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        `Aumakua

      

      

      In the Hawaiian cultural tradition, an `aumakua is a family god, an ancestor who’s been deified through a sacred ceremony. `Aumakua act as spiritual guardians and may manifest as an animal, such as a shark, an owl, or a turtle, or as a natural phenomenon, such as a rainbow or a flash of lightning. Knowledge of ancestral `aumakua, their particular names, manifestations, and favorite haunts, are passed down through generations. When Hawaiian children are born, they are introduced to their family’s `aumakua, who will guide and advise them throughout their lives if shown proper respect. If a family’s `aumakua assumes the form of a shark, that family takes care of all sharks, refusing to hunt or eat them and often leaving offerings of food for them. There are many stories of `aumakua intervening to save their descendants from harm, or to chastise them for poor behavior.

      
        
        Mo’o

      

      

      Mo’o are ancient Hawaiian dragon deities. Revered as the guardians of freshwater, they were known to inhabit waterfalls, fishponds, and mountain streams. Most mo’o of Hawaiian legend were female and could be helpful protectors or dangerous foes. Mo’o possess supernatural powers; they are able to see things that humans can’t, manipulate the seas and rain, and change shape at will. Some of the most powerful mo’o are `aumakua, the deified ancestors of royal Hawaiian families.

      

      —Shannon Wianecki (Ms. Wianecki writes about Hawaiian natural history and culture. Find more of her work at www.shannonwianecki.com.)
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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Nick Webster held his backpack close—everything he owned, packed into two cubic feet of space, a double-sided blue nylon cover belted over it. He looked around the crowded airport waiting area. There was a festive feeling in the air—family groups sharing snacks, a couple of people already wearing leis. He was several hours early for the first leg of his flight to Hawaii, a place Nick had never been.

      His new home.

      Nick’s stomach knotted at the thought. He knew what would take his mind off it—working the room. He would go to an immediate departing gate, dip a crowd close to getting on the plane.

      He stood, slinging on the backpack, and drifted with an aimless distracted walk, his gaze apparently on the phone in his hand but really scanning the room. He wore a loose gray hoodie with deep pockets emblazoned with the Notre Dame logo, his ash-blond hair cut short. He looked like a young college athlete, from the tops of his stolen Nikes to the crisp jeans that completed his costume.

      Still looking down at the phone, he bumped into a mark standing at the Starbucks stand, doctoring his coffee, and as the man turned with a frown, he raised the hand with the phone in apology. “Sorry, man.” The other hand lifted the square bulge of the man’s wallet from a back pocket and slid it into the sweatshirt, Nick’s turned body concealing the quicksilver movement. Nick never worked a line on its way to the cash register. It was best to dip just after a wallet was used, so the mark took longer to notice it was missing.

      Nick drifted on, employing the Drop Coin, Elbow Grab, and Lost Kid’s Toy. His heartbeat spiked with excitement—he’d never had such rich, easy pickings in his chosen profession. Even the train station near where he’d lived in Chicago wasn’t this good. Everyone’s guard was down. They’d bought tickets to Hawaii, they were already on vacation, and they were in a safe place where they’d been “screened.”

      It was really kind of unfair. But Nick would need everything he could get where he was going, in case he didn’t want to stay there.

      When the hoodie’s pockets were bulging, Nick cycled through the men’s room, and in a bathroom stall, he sat on a toilet and skinned the poke off the wallets. No point keeping credit cards—the marks would have canceled them by the time he got anywhere he could use them. He unbelted the cover on his backpack and stowed the IDs of two men roughly matching his own looks that he’d taken the time to work—six foot, in their twenties. He packed the cash into the black money belt circling his narrow hips.

      People thought money belts were lame. Actually, they were one of the only places he couldn’t get into easily.

      Nick stood up, setting the backpack on the back of the toilet, and unzipped the hoodie. On the inside, which became the outside, a bold Chicago Bulls logo gave him a new look. He zipped up the black and red sweatshirt and flipped the nylon cover on the backpack over to the red side. Before he exited, he put the hood up over his head and curved his back into the shape of a sullen teen.

      He waited a long moment until the roar of the hand dryer and rustle of other bathroom users ceased. Nick slipped out and dropped ten discarded wallets filled with memento photos, IDs, and credit cards into the steel trash bin. Sheep, his friend Dodger had called the marks. They deserved to be fleeced of what he so easily took.
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      Bea Whitely knew what to expect by the way her dad’s feet sounded on the steps when he came home. She lifted her head, ears tuned like a deer at a watering hole, to listen. The crackling of fish frying in the pan at her hand didn’t drown out a beat of extra energy in the tread of his work boots as he climbed to the porch, and she exhaled relief.

      Tonight should be a good night.

      She glanced at her reflection in the window over the sink—a brown, lanky girl with a long dark braid and shadowed green eyes. Her hair was neat, her tank top and basketball shorts modest—nothing for him to find fault with.

      The screen door creaked, and her father came in.

      “Hi, Dad. How was your day?” It was what he wanted her to say. Even a variation wasn't a good idea. Bea flipped several small papio in the skillet, all she’d been able to catch casting off the beach.

      “Okay.” William Whitely pulled a sweat-soaked bandanna off his neck and hung it on the peg on the back of the door. He took off the stained John Deere cap and hooked it over the bandanna. The summery scent of cut grass clung to him, almost masking the underlying tang of sweat and last night’s booze. He sat on one of the straight-backed kitchen chairs, loosened his work boots and toed them off. They hit the linoleum floor one at a time.

      Thump.

      Thump.

      “Fish again, Beatitude?”

      She’d always hated when he used her full name. Bea was such a better fit.

      “Sorry, Dad. We need to go to the grocery store.” Groceries on the tiny island of Lanai cost four times the national average because all food and necessities had to be flown or boated in, and there was only one small store serving the island. Bea made it her business to catch something every day to supplement their meager budget.

      “Hey, Dad. Come check my work,” Sam called from the living room. Bea shot a narrow glance at him—he was trying to distract Dad, prevent an argument. Thirteen-year-old Absalom Kanekoa Whitely had been born with a clubfoot—bent inward and missing two toes. Something about the disability, or Sam himself—Bea had never been able to tell which—made Dad extra hard on him.

      And still Sam tried to protect her.

      William stood up from the chair, a process of unfolding that was as painful to watch as it must have been to perform. He was a tall man with long arms corded from work and big, hard hands. His face was seamed with weather and drink, furrows of deep-etched grief bracketing a mouth like a tight purse. He shambled into the living room, where Sam sat on the floor at their coffee table, homeschooling books spread around him.

      “Show me what you’ve been doing, boy.”

      William sat on the rump-sprung tweed couch and dragged the notebook over. Sam got up and sat next to him.

      “Check my answers.” Sam’s brown eyes sparkled with pride. He was a slender, wiry boy just beginning the growth spurt that would make him tall. His rumpled brown hair was a little long—Bea would have to clip it soon. He handed his father a pencil. “I got all of today’s lesson and some of tomorrow’s done.”

      Bea served up the plates and called them to the table. They ate dinner, and afterward the two of them resumed schoolwork review while Bea cleaned up.

      “Taking out the scraps.” Bea scooped the trimmings from the dinner prep into a bowl, including one last whole fish no one had eaten. Neither her father nor brother looked up—salt-and-pepper head bent toward brown, their voices soft. Bea slipped out the door onto the porch, slid her feet into rubber slippers, and trotted the scraps out to the chicken coop at the back. She dumped the fish leavings in. The hens, loose during the day, ran out of their roosting spots to peck up the offal. Rainbow, their horse, pushed her head over the sagging barbed-wire fence and nickered. Bea gave her a handful of green bean scraps and a nose rub.

      A conflagration of sunset bloomed against approaching dusk, catching her eye. The purpled hump of nearby Molokai Island loomed across the Kolohi Channel to her left, the wide hammered-metal ocean streaked with sunset. The ball of sun was unusually bright, almost pulsating, the sky strobing with colors. Rubbing Rainbow’s ears as she gazed at the strange sunset, Bea missed her mother, dead three years now, a pain under her sternum she’d tried to grow used to.

      Mama would know what was going on with the sunset. Angel Kanekoa Whitely’s Hawaiian roots on Molokai had given her a deep knowledge of the natural world, and she’d passed on all she could to her children.

      Bea leaned her forehead on the mare’s blazed face, breathing in the comforting horsey smell. “I’ll be back for you later, girl.”

      She had one last pet to feed. She went around the back of the house, which was built on a slope. A slatted storage area marked with a plywood door made the most of the falling-away ground. She heard a soft whuffle from under the house and slipped inside the dim space.

      Hi, Beosith, she thought as she squatted and extended her hand, holding the whole fish still wrapped in a paper towel.

      Lambent golden eyes emitting light revealed the dragon’s location as he opened them. He moved closer with a rustling of scales, a dry sound like something slithering through straw.

      Bea. How is he tonight? The mo’o dragon’s long black tongue snaked out and lifted the fish, paper towel and all, off of her hand and into his mouth. She saw the faint sparks, heard the crunching of the fish’s bones as the mo’o made short work of it. Hawaiian dragons made water their home, but Beosith could still generate fire.

      He seems okay. I have to get back, though.

      You know I’m here if you need me.

      I know. Sorry there wasn’t much to eat tonight.

      I can do my own fishing. His blue-purple hide camouflaged him so well in the dim, striped light of the flaming sunset that when the dragon closed his eyes, he vanished.
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      Sam sat on the overturned wooden box in his room after dinner, the battery-operated reading lamp on the side table casting illumination over the old toaster oven he was working on. Bea swung through the dump on her trips into town to sell fish from the reef, and she’d pick up broken appliances from the rubbish for him to fix with the little soldering set Mama had given him for Christmas the year before she died. Bea resold the ones Sam was able to fix back in Lanai City.

      Fixing things. It was what Sam could do. When he was focused on figuring out a problem, he didn’t think about missing Mama or worry about pissing Dad off, or even remember how lonely he was, stuck out here at the house without any friends.

      Sam touched a tiny bit of solder wire with the iron. It hissed as it ran to the broken wire contact at the back of the toaster oven. The solder seemed to vanish, drawn in to the break in the wire and filling it as if by magic. He lifted the hot iron, and a tiny curl of sulfurous black smoke rose from the tip.

      The join looked good. Sam examined the worn cord, and it seemed intact. He plugged the cord into the wall socket. Their electrical system was run off of batteries that stored about a day’s worth of electrical juice for every hour they ran the generator, which they did as little as possible since gas had passed seven dollars a gallon on the tiny island.

      Sam pushed the lever turning the toaster on and watched with satisfaction as the wires inside glowed to life. They could probably get at least five dollars for it at the little resale shop Papa Obajan ran behind his house.

      Sam turned off and unplugged everything. He could hear the rumbling of Dad’s snores down the hall. As usual, their father had left the dinner table with a flask of Jack Daniel’s and headed for bed. Dad’s booze took a lot of the family budget, which was why Sam and Bea worked hard and creatively to keep the generator full of gas and food on the table.

      Sam got into bed and pulled out his favorite comic, Batman. But even with his little reading lamp on, he spotted a pattern of flickering color in the night sky outside. Sam turned the lamp off and pushed the old sash window up, pressing his face against the screen to see the rippling ribbons of light better.

      Purple and green and hot fuchsia, layers of wavering light spanned the black bowl of the heavens. The colored light dimmed the stars and the rising moon, just like the northern lights he’d read about in the geography section of his homeschool program. Did the northern lights show this far toward the equator? He hadn’t thought so, but apparently they did. He thought of calling Bea to show her, but he knew she was going out later and would see the light herself.

      Sam pulled the window shut and turned the lamp back on, opening the comic, battered from multiple readings. He liked Batman because the Dark Knight didn’t have a natural superpower; he used technology to be a superhero. Looking down at his clubfoot, sore just from walking around that day, Sam wished he could figure out a way to get around better. Walking any major distance hurt his foot and twisted the muscles of his back.

      They’d done some initial correcting of his foot when he was a baby, but Dad hadn’t allowed the further surgeries that were recommended. “God gave you this foot for a reason,” he’d said. “Time will tell what it is. Besides, we can’t afford it.” Mama’s protests had been overridden.

      Sam wished he could get the foot fixed. He was pretty sure God didn’t have anything to do with it.
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      Bea waited in her bed until the rumbling snores from her father’s room signaled sleep. She got out of bed and padded to the door, peering down the short hall of the plantation-style cottage. Sam’s door was closed, but she carefully opened it to peer in at her brother. He was on his back, moonlight falling on outflung arms, relaxation in the boy’s posture that was never there on waking. She closed the door and tiptoed along the linoleum to the creaky screen door, slipped through it. On the porch steps, she shook out her worn cowboy boots in case of roaches or centipedes and slid her feet into their cool leather depths.

      Bea spotted something in the sky as she headed for the paddock. She tilted her head back and saw a rippling veil of green-to-purple ribbons crisscrossing the heavens.

      The patterns seemed to be moving, shimmering; a curtain of glorious color shot through with white sparks like falling stars. She gazed in wonder. These phenomena sure looked like the northern lights, something she’d read about that appeared at the earth’s poles.

      It’s something different. Beosith’s bell-like voice rang in her mind. Her `aumakua, or guardian spirit, had appeared to her a week after her mother’s death.

      She remembered the first time she’d seen him. There’d been a scratching on her window. A blue-purple dragon the size of a small pony was sitting on his haunches outside. He looked at her with lantern-gold eyes. Hello, Bea, he’d said without words—a ringing like an echo in her inner ear, his unique way of speaking to her mind.

      “What are you doing here? What are you?”

      A mo’o dragon. Your `aumakua. I’m here to help you.

      She’d awoken the next day a little stronger to deal with her mother’s loss. She’d seen the dragon often since, and he’d helped her with advice and warnings. She’d wondered at first if she were going crazy, if experiencing such a creature happened to others, but she’d finally stopped wondering how or why he’d come and was just grateful that he had. Most people seldom got to see their `aumakua—let alone get to know a legendary mo`o, the Hawaiian water dragon.

      “Why don’t you have a Hawaiian name?” she asked him one day. “Beosith doesn’t sound like an `aumakua.”

      I am descended from some of the great dragons of the past, who flew and breathed fire and ate cattle in places far from here. They gave me my name so they wouldn’t be forgotten.

      That was the first time he shared pictures with her. The giant dragons of the past were mighty indeed and had been hunted to extinction. Now only the mo`o and their small flying-lizard cousins were left in existence.

      What is that in the sky? Bea wondered now. Do you know?

      Sometimes the dragon answered. This wasn’t one of those times.

      Rainbow gave a snort of greeting at the sight of her. Bea took the bridle off the peg on the shelter wall and slipped the bit into the horse’s mouth. Rainbow chomped, rolling the metal with her tongue, as Bea hooked the headstall over her ears.

      “Shh. You know the drill, girl.” She led the mare to the gate, unhooked the wire loop at the top, and led the horse out to the stump of an avocado tree. She tossed a felt riding blanket over the mare’s back and tightened the straps under her belly.

      Bea grabbed a handful of mane and gave a little hop, swinging her leg over Rainbow’s hindquarters, and hauled herself into place. She squeezed her thighs, and they moved out of the scrim of trees surrounding the little house and up the rutted red dirt road, rendered black-and-white by moonlight. Bea nudged the mare into a trot as they moved away from the property.

      Lanai was a humped pear shape, roughly eighteen miles long by sixteen wide, with a single ridge of mountain that captured rain via towering Cook Pines along its crest. Because of the geography, everything but the topmost mesa where Lanai City was located was on a slope—and other than the stand of trees and great outcropping of rock behind their house, the landscape was wind-scrubbed grass and bushes that had grown up to replace the pineapple that once blanketed the tiny island. Nowadays there was one employer—the Fair Isle Hotel chain, with two locations on the island. All the families that made up the town, including their father, were dependent on it for work.

      Bea leaned forward, giving Rainbow a little nudge with her heels, and the mare broke into a canter, heading up the road to Lanai City. The grandiose name had always made her smile, as the entire town consisted of a single open grassy square bordered by small shops and a sprawl of cottages that housed most of the island. The island was privately owned, development clustered in the city except for their house, a rogue outlier built by a foreman in the 1950s who’d had a yen for quiet and a special dispensation from Dole Pineapple.

      Bea veered off the road to shortcut the rugged slope along a goat trail. Rainbow knew the way and didn’t falter.

      She reached the crest of rock just above the tiny town of Lanai City. She slid off Rainbow and tied her to the branch of a scrub guava, ascending to the flat sandstone outcropping on top, still warm from the sun. Anticipation to see her friend Jaden made her breath speed up even more than the exertion of climbing.

      “Hey.” A shadow rose on the opposite side of the rock. Bea’s heartbeat picked up.

      She and Jaden had been best friends since elementary school, when the Whitely family had moved to Lanai from Molokai so her father could work at the Lanai Lodge as one of the head groundskeepers, a good job that had eroded with time and drink.

      Jaden had never minded that she was a girl. He’d cared only that they liked the same things—fishing, diving, riding, and hunting. After Mama died and Dad had pulled them out of school and life in town, Jaden had been the only friend who never gave up on her. He’d been the one to set up their rendezvous spot and get her out fishing and reef picking to supplement the family income.

      “Hey, yourself.” Bea sandwiched her hands behind her head on the warm rock, looking up at the colorful night sky.

      Jaden pointed at the sky. “What the hell’s going on up there?”

      “Don’t swear,” Bea said automatically. Swearing was the kind of thing that could slip out in front of Dad. “I’ve seen pictures of the northern lights. It kind of looks like that.”

      Jaden stretched out beside her and imitated her posture. He was a lean shadow beside her, but she knew his hard angles and wiry strength, the warm brown of his skin, just as well as her own. She could feel his warmth mere inches away, bringing a tingle along her body that raised the hairs on her arms.

      “It’s pretty, whatever it is.” Silence fell over them as they watched the changing light show above.

      “Well, we should probably get down to the reef,” Bea said. “It’s getting late.”

      “Sounds good.” Jaden grinned, a flash of white in the dark. “Got my weapons.” He tapped a mesh bag at his side. It rattled with something metal.

      “Mine are at the beach.” Bea scrambled back down the rock and untied Rainbow. She mounted and reached out to give Jaden a hand, but, taller than she, he boosted himself up, swinging in behind her to reach around her waist with his arms. Bea stifled the thrill that zipped up her back at his touch—they’d ridden double hundreds of times, she told herself.

      The mare set off, heading downhill this time. They made short work of getting to the long, wide-open beach known as Shipwreck Beach because of the giant rusting hulk of an old freighter embedded in the barrier reef.

      “I should check the news when I get back,” Jaden said. “Maybe there will be something on about the northern lights.”

      “I hope so.”

      “It would be great if I could call or text you.”

      “You know how it is. We don’t have a phone—or TV or Internet. Anyway, we can meet again tomorrow night, and you can tell me then. I might hear something on the radio.”

      The little boombox in the living room was the only link Bea and Sam had to the outside world, and even that was dependent on running the generator. Their father kept their only phone, a minutes-only burner, plugged into a charger locked in his truck.

      The tide was out—Bea had checked—and conditions were good for picking opihi, the single-shelled local delicacy that thrived on the rocks of the reef. Catching them always reminded her of happy hours learning reef skills from her mother.

      They left the mare tied near a clump of grass. Bea took her shortened three-pronged spear, tabis—sock-like rubberized shoes with a felt sole used to protect feet on the reef—mesh bag, and opihi knife out of a hiding place under a driftwood log. “I should bring my throw net down,” Jaden said, not for the first time.

      “Yeah, but then you have to rinse it off, and it’s heavy.”

      “I know—but we could get so many more fish at once.” Jaden was very good with the circular net cast by hand over schools of fish.

      “This is okay. If we had some fresh water down here, it might be worth it, but if you leave the net salty, it’ll be junk in a month.” Bea slid her feet out of her cowboy boots and into the rubber tabis. “Tide looks extra low tonight.”

      “Yeah, we hardly need the flashlight with the light show going off in the sky.” Jaden had worn his tabis to meet her, and now they walked out onto the reef, picking their way around deeper pools. Jaden pointed a flashlight around the edges of the tide pools where the opihi liked to cling. They worked their way, filling their bags with the circular limpets, to the outer edge of the reef. A line of surf, glowing in the unearthly light, defined the edge of deeper water.

      Bea cocked the three-prong spear, stretching the loop of rubber tubing and twisting it halfway down around the aluminum shaft of the spear. It took effort to hold the simple weapon at the ready, but her hands were strong from hours of hard work. She moved away from the beam of Jaden’s light, close to a big, deep hole in the reef. She squatted down slowly, watching the shadows moving in the dark water until one swam close to the edge of the pool. She stood and shot the spear in one lightning move.

      The spear flew forward into the shadowy water, and she followed it, pushing the spear forward until it hit the bottom. She’d kept the rubber loop that propelled it over her wrist, and now she yanked it back and lifted the spear with a scooping motion so that whatever she’d hit couldn’t wiggle off the prongs.

      Jaden must have heard the splashing. He shone the flashlight on a fat aweo`weo impaled on the tines. “Nice one.”

      “There are more in here. These guys like to come out at night. Maybe you should have brought that net.”

      “Next time. We’ll still have extra-low tide tomorrow night.” Jaden aimed the light as Bea worked the flapping red fish down the prongs and stuffed it into her bag, already heavy with opihi.

      Bea was wading forward slowly, thigh-deep in the inky water of a big tide pool, when she heard Beosith.

      Watch out.

      She stopped. Lifted the spear high, scanning the water. The dancing light overhead played across the surface, winking and teasing—but darker than the deepest shadow, almost hidden by the distracting glimmer of far-off light, she spotted a sinuous shape.
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      “Hey!” Nick heard a loud shout from the direction of where he’d been lifting wallets. Nick’s heart thundered. His hood was turned up, he was now back to Notre Dame on the outside, and his ears were plugged with earbuds that weren’t turned on. His jeans were belted low around his buttocks so they hung in a sullen pile over the expensive Nikes.

      He kept his head down, his mind scurrying to recall how he might have “kissed the dog,” or let his face be noticed. It was hours later, and he’d stopped working a while ago, getting a little distance and napping while he waited for the flight.

      Now in line, he shuffled forward, hoodie low over his face, handing his boarding pass to the gate attendant.

      “Hey! Stop that kid!”

      Nick didn’t react, just slumped in teenager mode down the metal tunnel of the on-ramp leading to the plane. Even as he scanned for his seat on board, he knew he probably wasn’t in the clear; even in the air he wouldn’t be. They could radio the destination, have him picked up when he got off, or he could get grabbed now.

      Being cool was key. At this point he didn’t even know if it was him they’d been yelling for.

      Nick found his seat, way in the back near the bathrooms. He was on the window, and he quickly stowed the backpack under the seat in front of him, slid out into the aisle and into the tiny bathroom.

      He rammed the bolt shut and splashed water on his face, shaking with adrenaline. He’d stay in here until they shut the cabin for takeoff and made him get back in his seat. Hopefully, he’d have shaken the tail by then.

      It occurred to him that he spent a lot of time in restrooms and that he’d never liked them. Maybe in Hawaii he’d give up the game and go straight. He’d just have to wait and see what life with his grandparents was like.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Bea aimed as best she could and shot the spear, following the three-prong into the water to drive it deep. The black water seemed to erupt around her, and she felt a powerful lashing against her legs and arms. The spear bucked and surged in her hands as she struggled to pin whatever it was to the bottom. She lifted her head and sucked some air, hearing Jaden yelling. The flashlight bounced a yellow lance of light through the water as he jumped in next to her.

      “I’ve got it pinned.” She coughed, keeping pressure on the spear and working her arms back up the shaft so she could stand upright. Jaden shone the light down into the water.

      A massive moray eel, its head buried in the sandy bottom and pinned down by the spear, wound and rewound its muscular, brown-spotted body around the spear, flailing and lashing the water.

      “Damn!” Jaden exclaimed. “That mother’s huge!”

      Bea moved farther back as the eel’s body slithered across her legs. “He’ll get off the spear as soon as I lift the prongs off the bottom.”

      “I’ll cut his head off right there.” Jaden took his dive knife out of his bag. “Hold the light for me.”

      Before she could protest, he handed her the flashlight, huffed a few giant breaths to fill his lungs, and plunged underwater.

      She shone the light with one hand and put all her weight on the spear with the other, resisting
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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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