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      At the completion of Immunity Flight, my third Modified Humans novel, I polled several of my readers with the question, “If I were to write a short story about one of the secondary characters in my Modified Humans series, which character would you choose?”

      To my great surprise, they almost unanimously picked Sinclair.

      The truth is, Dena Sinclair is a character I’m very fond of as well. Readers of the Modified Humans series already know her as a core member of Jian Rohansi’s security team: calm under pressure, fiercely competent, occasionally snarky, and utterly dedicated to protecting the people under her care. She’s the kind of woman who notices everything, reveals very little about herself, and quietly carries more responsibility than anyone realizes.

      She also became one of my favourite characters to write.

      What began as a single short story quickly expanded into something larger. Apparently I don’t do “short” very well, so Dena’s stories edged into novelette territory. One story became three, and those stories became the beginning of Sinclair’s own journey: from a war-scarred teenager in the slums of future Toronto to the elite HCo security specialist seen in the Modified Humans novels.

      The three stories in this collection follow key turning points along that road.

      Night Traffic explores how Sinclair first finds herself drawn into the orbit of Heredis Corporation.

      Roadblock follows her as the ties to her old life threaten the fragile future she’s trying to build.

      Crossroads reveals the darker realities behind the power and prestige of HCo itself.

      These stories are smaller in scale than the novels, but they remain part of the same world: a near-future shaped by pandemics, corporate power, genetic engineering, and the difficult choices people make to survive.

      I hope you enjoy this deeper look into Sinclair’s past.

      And now, let’s begin.
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      Dena left the house and prowled down the pitted driveway, her cellphone pressed to her ear. “Not funny, Kaito. Where are you?” she said for the sixth time when the call bounced to voicemail. “Holly’s not home either, and I’m late for work. I need you home now.”

      She ended the call and searched the empty street in both directions, willing her brother to show up. What if he was in trouble? She didn’t even want to go there. He’d been late before. It wouldn’t bother her so much if she knew why, but all she got were non-answers. Maybe that was normal for fifteen-year-old boys, but he’d never cut it this close before, and he knew her job was what put food on the table.

      All around her, worn-out houses sat on patches of dusty crabgrass. Drought had long ago killed most of the trees, and on this October day, Gladys Road looked sad and beaten.

      Holly picked up on the first ring. “Sorry, Dena. I’m almost there.” She sounded younger than her thirteen years.

      “Where are you?”

      “Field trip, remember? Subway was late. Just got back into cell range.”

      Dena knew it wasn’t a complaint about the shitty range of their phones; a pirated connection was better than nothing. “You were supposed to be home by five. Are you OK?”

      “Fine. I know you have to leave. Go ahead, I can manage the locks.”

      “Have you seen Kaito?” Dena knew she sounded like a mom, not a foster sister, but it was her job to worry about him and Holly. She’d been looking after them since she was eleven.

      Pause. “Isn’t he home yet?”

      Holly answering a question with a question meant she was covering for him. In a tone of weary patience, Dena said, “Where is he?”

      Another pause. “He’s been running deliveries for Central Grocers.”

      Dena shut her eyes. Why hadn’t he just told her? She couldn’t be mad. It was how she’d started off, earning what she could by making food deliveries to the old and injured. Often the only payment was a can of beans to take home. Before she’d gotten better at run-and-dodge, even that had sometimes been bullied from her by the gangs.

      “All right.” She kept her voice calm. “Have him text me when he gets home.” And please let him be OK.

      “I will.” Holly hung up.

      Dena went back to the house, fetched her backpack, and set the locks. Jan and Mick’s small brick bungalow dated from just after World War Two, making it over a hundred and fifty years old. There had been a picture window looking into a shaded yard back then, but it had been bricked-in during the 2050’s Hot Years to keep the house cool. Then the other windows had been filled in to keep out the roving gangs. Jan and Mick were gone now, dead in the toxin attack of ‘99, so there was just her and Holly and Kaito. The old house carried a permanent fug of stale cooking and rationed toilet flushings.

      Shouldering her pack, Dena set off. Somewhere beyond Gladys Road, sirens wailed.

      She always tried to vary her route. Patterns were the downfall of safety. Being predictable broadcast where you’d be at any given time. Today, though, she was running late, and there was no choice but to take the bus.

      Annabelle had given her a couple of chits for emergencies, and she used one now, dropping it into the dented bin by the driver, and taking the nearest seat. Across the aisle, a pair of toughs on a sideways-facing bench surveyed her with interest. They had hungry eyes, and moustaches sliced across their faces from lips to ear. She kept her cap pulled as low as she could without blocking her field of view, and fingered the makeshift glass knife in her pocket. At 1.83 meters, big-boned and wearing her meanest expression, maybe she’d pass as a guy.

      Eventually they bent over their phones, and her eyes drifted to the battered Eterniel poster over their heads. She always wondered if the guy in that image was real, or some AI-enhanced version of the ideal man. Personally, she didn’t believe any human being could be that gorgeous. One of the gen-tech firms—Heredis Corporation—claimed to have created him in a test tube. Whatever. One thing she was sure of was that neither he, if he existed, nor his makers, had to slink around trying to put enough food on the table. All they had to do was promise eternal life, stand back, and watch the money roll in.

      What would it be like to work for a company like that? To get a regular paycheck, not to mention the exotic bonuses an employer like that would hand out. No more worrying about feeding a brother and sister who were growing up fast and couldn’t be protected from the world for much longer.

      “Education is important,” Mom and Dad used to tell her before The War killed them and dumped her into the foster system. Dad had been an engineer, and Mom, a clinical psychologist. “Study hard. It’s the only way to get ahead.” Which was why she made sure Holly and Kaito spent three days a week at the neighbourhood home-school, while Dena learned everything she could online.

      She got off at the next stop and set off like someone on a mission. And damn it, in the window display at Tony’s Hairstyling, the mirrors showed the moustachioed guys from the bus slinking along behind her. So much for her boy-disguise.

      Centring her backpack, she tightened the chest strap. At the next window they were closing in—left flank, right flank. Ahead was an alley. Maybe they thought they could drag her in there.

      We’ll see about that.

      Two slow, deep breaths and—now.

      She dodged into the alley and ran. She knew all the back ways between home and work. This alley, with its stink of garbage, its slink of rats and skinny cats, was as good a place as any to make a run for it.

      She heard the men behind her, shoes slapping the pavement, one of them wasting breath on, “You can’t outrun us, Burly-Babe,” and laughing at his own joke.

      Coming up, an overhead fire escape wafted the skunky scent of someone sneaking a happy-smoke. There would be no help there, she knew, but no hindrance either; the stairs didn’t reach the ground. She saw someone’s legs dangling lazily over the edge as she ran past. She counted doorways, passed steps leading to a basement entrance, then a bricked-in window space. A beam of light knifed from behind her, lighting the rusty carcasses of cars piled across the alley during The War.

      “Got ‘er!” one of her pursuers yelled in triumph.

      She jumped, landed hands and feet on a pitted hood. Momentum carried her onto the roof. From there, she launched into a mid-air roll over the trunk. Her feet came down on the dented fender of a crumpled pickup truck. Rotted metal sagged. A long leap and she was past the blockade, running as soon as her feet hit the ground. In the dim light, she picked out the landmark she was aiming for: a downspout. One she knew would hold her weight.

      Behind her, the men angled a flashlight beam over the obstruction, helpfully illuminating her first handhold. She leaped, caught the down-tube, and climbed fast, hands and feet working in rhythm.

      Below, she heard shouts of frustration. She hoped like hell the pair didn’t have throwing knives, or an illegal firearm or pulse pistol. Even a well-aimed rock could stop her. But she made it to the roof unscathed. She clambered over the gutter onto a tar-and-gravel roof, faintly lit by a crescent moon and early stars that pierced the penumbral grey of evening.

      She really wanted to lean over the edge and give them the finger, but knew better than to waste the time. She needed to get off this roof and away before they split up to watch places where she might climb back down to street level.

      All the same, she couldn’t help feeling smug. That was fun.

      The roof was dry—it hadn’t rained for weeks—and sounded hollow under her feet. Vents and antennas studded the surface, turning it into a strange alien-scape. She jogged to the far side, catching her breath and letting her eyes get used to the meagre light. Below, another alley chasmed between adjacent buildings. The dimness of dusk was getting iffy for this sort of thing, but—necessity and all that. She gauged the distance, moved back, and made a run for it. Landed on solid footing and rolled before coming lightly to her feet.

      An access door with a broken lock opened into the building’s central stairwell, and she went down, using her phone to light the way. Smells of cooked food and cat pee wafted in from the landings she passed. On the ground floor, sounds drifted from behind doors: conversation and blaring threedees, the high-pitched bark of a small dog. A sullen boy crouched by a door that gave off only silence; he watched her pass without expression.

      “Evening,” she murmured, because something about him made her think of Kaito, who Kaito might have turned into if she hadn’t been there to provide some structure and security.

      The kid didn’t reply.

      At the front door she turned the knob and poked her head carefully through the opening. She saw an avenue lined with four-story apartments whose residents lounged and socialized under the streetlights. There was no sign of her pursuers, so she stepped boldly onto the landing, and threaded her way between girls in tight dresses and gaudy jewelry sitting on the steps, drinking beer out of bottles and giggling at the pack of boys lounging at street level.

      “How do,” she said pleasantly, not waiting for a reply. “Nice evening.”

      Not one of them asked who she was or what she was doing there.

      The Hole in the Wall was a couple of blocks over, wedged between a store that sold incense and offered tarot readings—the sign over the door optimistically said, ‘Open’—and a narrow office that claimed to house a law office, although she’d never seen anyone enter or leave. Crocodill was at his station by The Hole’s open door. His arms and chest rippled with muscles that spilled from his faux-snakeskin vest. Music throbbed, not too loud, because Annabelle ran a tight ship, riding a delicate balance between welcoming ambience and privacy for those who came—usually via the back door—to conduct business.

      “Hey, Croc.” Dena tipped her head to meet his eyes beneath the peak of her cap.

      “You’re late.” He was Annabelle’s man, better than a punch-clock for noting the staff’s comings and goings.

      “Ran into a touch of trouble. I’ll stay late to make up for it.”

      He grunted, which could mean anything, his attention already fixed on a bunch of kids ambling towards them in a pack, trying hard to look old enough to be here. Croc might even let them in. This time of week was notoriously slow, and as long as they drank circumspectly and didn’t cause trouble, Annabelle wasn’t one to let the letter of the law restrict her business. Case in point: she’d hired Dena three years ago when Dena was only fifteen. Never asked to see her I.D., and paid in barter—water purifying cartridges, food, meds last year when Holly was so sick, coupons for clothes at one of the bigger second-hands. For her part, Dena made damn sure to watch her security feeds without losing concentration; notify the bouncers if she saw trouble brewing; and for the rest, keep her head down and her mouth shut.

      The Hole’s main room wasn’t big. It consisted of a bar along one wall, a row of antique juke boxes with a dancing-strip along another. The other walls were lined with booths, and half a dozen tables took up the centre floor. The place was pretty full for a weekday, which might mean bad luck to the under-agers outside. A haze of cannabis smoke floated near the ceiling. The regulars at the bar had placid, benign expressions as their eyes tracked the game on one of the screens behind the bar, or the dancers strutting and posturing to a start-and-stop tune by the Frieze Lords. Dena kept her head down and ducked under the counter-flap, waggled a hand at Annabelle who was busy toggling beer into a mug, and pushed through the side door into the security office.

      ‘Cupboard’ would have been a better description. There was just enough room for a rolling chair that creaked when she settled into it; a pair of large, wall-mounted monitors; a counter with an ancient desktop and a microphone that had been top of the line about seventy-five years ago. Her mug sat in its spot in the corner, upside down with the handle tucked against the wall.

      She decided to lie low for a while before before fetching some tea.

      Her official title was ‘Security Moderator’, which meant she spent the next nine hours watching the security-cam output from the public room out there, plus the front and back entrances, the restrooms, and unofficially, the private rooms where special clients entertained guests and conducted business. According to Annabelle, Dena had a nose for trouble, and a knack for heading it off before it mushroomed.

      Mostly, nothing happened—and right now, nothing was. The checkerboard of scenes showed typical weekday people drinking, talking, circulating, smoking.

      Dena tried Kaito again. Nothing. Holly had already texted to say she was home. Dena set her phone aside.

      Holly had been seven the day Jan and Mick didn’t come home, and Kaito, nine. She herself had been eleven, too young to take charge. But there’d been no one else.

      She’d lost her real parents two years before coming to live with Jan and Mick and the two younger kids. Kaito and Holly barely remembered their real parents, also lost to The War. When it became clear their foster parents weren’t coming back, Dena had shoved them into the same mental compartment as Mom and Dad, and dropped into survival mode. Children’s Aid had never come. Not once. When Dena bothered to wonder about it, she assumed The War had destroyed foster-kid records just as it had destroyed everything else: families, neighbourhoods, all the networks that once bound people to each other.

      On one of her screens, the kids she’d seen outside came in, a gaggle of four—two male, a female, and one who might be a ‘they’. They all looked more blasé than they’d seemed on the street. The girl spoke to Annabelle for a long minute, and synched a payment from her phone, which meant she had access to a bank account. That was enough to make Dena zoom in on their faces: plump, smooth cheeks, good teeth and skin, a shine to their hair. With their trendy patch-pants and crisp, starched shirts, they weren’t the normal clientele for this part of town.

      She watched as Annabelle led them to one of the private rooms. Toggling the second monitor on and keying in the passcode for the hidden camera-feeds, she watched the kids settle along three sides of the table in there, leaving two empty chairs on the fourth. Annabelle left just long enough to fetch a tray of drinks. She set the glasses in front of them and went back out, shutting the door.

      Very strange. But Dena wasn’t about to question the boss’s actions. With a bit of fiddling, she was able to get decent enough angles to snap pics of each of them—just in case. She added key-words and encryption, and saved them. Like hundreds of other images, they likely wouldn’t ever come to anything.

      The kids seemed intent on flying below the radar, keeping their voices down and their gestures small.

      Dena diverted her attention to the men’s room, where one of the regulars was disappearing into a cubicle. Something about his expression, the flat distance in his eyes, had her internal alarms jangling. She buzzed Clyde and spoke into the mic. “Check the men’s, would you? Far cubicle. The tall guy with the eyebrows just went in. Something’s not right.”

      Clyde angled his face to look into the overhead camera, his eyebrows popped in an exaggerated, are-you-sure? The comm link only went one way, from her to him.

      “No,” she replied for the benefit of his earbud, “I’m not sure, but have a look anyway.”

      On camera, he shrugged in pained acknowledgement. Dena tracked him on-screen as he ambled into the men’s room and thumped on the flimsy door. He said something which Dena couldn’t hear, and waited. After a long minute he frowned and thumped again, harder. Ducked down to peer under the door, straightened in a hurry, and kicked the door in.

      Damned if Eyebrow-guy hadn’t mangled his wrist and was trying to bleed out into the toilet.

      There was no point calling an ambulance. Like everyone else in these parts, Eyebrow was Triage Level Three, no health coverage, no entitlement save a few mandatory vaxxes. Fortunately he wasn’t so far gone as to need the cops to attend the scene. Clyde walked him to the office, bandaged him up, gave him a pep talk and tea on the house, then called the Mercy Angels to house him for the night.

      How those women got the food and housing together for society’s desperate cases, Dena had no idea. What she did know was that catching the guy’s tragedy in time had justified her pay for the night. Annabelle hated incidents that roused a visit from the cops, even if they weren’t the establishment’s fault. Better get those sad cases out the door under their own steam.

      It was nearly 2300 hours by the time the excitement died and people drifted back to their drinks. At 2330 hours, a new car pulled into the lot behind the premises. “New” didn’t mean fresh off the dealer’s lot. It meant a car she didn’t recognize. Even though it was a pre-War model, the tires looked new and the paint job was fresh—always a sign of money, digital money, somewhere in the supply chain.

      She zoomed in to watch the man who stepped out the driver’s side. It was too dark to see inside the car, but she’d lay odds there was a functional steering wheel—something you didn’t see much in the newer self-driving vehicles. The man himself had a hard, thin face, and dark, luxuriant hair that curled past his collar. He wore a dress jacket over snug patch pants, and strode purposefully around to the passenger door. Opening it, he leaned in and appeared to be releasing the passenger’s seat belt before offering a hand to help whoever-it-was climb out.

      No surprise, it was a she-person. She didn’t look like she needed the help, unfolding gracefully to a height that matched his. Light from the lot’s single pole-lamp skated over her features: strong cheekbones, a wide, sensuous mouth, dark eyes, skin as black as black. Her hair puffed and floated so elegantly around her face, there had to be some pricey professional care involved. Dressed in an iridescent blue synth-silk dress that clung to her calves, she looked seriously out of place in The Hole’s back parking lot. But what really captured Dena’s attention was her expression: oddly placid, even when the man took her unresisting wrist and purposefully threaded her arm through his and steered her toward back entrance.

      By this time, Clyde had his butt parked back on the tall stool by the entrance. Rising to his feet, he stopped the man, perused the ID on the guy’s slate, ogled the woman. She didn’t seem to notice. Her gaze drifted sluggishly past him to the main room with the juke box dancers, the couples leaning towards each other in their booths. Annabelle watched with sharp-eyed interest from the bar. When the man pressed something into Clyde’s hand, Clyde handed the slate back and waved the pair towards the kids’ private room.

      Prickles crawled between Dena’s shoulder blades. Don’t get involved. Annabelle won’t want you meddling.

      This sort of thing happened. People came here seeking privacy. Deals went down in those rooms—secret ones—and if it ever came out there were cameras in there, The Hole could lose its reputation as a safe place to do business. Some of the people who rented those rooms were paranoid about security, and would be seriously dangerous if crossed. Whatever was going down with the strange couple and the kids, Dena knew she’d be wise to steer clear of it.

      So why was she rolling her chair closer to the screen and zooming the camera?

      The man was ignoring every curious glance and sidelong look, but the woman, it was like the attention galvanized her in an odd, slow-motion kind of way. Whenever someone caught her eye, she blinked and frowned as if trying to sort through a puzzle. When she and the man stopped outside the room, Dena had a close-up of their faces.

      She snapped a pic.

      The man rapped on the door, and without waiting for an invite, pushed it open and drew the woman inside.

      Dena switched again to the second monitor.

      The kids were on their feet, watching the pair approach—more to the point, staring at the woman. The girl said something, pointing at the empty chairs. Tapped something into her phone, likely a drinks order using The Hole’s bar app.

      Dena’s office door opened.

      It was Annabelle, sequinned tee shirt stretched tight over her double-dees, big hair and large hoop earrings doing nothing to soften a face that had seen forty years of hard living. She slipped inside and shut the door, blotting out the sound of voices and music. Her eyes came to rest on the monitor.

      “I see you noticed our special guests. I want you to shut those cameras down.” She had a rough voice, not unpleasant. This woman had taken a chance on a plain, gangly fifteen-year-old one night when the regular guy didn’t show up and the camera array had gone down. Dena’d arrived with a delivery from Central Grocers, and Annabelle, in a fury over the security situation, had ground out a sarcastic, “I don’t suppose you know about security systems?”

      Dena had replied, “I know a thing or two.” Because, what did she have to lose? Among the mishmash of courses she’d scavenged online were demos and tutorials on electronics and computers. Enough to keep her old phone—and the sibs’—creaking along. She wasn’t an expert, but she wasn’t useless.

      Annabelle had shown her into the office, and when Dena got the system running, asked her to sit and watch the monitors till closing. Later in the evening, when Dena warned Annabelle about the patron who left a gang lurking outside while he walked in and started scoping the bottle display behind the bar, Dena had herself a permanent job. Or as permanent as anyone could hope for nowadays.

      The right thing to do now was to turn the cameras off and keep her mouth shut. But something about the woman in that room, about the whole situation, made her danger-sense prickle. She said, “Are you sure? I have a bad feeling about whatever’s going on in there.”

      Annabelle’s eyes narrowed. “Whatever’s going on is none of our business. The room’s paid for, plus a nice tip. Do as I say.”

      Meaning: Whatever goes on in there, we don’t want to know.

      So why did she hesitate? The woman looked like she lived a better life than anyone in this part of the city. The kids too. It was rich-person business going on in there. None of her business, just like Annabelle said.

      Maybe it was because she still hadn’t heard from Kaito. No answer to her texts and calls. She was probably over-reacting, being so worried. She could too easily imagine her foster-brother in the woman’s place—drugged, marched into a room full of Triage Level Ones who’d never missed a meal, or faced down a Viper gang-bro threatening to force you out of your house and onto the streets.

      Seeing Dena hesitate, Annabelle’s frown deepened. “You know I run a peaceful place here, Dena. It’s why I pay you and boys: to make sure it stays that way. Anyone who wants one of my rooms knows better’n to break the rules.”

      Because Croc and Clyde weren’t above calling on support from upstairs if they needed it. The guys in the second-floor apartment owed Annabelle and Croc for a lot more than the roof over their heads.

      “Now turn the cameras off,” Annabelle finished, “and take a break. If you’re that worried, you can carry their drink order in yourself. Have a firsthand look.”

      Which was hardly what Dena’d had in mind, but Annabelle was looking testy, and she knew better than to push it.

      Dena killed the two cameras and, pushing the chair back with a squeal of tired wheels, followed Annabelle out.

      She hated working the floor. It made her conscious of her big-boned height, her plain features, the raggedy cut of her short, red-blonde hair. People didn’t stare outright, but she felt them gawking after she passed. Despite her parkour-fitness, she wasn’t the kind of waitress who inspired butt-slaps and good-natured jokes. Good thing, because any guy that tried to tweak her cheeks would end up with broken fingers, guaranteed. So far, no one had tested the warning vibe she gave off.

      Squaring her shoulders, she picked the tray of drinks off the counter and strode around the tables, skirting the dance strip. Music throbbed through the soles of her feet, an old tune, All You Need is Love. Sure. If only it were that simple. At the door she knocked. “Your drinks,” she called.

      One of the kids came to the door. He cracked it open, eyed her through a mop of shiny curls, and reached for the tray. She pretended not to notice and barged past his flapping attempt to stop her.

      Inside the room, conversation stopped. They all turned to watch her, all except the woman. She was seated beside the man with her back to the door, and all Dena could make out was her hair fluffing in a magnificent Afro around her head, and the haughty angle of her shoulders. Her blue dress shimmered with green highlights. Beside her, the man had twisted in his chair and was giving her the stink-eye. She stopped beside him. “Rye and cola, is that yours?” She reached for the only mixed drink on the tray.

      Of course it was his. The kids had ordered alcohol-free, doing nothing to attract undue attention from Management. The woman didn’t have so much as a glass of water.

      “Did we miss the lady’s order?” Dena moved around the table, picking up empty glasses.

      The woman’s eyes moved in a face that was flat and frozen. Behind the dark pupils there was distant… panic? Her hands rested in front of her on the table. Dena cocked an eyebrow, as if waiting for her to speak, but it was the man who said, “She’s sharing mine,” in a tone that warned Dena off.

      “Sure thing. As long it wasn’t us shorting you on the order.”

      “It wasn’t.” The guy wanted her out of here. The kids—barely sixteen years old, Dena thought, although it was her humble opinion that wealthy brats like these had such a plush life, they never really grew up—studied her home-cut hair and baggy pants with sneers skulking just under the surface.

      She kept her temper under wraps and her eyes down like the suburb-scum they judged her to be, and turned to leave. “Ring if you need anything else.”

      In her corner vision, she saw the woman’s thumb curl slowly into the palm of her hand, and the other fingers close over top of it.

      Dena walked away, because definitely it was better to act like she hadn’t seen that, or understood.

      The boy stroked his hand down her ass on her way out the door, and she just kept going.

      Heart pounding, she breathed in the main room’s pungent scent of weed and stale beer, and took the direct route to the bar, straight through the squeeze of tables. The music had changed to a mournful wartime tune, I lost my love when the drones flew in, When the drones started shooting she fled.

      Annabelle scowled as Dena set the tray down hard enough to clack the glasses. “What’s gotten into you?”

      “Kid groped me.”

      She fled but the shots and the sparks flew about, and soon I knew she was dead.

      Annabelle’s mouth twisted in amused derision. “Is that all?”

      Dena looked her straight in the eye. “Creepy bunch in there.”

      “Were they doing anything illegal?”

      Dena shrugged. Annabelle would refuse to put any stock in the woman’s hand signal. You may think the thumb-in-fist is a call for help, but I think you’re imagining things.





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


