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      The Door to Forever is dedicated to those rare parents who understand that their children’s invisible friends are not imaginary.
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      Hi! My name is John. Just John will do. I am an old man now. I should’ve sat down decades ago and started writing this story, but I didn’t. You know how life gets in the way of plans sometimes, right? Well, I am finally doing it even though this story never really ends because I am living it every time I wake up in the morning. If you are reading this, then you know I finished as much of the story as I could before I packed my bags for my final journey to Heaven.

      It all began a long, long, long time ago. I think I was probably around four, maybe five. I had not started school yet. In my day, we did not have kindergarten, so we started school at age six.

      My bedroom was also my playroom. Mom did not want my toys all over the house, so I spent a whole truckload of time in my bedroom, alone, or so I thought, anyway. One day this kid, a boy, showed up in my bedroom. Mom did not bring him in, I know that. At least I did not see her bring him in, and the way she acted later on when she found out about him pretty much confirmed that assertion. Of course, I cannot remember exact conversations from way back then, so I will simply create conversations based on the memories I have of those times. Some but not all of the names I do reveal are real, though.

      “Hi, I’m Jason,” he said.

      “Hi.”

      “I came to play with you today. Is that okay?”

      “Sure.” I did not have a lot of friends when I was young. We lived out in the country where neighbors were pretty scarce, so I sure as heck was not going to say no to this welcome visitor, wherever he came from. He was a little taller than me but seemed to be around my age. “What would you like to play?”

      “This is your house. What would you like to play?”

      “I like to play war. I have lots of toy soldiers and army trucks. We can have lots of battles.”

      “Okay, let’s play war, then.”

      We played war for a while and then I think we moved on to play farm. I also had lots of animals in my farm set, and I loved to put up fences to keep them from getting away. Jason and I enjoyed a great time playing together. It was wonderful to finally have a friend my age who liked the same toys that I did.

      My mom startled me when she opened the bedroom door. “Lunchtime, John.”

      “Okay, Mom. Is Jason staying for lunch?”

      “Who is Jason?” my mother asked with a strange look on her face.

      “Jason, here,” I replied and looked over to where I had last seen him, but he was gone. I looked all around the room to see where he was hiding.

      “What are you doing now?” Mom asked, somewhat perturbed.

      “Looking for Jason. He was right here.”

      “Come on, John. The soup is getting cold. Let’s go. If Jason comes back, he can stay for lunch.”

      “Good. I like him.”

      Jason did not come back for lunch.

      After lunch, I was eager to get back to my bedroom to see if Jason was hiding there somewhere. I did not see him at first and was disappointed, but then he reappeared behind me. “Where did you go?” I asked.

      “I was here.”

      “Why didn’t you come for lunch?”

      “Your mom doesn’t know me.”

      I found that a bit confusing, I think, but at the age of four or five, I did not really give it much thought. I was just thrilled that my new playmate was back or had not left. We had another great time playing for a couple of hours, and then Mom came into my room once again.

      “Are you going to have an afternoon nap?”

      “I am not tired, Mommy. I want to keep playing with Jason.”

      Mom carefully looked around my room for Jason, who, unfortunately for me, disappeared again. She glared at me for a few seconds then walked over and picked me up. She plunked me unceremoniously down on my bed and sat beside me. “It is not nice when you make up stories. Mommy does not like that.”

      “I am not making up stories, Mommy.”

      “Oh! Then where is Jason?”

      “I don’t know. He goes away when you come in the room.”

      “I see.” Mom paused for a few moments as if she was uncertain what her next move should be. “Okay, listen to me carefully. I do not want to hear you talk any more about Jason. Do you understand?”

      “Yes, Mommy.”

      “Good, now close your eyes and have a nap,” she ordered and left the room.

      It is difficult for me to remember all of the details from that day many years ago. I know I could not understand why Mommy was so upset about my new playmate, why she could not see him, and why Jason up and disappeared when she entered my room. I was trying to process all of this through my young mind when Jason walked up beside my bed.

      “Hi, Johnny.”

      “Hi, Jason. Why do you go away when my mom comes into the room?”

      “As you can see, she does not understand that I am really here.”

      “How come?”

      “It’s a bit hard for you to understand, I know. Just think of it as kind of like magic, okay.”

      “Okay. Mommy does not want me to play with you anymore.”

      “Johnny, she did not say that. She said she did not want you to talk to her about me anymore, right?”

      I thought about that for a moment of two. “Yes, that’s right. So, does that mean you will still come to play with me?”

      “Yes, if you want me to.”

      “I want you to. I had lots of fun today playing with you.”

      “I had lots of fun, too. Just try and remember not to tell your mother or father that you were playing with me so you do not get them upset with you, okay?”

      “Okay.”

      “Good. I am going to go away again and come back another day to play with you. You better take a nap like your mother told you so she is not upset with you again, okay?”

      “Okay.”

      “Now close your eyes.”

      I closed my eyes for a little while and then peeked a few minutes later. Jason was gone.

      Jason came back to play with me often. Not every day, but often. I had a great time playing with him. A while later, it was probably months later, I can’t be sure, but I know it was not years later, he surprised me.

      “Would it be okay if I bring some other friends along to play with us when I come back next time?”

      “I guess so,” I replied.

      By that time spring had arrived, and since we lived out in the country and our house was a long ways from the road, I was allowed to play outside by myself. Jason had already begun to come and play with me while I was outside, as well as other times while I was up in my room.

      The next day, I think, or at least soon after, Jason arrived with another boy and two girls. They appeared to all be around my age. I did not see where they came from; they just were there while I was playing by myself. Jason introduced his friends to me. The boy was called Tommy and the girls were Crystal and Nancy.

      Our property had an old barn on it, and we had lots of fun playing hide and seek, climbing around the different levels of the barn and playing in the loose straw. From that day on Tommy, Crystal and Nancy pretty much always came along with Jason when he visited me. It was the best summer of my short life, without a doubt.

      Approximately a year later, I think, one day in the fall, Jason called me aside when the five of us were playing in the barn.

      “Let’s go outside for a walk, just you and I. I have something I need to tell you.”

      The others continued to play in the barn while Jason and I walked along the path that ran away from the barn and house towards the back of the farm property. Jason was quiet for a few minutes, and then he stopped suddenly.

      “I need to tell you something,” he said after I stopped and faced him. “Pretty soon, probably in a month or so, I likely will not be able to come and play with you anymore, Johnny.”

      I burst into tears. “Why?” I blubbered between sobs. You are my best friend.”

      “I know, and I am sorry about this, but there is something else that I most likely will be required to do. If this event takes place, then I simply can’t come and play with you anymore. The others will still come to play with you, but I likely will not be able to come much longer. Please don’t cry.”

      About a month later, my mother delivered a healthy baby boy. She called him Jason.

      Baby Jason was a hoot! I adored him the first time I set eyes on him. Of course, he did not look at all like my playmate Jason, except when we looked into each other’s eyes. I was only six when he was born, but something in my heart told me that my two Jasons were really one. Baby Jason and I became best buddies immediately. Every time he saw me, his eyes lit up, and every time I saw him, my heart skipped a beat. Seventy-plus years later we are still good buddies, but unfortunately, after he grew up, he found his ideal job a couple hundred miles away from home, so we do not see each other often enough. The experiences I had in my later years, which you will hear about down the road, have left no doubt in my mind that my two Jasons are in fact one.
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      Tommy, Crystal and Nancy continued to visit me for play days, often. I missed having Jason to play with for sure, but the fact that I believed my two Jasons were really one made his loss easier to accept. As the weeks went by and winter approached, the four of us had many fun times together playing outside.

      Before the first snowfall of the season, Crystal called me aside one day and pulled a Jason on me.

      “I know it has only been a few months since Jason told you he would not likely be able to come and play with you much longer. Well, now it is my turn. Just like Jason, I must go off and do something else important in a month or so.”

      I didn’t cry this time. It was not that I didn’t like Crystal. The truth is that she was now my favorite playmate of the three, and I hated to hear that she too was going to leave me. “Are you going to end up in a new baby like Jason did?”

      “How do you know about that?”

      “The first time I stared into the eyes of my baby brother, Jason, my heart told me that he was really my playmate, Jason. I have no way to prove it; I just feel it in my heart.”

      Crystal smiled. “Your heart knows. You are still too young to understand how all of this works, but to answer your question, yes, I am going to end up in a new baby.”

      “How do you and Jason know so much about all of this when you cannot tell me the whole story?”

      “When Jason, Tommy, Nancy and I are here playing with you, we do not have bodies like yours. We are just able to make ourselves look like children your age. That is why your mother and father cannot see us when we are playing. When we do not have bodies like you, we know way more than children your age, who are in bodies, know. When you get older, you will be able to understand this better, okay?”

      “Okay, I guess.”

      About a month later, only Tommy and Nancy came to play.

      For two years Tommy and Nancy were my regular playmates. They came more in the warmer months while I played outside than they did through the colder or stormy days when I spent more time indoors. They did occasionally join me in my bedroom/toy room, but we were careful to not play any noisy games where I might get excited and shout or say things that would cause my mother, in particular - as she was home most of the time – to investigate why I was causing a ruckus. After my mother had warned me back when I was four or five that she did not want to hear me talk about the disappearing Jason anymore, I obeyed her command and never, for a long time, mentioned my pop-in, pop-out playmates.

      It would be approximately two years after Crystal disappeared from my playground that Nancy added herself to my missing playmates list. She did not do it when the two of us were alone but did it in front of Thomas as well.

      “It is time for me to tell you that pretty soon I will no longer be coming around to play with you, Johnny.”

      My mother had revealed to Jason and me a few weeks before that we were going to soon have a baby sister or brother, so Nancy’s news was not exactly unexpected. “Are you going to become my sister?”

      Nancy smiled. “Yes, that is the plan.”

      “Great. Will Mom call you Nancy?”

      “That is up to your mother, but I know that Nancy is the name she has at the moment on the top of her list of names for this baby.”

      “Oh, how do you know that?”

      “Just like how Tommy and I pop in to play with you at times, we can also pop in and see what is taking place anywhere inside your house, not just your bedroom. When we do that, we do not let anyone see us, so no one knows we are there, not even you.”

      “How does that work?”

      “You are still not old enough to understand exactly what is going on. As you get older, Tommy will explain more and more about how this all works, trust me.”

      I turned to Tommy. “You’re not going to disappear on me like the rest of them?”

      “No. I am going to be with you for many, many years. I will be your guide, explaining, at the appropriate times, how all of our popping in and out works, as well as lots of other things that you have no idea about right now.”

      “Cool. How do you know all this?”

      “That is one of the other things I will explain when you are older, okay?”

      “Okay.”

      A few weeks later, our new sister arrived. Mom called her Nancy. As soon as we looked into each other’s eyes, I knew my two Nancys were one. I’m sure she did also.
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      The years rolled by. I made friends at school, and Tommy visited me often, but never when anyone else was around. As I grew older, my curiosity about Tommy increased, and I would pepper him with questions at times. His usual response was that I was still not old enough to understand how he could pop into my world in a second or two and pop out just as quickly.

      I graduated from elementary school. That meant a longer bus ride for high school to a larger, neighboring town than our local village. I am not naming many names in my story because I am writing this incognito, and I do not think I will end up revealing my real name. I’ll just say that it is a writer’s right to change his mind on that subject, so we shall see what we shall see as time passes and the story develops. High school brought to me an expanded collection of new friends. I enjoyed that immensely because growing up in the country at a young age resulted in my best friends being invisible to apparently everybody but me. Tom regularly popped in when convenient to my activities at home, and I was certainly always glad to see him. As I neared my teens, we agreed we should be called Tom and John instead of Tommy and Johnny.

      I learned to drive when I was sixteen. I did not have my own car, so I could not toot around very much on my own. High school graduation brought on a new challenge. I had absolutely no inkling what I wanted to do with my life. My parents encouraged me to go on to college anyway and figure out my future during the journey. That reasoning kind of made sense to me, so that is precisely the approach I took. I chose a very reputable college in Cincinnati. It was approximately a two-hour drive from home, but a long walk. I still did not have a car at my disposal.

      College life was fun, well, for a little while anyway. New friends, new school, big city, lots of drinking; what more could a teenager ask for? Unfortunately, it came to a crashing halt. It was five weeks after classes started. My roommate in the residence had a car, and we quickly bonded. We were out cruising for babes on a Saturday evening. We had a couple of beers, but we made sure we were not drunk. I heard squealing tires at an intersection, and then my lights went out.

      The next thing I remember, I was in this luscious, strange place, sitting there under a tree chatting with my deceased grandfather. We were having a grand time reminiscing about the fun times we spent together while we were fishing the local lakes and streams. There were others there around us, but I cannot recall actually knowing any of them. Suddenly my grandfather looked up in the air, somewhere, and said, “You’ve got to go back.” And then everything went blank.

      Blank has no time, so it is difficult to say how long I was gone. Then, there I was back again, chatting with my beloved grandfather as if I had never left. It was a shorter chat this time, and then everything went blank again.

      The next thing I remember, I was in a hospital room, surround by doctors, nurses, and my family. I was pretty much covered in bandages and medical tubes. My mother burst into happy tears when I opened my eyes and blankly stared around the room.

      Before I continue with the story, I want to first go back and fill you in on the information I later discovered about the squealing tires and everything else that occurred before I woke up to the welcoming committee assembled in my hospital room.

      My roommate and I were having a great time singing our hearts out to the song on the radio. I cannot remember what the song was anymore. We were going through an intersection with the right-of-way and another vehicle, driven by one of our own college students who apparently did not see his stop sign to the right of me, or our car, until the last second and slammed on his brakes. Unfortunately, not soon enough for me, and his car smashed into my door. That is when my lights went out, and I remember nothing until I was sitting up in the clouds enjoying my chat with my dearly departed grandfather.

      I was in pretty bad shape. Actually, that is a bit of an understatement; I was in terrible shape. I had head injuries, internal injuries, a shattered right thigh bone, and a broken right arm below the elbow. Fortunately, the nearest hospital was only a couple of blocks away from our accident scene, so they had me in the emergency room within minutes. My roommate, as well as the driver of the other car and his passenger, only suffered minor injuries, so I was the top priority patient on arrival.

      Because my lights were out, I cannot tell you everything that happened. I was told my heart stopped for seven minutes at one point in the operating room. That must have been when I paid my first visit to my grandfather. They got my heart going again, and obviously, my soul returned to my body, but I remember nothing from that time as my lights were still out. For some reason, my heart stopped another time, apparently for only a minute or two, and that was when I paid Grandpa a second but abbreviated visit.

      I remember nothing from that point on until I woke up some thirty-six hours later in my hospital room. Even then, I was spaced out on pain killers and do not remember much. My mother told me many months later that the doctors had indicated that my chances of survival after they pieced me back together were a coin toss. Fortunately, the coin landed heads.

      After the doctors assured my parents that I was out of danger and on my way to a slow recovery, my family returned back home but usually visited me on the weekends. My college roommate was my most common visitor, but a few other students that I became friendly with over my five weeks at college, as well as the driver of the car that smashed into us, dropped in occasionally. And let’s not forget Tom. He may not count as a person, but he counts as a visitor.

      I was in a semi-private room and, at times, had a roommate, but more often than not, I was the only resident. I had understood a long time before the accident that Tom could pop in and not be seen, or he could pop in and be seen only by me. He told me he checked in on me many times each day, but only made himself visible when things were pretty quiet around there, and we were not likely to be disturbed by an unexpected visitor or nurse. Even though all or most other people could not see him, he figured it would not look too good if a nurse or doctor checked in on me and caught me talking away to nobody. It was difficult for me to disagree with Tom on that one.

      When we had time to chat, I told Tom about my visits with my grandfather. He assured me that those visits were not imaginary but real. When my heart stopped pumping, my soul departed from my body and visited with the soul of my grandfather on the other side. This was not at all unusual, according to Tom, but most people, like even me, he mentioned, do not talk about it after it happens because they feel that others will think their head injuries rattled their sanity. Fortunately for me, I guess, my earlier experiences with Jason, Crystal, Nancy, and Tom prepared me to readily accept that I did indeed have an enjoyable but brief visit with my dearly departed Grandpa.

      Now that I was more or less grown up and experienced my first trips to Heaven, Tom was ready to fill me in a little on how all of this worked. He explained that on the death of a body, the soul and spirit depart and travel to the other side, or Heaven if you prefer the term. Souls there can then assume a variety of responsibilities during their tenure on the other side, just like he was my guide through the previous ten years or so, and Jason, Crystal, and Nancy were my playmates for a shorter while, before their next incarnation in a new body. There were oodles of other responsibilities that souls on the other side could assume, but that chat would take place down the road sometime, Tom advised me.

      I was not allowed to get out of bed for three months because of the condition of my shattered thigh bone. Then, they fitted me with a cast, but not a walking cast, for another month. It was wonderful to be able to just hobble around the hospital a bit on my crutches and see more of the world I desperately missed. I next got a walking cast for a couple of more months. When it was removed, I experienced the tortures of rehab therapy. Not fun, but necessary.

      I, of course, missed the remainder of my first year of college. Five weeks of classes does not qualify for any credits. The good news was that I was allowed to return home to my parents for the summer as long as I promised to continue my therapy exercises. That was a pleasure, I assure you. Being home, I mean, not the therapy exercises.
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      Every morning, early before it got too hot, and every evening as the sun was setting, I made it a habit, except on stormy days, to walk out to the rear of the farm, and back again of course. Very seldom on the morning jaunts but more often in the evenings, Jason or Nancy, or sometimes both of them, would accompany me. It was good exercise for all of us.

      On the jaunts when I was alone, Tom sometimes popped in to accompany me. Because of my experiences visiting with Grandpa in Heaven, along with Tom’s explanations of those visits, I believed I was ready to hear further explanations concerning how all of this worked. Tom agreed, to a point, so he answered some of my questions and deferred others to his famous ‘later.’

      “Jason, in spirit form, visited me first when I was probably almost five, and then not too long after that initial visit, he brought along you, Nancy, and Crystal to play with me, right?”

      “Right,” Tom said.

      “You told me you would not be disappearing as my playmate like the others did, and you were remaining as my guide, right?”

      “Right.”

      “So, are you what is referred to in books as my Spirit Guide for this incarnation?”

      “That’s me.”

      “Figured as much. So, you don’t get to pop into bodies like the others have done?”

      “Not this time around, or in proper terminology, not in this round of incarnations.”

      “Explain, please.”

      “You, I, Nancy, Jason, Crystal, your parents, your grandparents, Crystal’s parents and grandparents, and many, many others are currently part of the same soul group. The souls in a soul group reincarnate together throughout a number of different time periods, sometimes hundreds of years apart. They are seldom in the same relationship as they were in their previous incarnations, but they also could be. For example, in your previous incarnation, your grandpa might have been your son or brother, or even your mother or sister. Souls are sexless. It is the human bodies that are male and female. Most souls will experience lives as males at times and females at other times. They will also experience incarnations in different cultures, different races, different religions, and different geographical regions. I know that is a lot to digest at once, but you wanted more information. Now I hope you also understand why I could not tell you about this when you were younger, and I probably would not be telling you even now at nineteen either if it had not been for your soul’s vivid visits with your grandfather.”

      “Wow! That definitely is a lot to digest.”

      “Yep. I will stop there and let you think about all of this for quite some time before we take it to the next level.”

      “Okay. That makes good sense to me.”

      Now and then I would ask Tom about certain aspects of his explanations, but I never hounded him to go on to anything new. “Do you also visit with Jason, Nancy, and Crystal?” I asked one day on our walk together.

      “I check up on them but do not visit in the same way I visit with you.”

      “So, you are not their Spirit Guide also?”

      “No. Everyone has their own Spirit Guide. There are also other spirits that assist different people with specialized problems or situations.”

      “Explain, please.”

      “I am your Spirit Guide for day-to-day living. If you had a tough problem, say, in mechanics or aeronautics, then another guide, expert in those fields, would try to help you with these unique areas. Think of me as a generalist in your soul group. Make sense?”

      “Yes, but you also said you looked in on Jason, Nancy, and Crystal.”

      “I pop in and check up on them often, but they do not see me, just like I pop in and check on your mom and dad also. We are all part of the same soul group, remember?”

      “I understand. So, you know where Crystal is?”

      “Yes.”

      “Where is she?”

      “She is not too far away.”

      “But where?”

      “I cannot tell you.”

      “Why.”

      “Her information is private to her, not just anyone who wants to know. Because you two are in our soul group, then someday your paths may cross again. Humans have free will to make decisions in their lives. Let me explain it this way. If you decided to go to college in Chicago, you would not have been in your accident in Cincinnati.”

      “You mean I would not have been in an accident at all?”

      “I didn’t say that. You could not have been in the accident in Cincinnati if you were in Chicago. We will never know if you would have been in an accident in Chicago because you were not there. Think of life as a journey of many choices. Your choices create certain possibilities and eliminate others. Make sense?”

      “Kind of.”

      Changing topics on you, readers, but not time frames, when I came home from the hospital after rehab, I wanted to find a summer job to earn some money. My father put the kibosh on that very quickly. He insisted that my primary concern was my health. He also added that money was not going to be a problem anymore. After the accident, he had quickly contacted his lawyer who referred him to a very successful personal injury lawyer. It also turned out that the father of the other driver was a big company executive with oodles of money and insurance coverage. There was not going to be a big legal battle over a reasonable settlement. The main obstacle to an early settlement was waiting for my recovery to see the extent of any permanent disabilities I might have. Fortunately, the only long-term problem has been arthritis in my shattered thigh bone.

      The driver’s father visited my parents at home one day just before I was released from the hospital. He told them that he would pay for all of my educational expenses, including residence fees, as long as I continued attending college or university, and that this was in addition to the settlement arranged between the insurance company and our lawyer. He only asked that this be our secret and not shared with the insurance company or our lawyer. Of course, we agreed. The driver’s father kept his promise one hundred percent.

      The insurance company and our lawyer settled my injury compensation just before Christmas. Marvelous timing! I paid off the mortgage on my parents’ farm, in spite of their protests, bought myself a fairly new Chevy Impala, and banked the rest for future reference. For the first time, I joined the happy minority of students with their own vehicle at college. The unfortunate accident taught me a life-changing lesson. I buckled down and became a nerdy student. I also made sure my alcohol intake was restricted to a bare minimum.

      My Chevy Impala made me popular with the ladies, but I was careful to avoid the party babes. I dated the bookworms instead. No regrets. I enjoyed the company of a number of girlfriends over my college years, but none of these relationships felt like they should be made permanent.
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      Time flies by when we are not paying attention. I graduated from university with a Master’s Degree in English Literature. I also obtained my secondary school teacher’s license. There was no teacher surplus back when I was getting into the profession, but there were a lot of qualified and experienced English teachers. I enjoyed my college years in Cincinnati, but I was definitely a country boy at heart. I tried extensively to snag an English teacher’s position in the smaller secondary schools in the quieter towns but was not successful, so I grudgingly settled for one in Cincinnati.

      I was pretty sure that after I had a few years of teaching under my belt that I would be successful in obtaining a position in a more laidback environment. I was right. After three years of teaching in the city, I was hired for a vacant position in the high school I graduated from ten years earlier. If that was not unusual enough, the English Department Head in the school had been my English teacher in my senior years. It definitely brings destiny to my mind.

      The only hitch was that the vacancy was officially a one-year replacement for a teacher going on a maternity leave. The principal and the English Head both emphasized that they were almost certain the pregnant lady, they both knew quite well, was planning to stay home until her child was old enough to attend school. But, for the record, she requested a one-year leave. I knew it was a gamble, but I wanted to teach in my old school, so I took a chance. I won. The new mother resigned her position a year later, and it was officially mine. It gets even better. I moved back into my bedroom at my parent’s farmhouse, with their encouragement. My brother and sister had also moved out, so my folks were happy for the company, and I figured I was handy to take care of them if needed as they aged.

      I guess it is not really a digression if I go back to my brother and sister. Jason had been recently hired by the Kentucky State Police as an in-car patrolman. Nancy was studying art in France and living with a Frenchman, fellow artist.

      I was happy teaching in my former high school and living at home. Two years passed with minimum excitement. I dated some very nice young women over that period, but none of them registered as my once-in-a-lifetime partner. Our home life received a bit of a shakeup in the summer after my second year back home.





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.


OEBPS/images/the-door-to-forever-main-file.jpg
DOOR TO
FOREVER







