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          Chapter One

        

      

    

    
      The outfit called themselves “The Sunset Riders,” and I was hooked the moment I saw their brochure. In it, a picture showed a group of men and women in cowboy hats, denim clothes, and leather boots, riding horses on a mountain trail into the sunset. For a reasonable price, they promised a once-in-a-lifetime experience of a sunset ride on South Mountain at the southern edge of Phoenix, Arizona, complete with a chuck wagon-worthy meal and tall tales on the trail. Given that I’d never been riding before, I did wonder a bit at the “no experience necessary” part of the description, but I trusted that they must have a system in place.

      The trip would be the perfect birthday outing for my father. He loved Westerns and the idea of the Old West, and we lived in Phoenix, a town that had sprouted from the Old West. It was perfect. As soon as I saw the advertisement, I jumped on the opportunity to get two tickets for the experience.

      And by “jumped on” I mean “waited for him to retire and come off the road, then waited for his birthday to come around.”

      But then, yeah, I jumped on it. Dad’s birthday is at the end of June, which is the hottest part of the year in the Northern Hemisphere, especially in Arizona, so I had picked a date for the excursion at the beginning of the month. It would still be the month of his birthday, but it would be not quite as hot.

      I don’t know why the month part mattered to me. It’s not like he was a kid, or a teenager, or even a young man. He was sixty-six years old, about to be sixty-seven, and I was staring down the barrel of forty myself. It wasn’t as though he’d feel forgotten if he didn’t get something in his birthday month. Anyway, I set it up for the week before his birthday in June.

      As the date approached, though, I started to get a bit leery. The advertisement had specifically said both “sunset ride” and “no experience necessary,” but I wondered how they were going to have a “ride” with a bunch of people who had never ridden before. My dad had grown up in a rural area back when Model T’s were still on the road, so of course he’d ridden before. I, however, had not. Was I about to be embarrassed?

      I was excited and enthusiastic about the ride, but my leeriness had me in a bit of a grumpy mood when we arrived at the facility. The Sunset Riders’ stables were just off Central Avenue at the foot of the north side of South Mountain on the south side of Phoenix. Phoenix, Arizona, was the fifth-largest city in the United States, and South Mountain Park, the largest municipal park in the world—according to rumor, anyway—was entirely inside it. The city is nothing if not sprawling, however, so this area was very rural, and mostly untamed desert. It was close enough to the city, though, that as you went up the slope, you had a good view of the metropolis. That was one of the main features of the ride.

      The tour was due to start at six-thirty, but we arrived at the Sunset Riders a little after six. The sun was in the transition point between overhead and setting, so the hard edge was beginning to come off the heat of the day, but not much. Nonetheless, the afternoon high had “only” been in the low hundreds, about one hundred six degrees Fahrenheit or so, and the air was dry, so it wasn’t as uncomfortable as it could have been.

      I had ridden with my dad in their van. It was a burgundy-colored minivan, more worn than most because they had used it to travel all around the country for their work, and the inside still smelled like industrial caulk and my mother’s cigarettes. After my dad parked the van, we walked down to the stables. My dad was wearing his best cowboy gear for the ride: his nice tan cowboy hat, brown leather vest over a long-sleeved cotton button-down shirt, new-looking blue jeans with a leather belt, and leather cowboy boots with fancy tooling. He looked like one of the cowboys he always dreamed of being, but this was not a costume for him; these were clothes he wore to be his best self. In fact, it might have been the same clothes he had worn to my wedding.

      Thinking about this now, I wondered how far back my dad had been wearing Western attire. Except for the blue jeans, this was not how he had dressed when I was growing up back in upstate New York, although, thinking now, I maybe could recall boots, and maybe a hat. My dad was a big man, six feet, four inches tall and muscled like the former professional football player that he was. When I was a kid, he’d had red hair and been an imposing man—though he’d always been gentle with his family. I didn’t remember him dressing as a cowboy then, though, and I wondered how he’d made the transition from the athletic man I remembered from the seventies and eighties to the gray-haired man he’d become, still large and imposing, but dressed as a marshal or a sheriff.

      The stables were in a patch of thick vegetation in the shade of some surprisingly large trees. I could smell desert dirt and moist earth together with sawdust and manure from the stables, and the combination was not altogether unpleasant. I saw a couple of men working in the stables. Like a pair of stereotypes, one of the men was tall and slender and the other was short and stocky. Both were dressed in well-worn brown hats, long-sleeved button-down shirts, dirty jeans, chaps, and cowboy boots. More than just dressed for the part, they seemed to be genuine cowboys.

      The way these men and my dad were dressed made me more than a little self-conscious about my own attire. I was wearing a dark red T-shirt, black jeans, and black athletic shoes. I had never owned a cowboy boot or hat in my life.

      “You’re here for the sunset ride?” the short one said as he stepped over to the door of the stable, which was like a barn door. He was probably only a shade over five feet tall, with a body like a barrel, weathered skin, brown eyes, and a Wild West mustache, and he was holding a pitchfork in both hands. He gave us a gap-toothed smile.

      “We are,” I said. I reached for the folded paper in my back pocket. “I printed out the confirmation⁠—”

      “You’re a little early, but we’ll be mounting up and heading out soon,” the man said. His face looked red and sweaty. A wooden pole fence ran around the perimeter of the flat patch of land outside the door, and he gestured toward it with the pitchfork. “Insurance says we can’t let people in the stable, but you’re welcome to sit on the fence and watch,” he said. He turned to go back into the stable. “Just watch out for the scorpions.”

      “Yes, sir,” my dad said to him, and we moseyed over to lean on the shaded end of the fence by the path from the parking lot. Well, my dad moseyed. I just walked.

      As we walked, I checked the time on my cell phone—I don’t wear a watch. We had almost twenty minutes before six o’clock, and I was surprised to see that my cell phone connection was weak. In those days, cell phones and cell phone service were not quite ubiquitous, but they were becoming common everywhere. It was still easy to find patchy service once you stepped off the beaten path, but service was mostly good mostly everywhere in the city, and we were still in the city.

      I put the phone back into my pocket, put one foot up on the fence—watching for scorpions as I did—and leaned against it to wait. My dad turned and leaned back against it without a worry, then crossed his arms across his chest and turned his gaze back to the stables. “You know, I can’t thank you enough for this, Ter,” he said to me after a moment, shortening my name the way only he did. “This is really special.”

      I looked back at the stable in case he was seeing something I wasn’t. The taller cowboy had come out with a wheelbarrow load of manure and was maneuvering it toward the large pile I could see on the far side of the stable. “It is?” I said, turning to my dad with a raised eyebrow.

      He gave me a sincere look and nodded. “I’ve always wanted to do something like this.”

      I looked over at the tall guy, who was now tipping the contents of the wheelbarrow onto the pile. He was at least a foot taller than his partner, nearly as tall as my dad and I were, but his limbs were slender and gangly. As he turned back, he looked up at my dad and me and gave us a crooked smile. “Well, I’m glad we’re getting to do it,” I said to my dad. “I hope it lives up to the hype.”

      As we waited, the two men in the stables finished their work and more people arrived and parked in the lot. The day was hot, but surprisingly bearable in the shade. Nonetheless, the rest of the people who seemed to have arrived for the tour stayed in their cars in the parking lot, except for a young woman who looked like she might still be in her teens, who was accompanied by a man with a white handlebar mustache who I guessed was her grandfather. They nodded at us, then stood in the shade closer to the open stable door and watched the cowboys getting ready inside, the young girl chatting excitedly to the old man. I kind of wished I could be that chatty with my dad, but instead, we just stood together quietly.

      It was after six o’clock—probably only a few minutes, but long enough that the girl and her grandfather had begun to look at their watches and clear their throats—when the taller cowboy came out of the stable into the clearing, looked around at us, then waved at the people waiting in their cars with a gesture that meant come on down. Dad and I joined him in the center of the clearing, as did the young woman, now holding her grandfather’s hand in a way that looked meant to steady him, and we waited for the others to come from the parking lot and join us.

      As the group got together, the thin cowboy had a paper and a pen that looked out of place in his rugged hands, and he went around to each of the pairs and checked off their names on the list on the paper, I looked with curiosity to see what kind of people would be interested in a sunset ride on South Mountain. I genuinely didn’t know what to expect.

      All told, it looked like there would be ten of us on the tour, and everyone, it seemed, had come in pairs. In addition to my dad and me and the young woman and her grandfather, there was a forty-ish man and woman dressed in full old-west regalia, a pair of gregarious women with bare arms and tattoos, and a slick middle-aged man and much younger woman who appeared to be a couple but gave off weird vibes.

      When he’d finished, the taller cowboy folded the paper and put it and the pen into his pocket, then straightened and cleared his throat. “Gather around, everyone,” he said.

      We were already gathered, but we gave him our attention.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Welcome to Ten-X Stables, everyone,” he said. “My name is Slim, and that’s Shorty.” He gestured to the short cowboy, who was now leading a bunch of pack animals on a line out from the stable toward us. Hearing his name, he raised his hand in a wave and flashed his gap-toothed grin at us. “Tonight, we’re going to mount up, we’re going to take a gentle ride on the trail up this mountain a ways while the sun goes down, we’re going to eat some cowboy grub and listen to a few tall tales, and we’re going to ride back here,” he said. “And we’re going to have a good time.”

      As Slim spoke, Shorty brought the string of animals out into the clearing. They were stocky animals, not terribly tall, with short gray coats and large black eyes. Each had a leather saddle on its back.

      “What kind of horses are those?” the woman with the slick man asked.

      “Those aren’t horses. They’re mules,” the man with her said with contempt. “I could tell right away.”

      We turned to look at him. He looked to be in his early forties, a little older than I was. He was wearing blue jeans that looked brand new, a long-sleeved white shirt and a black leather vest that looked brand new, and a black cowboy hat that also looked brand new. And when he took it off, his black hair looked freshly dyed the same color as the vest. His female companion looked to be about twenty years younger than he was, and I could have imagined perhaps that she was his daughter except for the way she was slinking up to him. She, too, was dressed in a long-sleeved blue shirt, a tan leather vest, and new blue jeans tucked into pink cowboy boots. Together, they looked as though they had visited Saban’s Western Wear earlier in the day, which maybe they had after all.

      “Could you now, Michigan?” Slim asked, surely using a “Western” nickname for him in the spirit of the adventure. “How’s that?”

      “Well, it’s obvious,” Michigan said. He gave his companion a confident grin, then turned to us with a smirk, pointing at the mules. “Horses have more pointy ears, and they’re taller, and more … horse-y.” The wheels came off his train of thought at the end, but he still smiled at his companion as though he’d nailed it, and she squealed and leaned into him under his arm.

      “That’s right,” I said, almost laughing. “Horses are definitely more ‘horsey’ than mules.”

      Michigan ignored me, but still managed to exude “screw you.”

      His companion let out an annoyed groan and turned to Michigan with a pout. She leaned against him and laid a fist against his black vest. “You said we were going to ride horses.”

      “Sorry Ma’am,” Slim said with a shake of his head. “We’ve got horses on our ranch out on the other side of Estrella Mountain.” He was a few inches shorter than my dad, who was six-four, and he had stringy brown hair and a bushy mustache. He made eye contact with the woman, then turned and spat on the ground. “We used horses when we first started this operation, but people kept losing control of ’em and getting tossed into cactus patches, so we switched to mules.” He turned his head and nodded at a line of animals over in the stables. “They’re a steadier ride and a lot less jittery, and most people can’t tell them apart anyway.”

      “I can,” Michigan said.

      Slim let out a friendly laugh. “You sure know your way around a ranch, Michigan,” he said, grinning amiably. “I can tell by the way you’re dressed.”

      Michigan’s female companion squealed again as though Slim had complimented her companion.

      “All right, everybody,” Shorty said, coming up to us. “We’d best get mounted up. Sun’ll be going down soon.”

      Shorty had us get in a line, then he looked us over and matched us up with a mule he thought would be a good fit for us. Michigan and his companion were first, and Shorty said, “Michigan,” as he handed him the reins of one of the larger mules with a dark gray coat. “Miss Carolina,” he said to Michigan’s girl, flashing her a grin as he handed her the reins of a smallish animal with a dusty-colored coat. She giggled at the nickname and gave him a flirty smile.

      Shorty continued down the line distributing the mules. Stopping in front of my dad and me, he sized us up quickly, then gave my dad the largest one, and, although we’re roughly the same size—he’s six-four and I’m six-five, but he weighs a little more than I do—he gave me one of the medium-size mules. The size difference wasn’t much, and the mule seemed more than adequate, but it still seemed like a slight, and as he moved on down the line, I frowned at the back of his head.

      After Shorty finished matching up the riders and mules, Slim gave us some instructions on riding. For each point, he gave us a quick explanation and followed that with a demonstration on the mule Shorty had brought for him. “There really isn’t much to it,” he said as he finished his spiel. “The mules have been on this trip lots of times. They could get there and back without us.”

      With that, it was time to move out. We mounted the mules, and as we did, Slim and Shorty went down the line to offer help and tips to anyone having trouble connecting their butt to the saddle. “Getting on is easy,” Slim said as he walked. “Almost as easy as falling off.”

      It seemed he was right, because only a few seconds later, after not too much groaning and only a little farting, we were all mounted up and ready to go. Slim and Shorty gave us a happy thumbs-up, then mounted their own mules.

      “This is it,” my dad said to me with a grin, eyes twinkling behind his glasses. “Posse’s moving out.”
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      “One question,” Michigan said, a note of urgency in his tone. “What should we do if we see a rattlesnake?” He tipped his head to look at them. “I mean, you don’t seem to have any guns⁠—”

      Before Slim or Shorty could answer, I scoffed, shaking my head. Tourists always seemed to think the desert was covered with snakes. “Take a picture,” I said, “because you’ll probably never see another one.”

      Michigan gave me a dark look.

      “I don’t know,” Shorty said to me. “In the spring and fall, we usually see them a couple times a month or more.”

      “Really?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “I’ve been in this city sixteen years now, and I’ve only seen one once.”

      “I think that’s your problem, right there,” Slim said with a grin. “‘In the city.’”

      “Right,” Michigan said, giving me another dark look. “But if we do see any snakes out here, what do we do? I mean, you must have guns or something, don’t you?”

      Shorty tipped his head with a smile. “We don’t need guns to take care of snakes,” he said, which I noticed was not a no. “Look, everyone,” he said, turning to address the group in general, “if you happen to see a snake while we’re riding out there, just stay on your mule.”

      “That’s right,” Slim said. “The animals will stay calm and move away from the snake.”

      “They can’t jump up and get us?” Carolina asked, her interest piqued.

      “No,” Slim said, shaking his head. “Rattlesnakes do not jump.”

      “What if we’re not on the mules?” Michigan asked. He looked around at the other faces in the group for support. “I mean, we’re not going to be on them the whole time, right?”

      “Just back away and let us know,” Shorty said, giving him a friendly smile. “Slim and I will take care of it.”

      “Good,” Michigan said to Carolina. “He means they’ll shoot it.”

      “No,” Shorty said, “I mean, we treat rattlesnakes like all the other majestic creatures we find out here. We thank them for the experience and give ’em their space.” He gave a grin that showed his white teeth under his bushy mustache and added, “And we save our bullets for any of the real vermin we might find out here, like rustlers.”

      Michigan had begun to look relieved by Shorty’s words, but his eyebrows knit together in concern after the guide turned away. “Do you really think we might come across rustlers?” he asked.

      “I think the rustlers have been pretty much cleared out of these parts,” my dad said to him.

      “I’m pretty sure there haven’t been any ‘rustlers’ in these parts for a hundred years, if there ever were any at all,” I said. “That might be something that was only in those old westerns you read.”

      “Oh, there definitely were,” my dad said, a tone in his voice not quite condescending, but a little wistful. “You think they just make stuff up to go in books?”

      I scoffed. “Yes,” I said. “We do.”

      My Dad scoffed back at me. “Maybe you do.”

      “I’ll tell you,” Shorty said, interjecting himself into the conversation, “during the week, Slim and I run the Sunset Ranch over at the south end of Estrella Mountain …” He tipped his head to the west, where the jagged ridge of Estrella Mountain was visible in the distance. “… and every now and then we still get some rustlers poaching our cattle.”

      “Really?” I asked. “How would they be able to make that work, with brands and high-tech tracking stuff?” I frowned. “It seems like they wouldn’t be able to do anything with them afterward.”

      Shorty shrugged. “When the law comes around to take the report, they talk about them getting smuggled down to Mexico, where they care about the meat and the money and not so much about brands.”

      Dad shook his head in disgust. “The nerve of some people.”

      “Okay,” Short said, raising his voice to address the whole group. “We’d better get ready to go. Everyone, make sure you have everything you want, and get comfortable in your saddles.”

      Michigan, in a low voice, continued to grumble to Carolina as the group got ready. The young woman on the trip with her grandfather jumped off her mule suddenly and ran back up to the car they’d come in, then returned in a moment with what looked like a brown plastic medicine bottle and a small black camera.

      She came back at a trot, and, with an impressive show of athleticism, shifted the items to her left hand, stutter-stepped as she approached her mule, and hopped up into the saddle with a graceful little jump, digging the toe of her left foot into the stirrup on the way. Her grandfather gave a surprised and happy laugh, and everyone smiled at her.

      By the time the young woman got back from the car, everyone else had gotten comfortable in their saddles.

      Slim took the lead, heading off to the west, down the trail that led past the stable and into the desert of the mountainside. The young lady and her grandfather followed him, and the pair of tattooed women followed them. Next up was the middle-aged couple in what looked like comfortable western gear, then my dad and me, then Carolina and Michigan.

      As we got going, Shorty rode up to the front of the line and eyeballed everyone as they passed, apparently to make sure everyone was comfortable, giving each his gap-toothed grin. He nodded at each of us as we passed, then fell in at the end of the line to bring up the rear.
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        * * *

      

      We headed west down the trail past the stable. As we moved out further into the desert, the vegetation thinned out to scrub desert, with creosote and juniper bushes, sage, a variety of cacti, a surprising number of wildflowers, and lots of clumps of weeds. The air carried a heady mix of aromas. It smelled good.

      In the northern part of the western sky, we could see the sun dipping toward the north end of the White Tank Mountains at the western edge of the valley.

      The trail wove back and forth over the desert terrain to keep an easy incline up the side of the mountain. As we rode, I tried to guess how far we’d gone, but without any familiar landmarks in the scrub desert terrain around us, I found it difficult to gauge the distance. I tried estimating based on how long we rode and how fast the mules were carrying us, but again, without experience, I couldn’t get a feel of how fast they were moving compared to my normal walking pace. The best I could tell, they were walking about as fast as I’d have been walking without them, about three miles an hour or a mile every twenty minutes. So, after a half hour, I figured we’d probably gone about a mile and a half, down through some washes but mostly up along the mountainside to the west.

      I had been concerned that I might be uncomfortable on the ride, but I found it surprisingly easy. It took a little more effort and balance than sitting on a stool, but not much. And, as Slim and Shorty had told us, the mule didn’t need my help to know where we were going.

      I was feeling hungry, too. Fortunately, not too much later, the trail took us up onto a shoulder on the slope of the mountain and led into a space that looked as though it had been cleared of brush and arranged as a stopping point for tours such as this. A loose wooden pole fence ran along two sides of the space, and I saw a circle of blackened stones that looked like a fire pit at the far end.

      By this point, our group had become quite a bit strung out on the trail, and as we at the back of the line reached the clearing, we could see that Slim had already dismounted from his mule, looped its rein around the top rail of the fence, and the animal was drinking from a trough at the base of the fence.

      Dad and I dismounted. My hips were surprisingly stiff, and it felt good to stretch my legs.

      Dad was all smiles, and he clapped a hand on my shoulder, then turned to see the activities.

      Slim’s mule had a pair of saddlebags, and he unfastened the leather straps holding them closed and took some brown paper sacks and a cast-iron pot from them. As he took these to the fire pit, Shorty joined him, and together they set to work getting the food ready.

      Leaving them to their work, Dad and I and most of the others walked around the clearing. At the western horizon, the sun was beginning to set. As usual, the sky above us was clear, but thin clouds floated high in the sky out past the edges of the Valley. The descending sun lit the clouds to the west in a beautiful blaze of orange, pink, and red. The mountain blocked the view to the south, but to the north we could see the sunset throwing streaks of red and purple across the sky back to the east, where the horizon was already darkening into a steel blue hue. Our group gathered at the edge of the clearing to watch it, and everyone seemed impressed. Even though I’d been living in Phoenix for many years at that point, the sunsets could still take my breath away.

      As the sun slipped beneath the mountains on the horizon to the west. To the north of us, we could see lights coming on in the city all across the valley. Around us, we could hear the piercing calls of night birds becoming active, beginning their evening feeding time.
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      Slim and Shorty had not built a fire but instead had set up a little propane stove in the fire pit, and they got the food prepared surprisingly quickly. It was a simple meal of beans and franks served in shallow tin bowls with stainless steel spoons and a side of cornbread, but it was good and hot and surprisingly tasty. As the light drained from the sky and the stars winked on overhead, the air filled with dull metallic ticks and scrapes as we ate from the metal dishes.

      Slim and Shorty put the propane stove away, and as we finished eating, we put the bowls and spoons into a paper bag. While Slim and Shorty stowed their gear in their saddlebags, the rest of us returned to the perimeter of the clearing.

      By now, the last of the sun’s light had slipped from the sky. Below us, twinkling city lights along a wide network of streets spread across the Valley from the Superstition Mountains in the east to the White Tank Mountains twenty miles to the west, and from the base of South Mountain where we stood to the mountains thirty or forty miles north of us. A warm breeze carried the scents of the desert and the city to my nose, and I felt absurdly proud of my adopted home.

      “Quite a sight, isn’t it?” Slim said, coming up behind us.

      “It sure is,” Dad said.

      “I never get tired of it,” Shorty said.

      “Me, neither,” I said.

      “Meh,” Michigan said. “It’s not really that much of a city.”

      I scoffed and looked at him. “It’s one of the largest cities in the United States,” I said.

      “Yeah,” he said, “but it doesn’t have any big buildings.”

      I scoffed again but said nothing. Everyone else seemed to be ignoring him.

      He tsked and turned to walk back toward the mules. Carolina looked over her shoulder at him with concern but then returned her gaze to the city lights.

      “Can you imagine what this valley would have looked like a hundred and fifty years ago, before any of this was here?” one of the tattooed women said.

      I could, but I said nothing.

      “It’s easy enough to find out,” Shorty said with a shrug. “There are plenty of big empty desert valleys in this state to go look at.”

      The woman chuckled.

      “What do you think Jack Swilling would think,” Slim asked, “if he could see what his city has become?”

      I grunted in appreciation of the question.

      “Who was Jack Swilling?” the man in the full western costume asked.

      “He was a settler out here, wasn’t he?” Dad asked.

      “Didn’t the Indians live here?” Michigan said.

      Slim shook his head. “They lived here for centuries, an elaborate society with canals and farming and everything, but they had moved on a hundred years or more before Swilling arrived.” His eyes lit up in what looked like a practiced gesture. “It was like an event straight out of a Western novel,” he said. “Any of you like to read Westerns?”

      Half the hands in the group went up, my father’s with a nod. I raised mine a little.

      “Jack Swilling was among the first white people to explore this region,” Slim said. “When he came into this valley from the north …” He raised his arm to point at the distant mountains with a tone of awe in his voice. “… all this was empty.”

      An impressed murmur went through the group.

      He looked at us, and I could see a look of genuine incredulity on his face. “Can you imagine that?”

      The idea intrigued me, and apparently everyone else. We stared down at the thriving metropolis and tried to imagine the land without it.

      “For all we know,” my dad said, “he might have camped right here where we’re standing.”

      The group made noises of surprise and interest at the idea.

      “He found the remnants of the canals the Hohokam Indians had made,” Slim continued. “That let him know that the land could be irrigated and farmed, so he decided to try to get the canals going again, and he was one of the founders of the city of Phoenix.”
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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.
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