’s not working here any more.”

      Hampton felt stunned. Charles Sanfion had been working for over twenty years at that firm. “Has he, er, been let go?”

      “Not really. Look, I can’t talk to you about this. If you want to know about Charlie, you’ll have to talk to Corporate Communications, OK? Gotta hop.” And the line went dead.

      As it happened, Hampton did want to know what had happened to Charlie Sanfion. Though it would be a stretch to call him a friend, over the time she’d been working at FNS, they’d developed a good personal relationship. Added to which, it was going to be hard to find another source of the sarcastic obscene wit that marked Sanfion’s pronouncements on the bond market.

      Though she held out little hope, she called Corporate Communications at Sanfion’s firm and explained what she wanted.

      “It’s not our policy to talk about personal matters concerning our employees,” she heard.

      “So it’s a personal issue?”

      “I am not allowed to tell you whether it’s personal or not. All I can say to you at this time is that Charles Sanfion is no longer working here.”

      “Can you tell me where he is working now?” Hampton persisted.

      “I am not authorized to give you that information.”

      Well, she hadn’t really expected anything more from these people. She’d tried and failed in the past when she wanted information from them, and knew that compared to them, the Mafia code of omertà was the verbal equivalent of diarrhea.

      Well, there were other ways of finding out. She could make her way to one of the cigar bars where the traders and salesmen from Charlie’s floor usually hung out and keep her ears open. She liked the smell of cigar smoke, and had been known to smoke a cigar herself from time to time, somewhat to the bemusement of the Wall Street traders who used the place as their watering hole. She knew some of them well enough that they would talk off the record to her on occasion. But all this wasn’t getting the article written, and she had a deadline to meet. Damn it, it was worrying if Charlie Sanfion had suddenly disappeared off the face of the earth. It nagged at her mind all through the day, and she decided that he was going to find out what had happened, if at all possible.
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      Her partner, Liz, was used to her “Working late. Be with you soon. Love you.” texts like the one she sent off as she made her way to the bar where she ordered a drink and waited for the traders to appear.

      A group of traders whom she recognized as coming from Charlie’s floor made their way into the bar. Usually these people were noisy and exuberant, but this evening they were quiet and subdued. If she hadn’t seen the figures just before she left the office, Hampton would have sworn that the markets had taken a dive. Mind you, up or down, the investment banks still made money. Maybe one of them had made a disastrous trade.

      She strained to hear their conversation over the sound of the commentary of the Yankees game on the big-screen TV, but could only hear “To Charlie,” as they raised their glasses in what appeared to be a solemn toast.

      “He was the best,” she heard one of them say during a lull in the ballgame commentary.

      “There’ll never be another like him,” another agreed, downing his drink as the batter hit a double RBI, and the commentator went wild, drowning out any replies.

      So Charlie Sanfion was history? Well, she’d worked that out, hadn’t she, but what sort of history were they talking about? Had he really died? It seemed like it from the way they were talking and acting.

      The traders standing at the bar went into a huddle, standing very close together, and their voices went very quiet. Even when there was silence from the TV screen, it was impossible for Hampton to hear what they were saying.

      She recognized one of them, Tommy, who seemed to have been as close to Charles Sanfion as any of them. Tommy caught her eye, turned to speak with one of the other traders, and then made his way over, glass in hand, to the table where Hampton was sitting.

      “Go ahead,” said Hampton, in answer to the unspoken request to sit at the table.

      “It was me you spoke to earlier today when you called Charlie,” said Tommy. “Don’t know if you recognized my voice or not.”

      “No, sorry.”

      “I was told to direct any queries to Corporate Communications. I take it they didn’t tell you anything?”

      “Of course not. But I had to try, didn’t I?”

      Tommy took a pull at his drink, emptying the glass, and from the look on his face, was obviously making up his mind about something. He leaned forward and spoke in a hoarse whisper.

      “If I tell you something about Charlie, you must never, ever, let anyone know where you heard it. Okay?”

      “Okay.”

      “First off, Charlie’s dead.”

      So it was what she had suspected. “I’m sorry to hear that. I liked the guy. He may have been crude and rude, but he was a good guy.”

      Tommy nodded. “Yes, he was.”

      “Another drink?” Hampton pointed to Tommy’s empty glass. “You don’t mind me buying you a drink?” She smiled, hopefully not too flirtatiously, and with what she hoped was some sympathy. Hampton had the gift of listening, and not forcing the conversation into a particular groove, preferring to guide it gently towards the direction she wanted. For now, she’d wait a moment until Tommy felt ready to talk.

      “Sure.”

      The drinks arrived. Neither said anything until both had raised their glasses in a silent toast to the absent Charlie.

      Hampton broke the silence. “Can you tell me more? I’m guessing from everyone’s reaction that it wasn’t a natural death.”

      “I’ll tell you.” He took a long pull at his drink. “I was on the floor. My desk’s next to Charlie’s, and he wasn’t in. No note, no voicemail. Nothing. Had no idea where he was. Someone asked me, and we made some crack about his woman – you know, Carly, the supermodel?”

      She nodded.

      “The one he bought a house for in the Bahamas to match the one he bought for his wife in St. Nevis or wherever it was. We made some crack about him and her in the back seat of one of his cars. He’d be coming when he was ready. Something pretty tasteless, anyway.”

      She half-smiled. She knew about traders’ sense of humor from her time in the banks. “And then?”

      “Jim, over there.” He pointed. “He’s the head of fixed income, and he came over and tapped me on the shoulder right in the middle of me talking to a client. You never do that. Never. And I swung round and I was about to pop him one, when I saw his face. You’ve heard someone say someone else’s face was ashen?”

      “Yes.”

      “Well, Jim’s face was gray. He looked like he’d seen a ghost. And then he told me that the police had just called him, and told him about Charlie.”

      “What had they told him?”

      “They said he’d been found dead in his car. His Ferrari convertible.”

      “‘Found dead’? Sounds like it wasn’t an accident.”

      “Unless two .45 bullets to the head is an accident, no, it wasn’t.”

      The news shocked her. “Oh, the poor guy. So sorry to hear that. A robbery? Not a carjacking, obviously, if he was still in the car.”

      “Not according to what I heard the police are saying. This is totally fucking bizarre. Apparently there were three ten-dollar bills stuffed into Charlie’s mouth. His billfold wasn’t touched. The car keys were still in the ignition. Nothing seemed to be missing.”

      “He was shot?” Hampton still couldn’t really get her head round the idea.

      “Twice. In the head. Jim told me that the police say it looks like a professional-style execution with a .45, but they won’t know for sure until they’ve done an autopsy and some ballistics checks.”

      “Is the Mob mixed up in this, do you think?”

      “You know, that’s one of the first questions that Jim asked me about Charlie. Did I think he was connected with the Mob? The firm’s worried that if he was, and the word gets out, the name of the firm is in the shit.” Tommy shook his head. “Typical. The guy gets whacked, and the first thing the firm thinks about is its good name.”

      “Well?” Hampton raised her eyebrows.

      Tommy shook his head. “No way did Charlie ever mention the wiseguys. I can’t believe he would get mixed up in anything like that. You probably didn’t know Charlie like we did. Came along to Atlantic City with us on our nights out, but never sat at the tables. He always said he got enough excitement trading. Never did blow. Never went with the hookers. Damn it, why would he bother? Maureen, his wife, and Carly on the side. Two gorgeous women. No need to go anywhere else for fun when you had those two ready and waiting.”

      “Money? Doesn’t sound like it if they’re leaving money in his mouth. That’s really weird, I agree.”

      Tommy shook his head again. “Charlie got these fucking humongous bonuses, didn’t he? He wouldn’t need to borrow any money off anyone.”

      “Those antique cars he collected cost him a fortune.”

      “Charlie made fucking fortunes. Many times over. He could afford what he did.”

      “So who would have killed him, and why?”

      “I can’t think of any reason why anyone would want to kill him. Christ, he was no fucking saint, but he wasn’t that bad a guy. And he was one hell of a trader. The biggest swinging dick in the business. He probably made more money for the firm single-handed than the rest of Wall Street put together. And we talk on the Street about going for the kill and playing rough, but we don’t mean it that literally.”

      One of the traders at the bar called over to them. “Tommy, you okay? She giving you a hard time?” He laughed, but it was subdued compared to the usual raucous exuberance of the bond trading floor.

      “I’m fine,” Tommy called back. He didn’t look fine, Hampton thought. He was sweating, though the bar was pleasantly cool, and a muscle under one eye kept twitching. He turned back to Hampton. “Now do you want the really scary part of all this?”

      “This isn’t scary?”

      “It’s scary enough. But wait for this. Charlie isn’t the first. Just over a week ago, that Swiss bank over the way from us lost their best trader in asset-backeds.”

      “Lost? How on earth do you lose a trader?”

      “Same way as we lost Charlie, Jim told me. The guy was found dead in his car. Two shots to the head with a .45, and three ten-dollar bills stuffed in his mouth.”

      “Dear sweet Lord. How did Jim know about all this?”

      “The police told him. Thought he should know.”

      “Sounds like it’s not a great time to be a fixed income trader in derivatives. Open season on them. Sorry,” she added as Tommy winced visibly. “That was in poor taste, and I apologize.”

      “Accepted. But you’re fucking right there. It does seem like open season on us. All of us are shit scared, I don’t mind admitting to you.”

      “Why are you telling me all this, anyway?”

      “You knew Charlie, and he respected you, I know. He told us you were the only guy writing about the business who wasn’t talking out his ass. That’s one reason.”

      “I’ll take it as a compliment that you called me a guy just then. There’s another reason?”

      “Yeah. The guys on the floor reckon that if this gets made public, the one who’s pulling this shit will get so spooked he’ll stop doing it.”

      “So you want me to write this up as a story? Mentioning Charlie by name, and the Swiss crowd as well?”

      Tommy nodded. “That’s about the size of it.”

      “Look, I’m no crime reporter. I’d have to check with the police and so on. I wouldn’t know where to start on this one.”

      “Just tell the story. Just the facts, like I told them to you just now.”

      “And your management’s going to really freak out when they read the story. First thing they’re going to ask is, where the heck did this gal get all this from? Who told her all of this?”

      “You’d protect your sources, wouldn’t you?”

      “Sure I would. But you wouldn’t have to be the hero of a detective show to work out that it could only have come from one or two places, and the finger’s going to start pointing, Tommy. And sooner rather than later it’s going to point at you. And then what?”

      “We all of us took a vote on whether to tell you. They can’t fire the whole floor.”

      “They could if they felt like it. You know I worked on the Street. Bear and then Lehman. I’ve seen whole divisions blown up, not just one part of a trading floor, simply because management didn’t like the way the head of trading said good morning to the directors. None of you is safe.”

      “Well, we’re not fucking safe with a madman running round putting bullets into people’s heads and stuffing their mouths with money. What the hell’s the big idea there, anyway?”

      “Sounds symbolic, doesn’t it? One way of saying that you’re greedy bastards, perhaps?”

      “It’s a hell of a way to make your point, isn’t it?”

      “You’re not dealing with your average guy, for sure.”

      “Look, can I leave you with this? I hear what you’re saying, but I’d feel – we’d all feel – a lot safer if this went public.”

      “I’m going to have to find out more background,” Hampton told him. “You’ll have to give me some time if I’m going to work on the story. Or would you sooner it went to another FNS writer?”

      “No way. You were Charlie’s writer, you’re ours now. We want you.”

      “I’ll look into it. That’s all I can promise you right now. And if you find out any more, let me know. Here’s my cellphone number. Don’t call me from your turret – it’ll be recorded.”

      “Teach your grandmother to suck eggs,” Tommy said disgustedly. She hadn’t heard the expression before, but guessed its meaning. “You know we always use cellphones to go off the record.” He stood up. “I’ll be in touch.”

      Hampton watched as Tommy rejoined his group and talked animatedly, presumably telling them about the conversation he’d just had.

      [image: ]

    

  

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
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
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Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.
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must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
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DISCLAIMER
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