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      Once upon a time there was a sweet little girl. Everyone who saw her liked her, but most of all her grandmother, who did not know what to give the child next. Once she gave her a little cap made of red velvet. Because it suited her so well, and she wanted to wear it all the time, she came to be known as Little Red Cap.

      One day her mother said to her, "Come Little Red Cap. Here is a piece of cake and a bottle of wine. Take them to your grandmother. She is sick and weak, and they will do her well. Mind your manners and give her my greetings. Behave yourself on the way, and do not leave the path, or you might fall down and break the glass, and then there will be nothing for your grandmother. And when you enter her parlor, don't forget to say 'Good morning,' and don't peer into all the corners first."

      "I'll do everything just right," said Little Red Cap, shaking her mother's hand.

      The grandmother lived out in the woods, a half hour from the village. When Little Red Cap entered the woods a wolf came up to her. She did not know what a wicked animal he was, and was not afraid of him.

      "Good day to you, Little Red Cap."

      "Thank you, wolf."

      "Where are you going so early, Little Red Cap?"

      "To grandmother's."

      "And what are you carrying under your apron?"

      "Grandmother is sick and weak, and I am taking her some cake and wine. We baked yesterday, and they should be good for her and give her strength."

      "Little Red Cap, just where does your grandmother live?"

      "Her house is a good quarter hour from here in the woods, under the three large oak trees. There's a hedge of hazel bushes there. You must know the place," said Little Red Cap.

      The wolf thought to himself, "Now that sweet young thing is a tasty bite for me. She will taste even better than the old woman. You must be sly, and you can catch them both."

      He walked along a little while with Little Red Cap, then he said, "Little Red Cap, just look at the beautiful flowers that are all around us. Why don't you go and take a look? And I don't believe you can hear how beautifully the birds are singing. You are walking along as though you were on your way to school. It is very beautiful in the woods."

      Little Red Cap opened her eyes and when she saw the sunbeams dancing to and fro through the trees and how the ground was covered with beautiful flowers, she thought, "If I take a fresh bouquet to grandmother, she will be very pleased. Anyway, it is still early, and I'll be home on time." And she ran off the path into the woods looking for flowers. Each time she picked one she thought that she could see an even more beautiful one a little way off, and she ran after it, going further and further into the woods. But the wolf ran straight to the grandmother's house and knocked on the door.

      "Who's there?"

      "Little Red Cap. I'm bringing you some cake and wine. Open the door."

      "Just press the latch," called out the grandmother. "I'm too weak to get up."

      The wolf pressed the latch, and the door opened. He stepped inside, went straight to the grandmother's bed, and ate her up. Then he put on her clothes, put her cap on his head, got into her bed, and pulled the curtains shut.

      Little Red Cap had run after the flowers. After she had gathered so many that she could not carry any more, she remembered her grandmother, and then continued on her way to her house. She found, to her surprise, that the door was open. She walked into the parlor, and everything looked so strange that she thought, "Oh, my God, why am I so afraid? I usually like it at grandmother's."

      She called out, "Good morning!" but received no answer.

      Then she went to the bed and pulled back the curtains. Grandmother was lying there with her cap pulled down over her face and looking very strange.

      "Oh, grandmother, what big ears you have!"

      "All the better to hear you with."

      "Oh, grandmother, what big eyes you have!"

      "All the better to see you with."

      "Oh, grandmother, what big hands you have!"

      "All the better to grab you with!"

      "Oh, grandmother, what a horribly big mouth you have!"

      "All the better to eat you with!"

      The wolf had scarcely finished speaking when he jumped from the bed with a single leap and ate up poor Little Red Cap. As soon as the wolf had satisfied his desires, he climbed back into bed, fell asleep, and began to snore very loudly.

      A huntsman was just passing by. He thought, "The old woman is snoring so loudly. You had better see if something is wrong with her." He stepped into the parlor, and when he approached the bed, he saw the wolf lying there.

      "So here I find you, you old sinner," he said. "I have been hunting for you a long time."

      He was about to aim his rifle when it occurred to him that the wolf might have eaten the grandmother, and that she still might be rescued. So instead of shooting, he took a pair of scissors and began to cut open the wolf's belly. After a few cuts he saw the red cap shining through, and after a few more cuts the girl jumped out, crying, "Oh, I was so frightened! It was so dark inside the wolf's body!"

      And then the grandmother came out as well, alive but hardly able to breathe. Then Little Red Cap fetched some large stones. She filled the wolf's body with them, and when he woke up and tried to run away, the stones were so heavy that he immediately fell down dead.

      The three of them were happy. The huntsman skinned the wolf and went home with the pelt. The grandmother ate the cake and drank the wine that Little Red Cap had brought. And Little Red Cap thought, "As long as I live, I will never leave the path and run off into the woods by myself if mother tells me not to."
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      “Come on, guys,” Hunter Roth yelled toward the ceiling.

      She was doing three different things at once, trying to shove her feet into a pair of worn nursing shoes, stirring a pot of lentil sausage soup, and preparing her nephew’s insulin shot, which she knew would be a battle to administer if he ever actually came downstairs.

      She was also keeping an eye on the little clock above the back door.

      It was thirty minutes to six and on a good night, it took her twenty minutes to walk to the nursing home where she worked. Hunter’s sister, Piper, was supposed to be home at five to relieve her from babysitting duties, but shift changes in this house were always chaotic. They never had any time to spare.

      “Guys!” Hunter shouted again. “Dinner time - I’m serious!”

      The boys were no doubt absorbed in a game of Madden. Andrew was eleven years old and completely obsessed with football. Josh was seven and didn’t care one way or the other about it, but he never passed up an opportunity to bask in his older brother’s attention.

      In a perfect world, they’d both be doing their homework before dinner instead of playing video games, but that game console was one of the few luxuries they had – never mind the fact that Hunter was certain her degenerate brother-in-law Jed had stolen it for them. The boys didn’t know that and Hunter could never bring herself to be the hard-ass who took away their toys and made them do their homework instead.

      Their mother could play that role when she got home.

      Any minute now would be great, Hunter thought, glancing again at the clock as she stomped her foot to finish jamming her heel into her nursing shoe. She’d gotten them from a second-hand shop and they were ugly as hell but comfortable - that had to count for something.

      Finally, the boys came downstairs in a racket of heavy steps and Hunter had to laugh – they sounded like a herd of cattle stampeding through the house, making more noise than she would have guessed two young boys were capable of. Andrew had his first growth spurt over the summer and he moved in a lanky, awkward way that showed he hadn’t quite adjusted to his new height yet. Josh followed in his shadow as they came into the kitchen and went over to the old dining table in the corner, plopping into a pair of creaky wooden chairs.

      “Mom isn’t home yet?” Andrew asked.

      “No,” Hunter said, “and if she doesn’t get here soon, you’re going to get your first babysitting gig.”

      “Paid?” he asked, to which Hunter simply laughed.

      “I don’t need a babysitter,” Josh objected. “I can look after myself.”

      “You want to give yourself this shot, then?” Hunter asked, nodding to the needle she had prepared. He kept his eyes off it – he still didn’t like needles even after two years of them – but he came obediently over to Hunter. She gave the soup one more stir and then asked, “Pick your poison – arm, leg or belly?”

      “Leg,” Josh said.

      Hunter hardly needed to ask - the shots made the muscle around the injection site sore and Josh’s doctor had instructed Hunter and Piper to alternate sites, but Josh had settled quickly into a pattern. Non-dominant arm in the mornings before school, leg in the evenings to keep his arm in tip-top shape for Madden, a game of catch, or whatever else Andrew had in store for him, and stomach never. It was the most painful option and Hunter didn’t blame him.

      Josh put his foot up on the lowest rung of a kitchen stool and rolled his shorts up to his thigh, then Hunter cleaned the skin with an alcohol pad. She administered the injection and Josh surprised her by being tough. He hardly even winced – probably because Andrew was watching.

      Hunter set the needle down and tousled Josh’s sandy blond hair, then said as he rolled his pant leg back down, “Good job, buddy. I told you it would get easier with time.”

      He’d been diagnosed with Type 1 diabetes right after Jed had gone to prison for a half-assed counterfeiting scam. Hunter had been in nursing school at the time and she’d dropped out to move in here and help Piper with the boys as well as the bills. Hunter got the only job she was qualified for – working overnight shifts as a nurse’s aide in a long-term care facility for dementia patients – and even though the pay wasn’t great, it seemed like after two years, she and Piper were finally beginning to hit their stride.

      That is, if they could ever get their work schedules coordinated.

      The boys weren’t quite old enough to be on their own yet, particularly with the complicating factor of Josh’s medical needs, so that left Hunter and Piper passing like ships in the night most of the time. At least one of them was perpetually running late for a shift. Piper worked at a café that served overpriced coffee to college kids at the nearby university and the tips were decent but the hours were irregular – what they really needed was for at least one of them to land a day job with reasonable wages so there would be someone at home to watch the boys every evening.

      But that was a pipe dream and instead, Hunter was stuck tapping her foot impatiently as she glanced at the clock again and then took the pot of soup off the stove. It was twenty minutes to six and she would definitely be late again tonight.
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        * * *

      

      The boys were slurping down the last of their soup when the back door finally opened and Piper walked in. Hunter was sitting at the table with Andrew and Josh and she crossed her arms over her chest as she frowned at her sister.

      “It’s five minutes to six, Pipes,” she said. “I’m going to be really late.”

      “I’m sorry,” Piper said. “I couldn’t help it.”

      She sounded out of breath and as she took off her jacket and threw it over the back of a dining chair, Hunter noticed that her cheeks were splotchy red.

      “What’s wrong?” Hunter asked.

      She really did need to leave. She was fortunate to work for someone who was understanding when it came to her home situation, balancing two kids and a somewhat erratic sister. But over the last two years, Hunter had leaned on her boss’s good nature a lot and there would come a day when her kindness ran out. There were a lot of nurse’s aides in the city and it wouldn’t be hard to replace Hunter.

      Piper and the boys had to come first, though. That was the whole reason Hunter was here, and that meant not leaving her sister panting and flushed while Hunter went to work.

      “Nothing,” Piper said. She tucked a tendril of her bleach-fried hair behind her ear, revealing sweat on her temples. “I had to go to the bank after my shift and I had a hard time getting there before they closed. I ran all the way from the bus stop back to the house so you could get to work.”

      “Is everything okay at the bank?” Hunter asked, glancing at the boys.

      In her life, things were very rarely okay when it came to money, but she and Piper did their best not to talk about that stuff in front of Andrew and Josh – especially Josh, who was the worrying type. Andrew was a bit older, used to seeing the adults in his life struggle, and he took for granted the fact that they always figured things out. The bills always got paid and he always had a roof over his head – which was more than Piper and Hunter could say for their own childhoods. That’s why it was all the more important that the boys should never need to worry about the state of their finances.

      “It’s just that scumbag in the mortgage department,” Piper grumbled, trying to sound unfazed. “You know how he loves to make our lives difficult.”

      “Are you still going to be able to buy my football equipment?” Andrew asked.

      Piper and Hunter had been scrimping and saving for months to get him the jersey, shoes and endless other pieces of equipment he would need to join the middle school team. Andrew had mowed a lot of yards this summer to contribute to the cause and his coach had allowed him to borrow some equipment during practices, but the team’s first real game was fast approaching and he’d need his own stuff in order to play.

      Hunter hated the idea of disappointing him – they’d all had to make so many sacrifices in the name of Josh’s health and she was really looking forward to being able to do something nice for Andrew just this once.

      “We’ll figure it out,” Piper promised. “We always do.”

      “Walk me to the door?” Hunter asked her. She gave Josh a kiss on the top of his head and then squeezed Andrew’s shoulder. Then she passed through the living room to the front door, Piper following behind her. They stepped into the tiny foyer, which was mostly just a three-foot-square coat storage space, and Piper pulled the door shut. Then Hunter asked, “Are we short on the mortgage?”

      “Yes,” Piper admitted and Hunter felt the news sink heavily into her gut. She and her sister had never been more than a paycheck or two away from broke but it had been a while since they were in crisis mode. It was nice while it lasted, she thought. Then Piper added, “I asked for an extension but our favorite scumbag said he can’t do it anymore – the bank won’t give us any more time.”

      “What happened?” Hunter asked.

      “I don’t know,” Piper said with a sigh. “The usual, I guess – emptying bed pans and making coffee are not lucrative careers. Insulin prices go up every time we fill a prescription. Football helmets cost way more money than hard plastic and Styrofoam glued together ought to.”

      “How much are we short?” Hunter asked. “I’ll ask Brenda if there are any extra hours I can pick up. Maybe I can work a couple of day shifts while the boys are in school.”

      “How many hours a day are they going to let you work, Hunter?” Piper asked. “You already do twelve-hour shifts.”

      “I don’t know,” Hunter said, grabbing her jacket from the coat rack. It was a thick flannel one that had been a good find at the thrift store, a men’s cut that was plenty warm to get her through the winter months since she walked most places in Grimm Falls. “We have to get Andrew his equipment, though – I refuse to let him miss the first game of the season.”

      Piper nodded and Hunter thought that since she was already late, she might as well stop by the café on her way to work and pick up something sweet and caffeinated for Brenda – as both a peace offering for her tardiness and a bribe to pick up more hours.

      “Maybe…” Piper started to say, then trailed off.

      “What, Pipes?”

      “Maybe I can find a way to get some money on the side,” she said. “I was thinking it’s time to visit Jed anyway.”

      “No,” Hunter snarled. It had been almost six months since she last heard her sister utter that name and even though they were still legally married, Hunter had enjoyed the fantasy that Piper had finally - finally – broken the spell that he held over her. Hunter looked sternly at her big sister, staring pointedly into her eyes, and said, “Absolutely not. We’ll find a legitimate way to fix this.”
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      Kiera crossed the street from campus to The Magic Bean - the little café that she frequented between classes, along with most of the Grimm Falls College student body. She was meeting her mother for a cup of coffee this morning and she was grateful for the distraction. Usually, she would go back to the Kappa house in between classes or meet one of her sisters on the quad, but lately she wasn't too keen on running into any other Kappas. The excuse to spend an hour off-campus, catching up with her mother was welcome.

      The café was busy with other college kids all congregating for their morning caffeine fix. There was a long line at the ordering counter and most of the tables were occupied. There were a few people studying, their books and notes spread out in front of them, but it was pretty early in the semester and most of them were just there to chat, filling the café with a din of conversation.

      Kiera craned her neck to look around and spotted her mother when she raised her hand in the air, waving Kiera over to one of the tables. She weaved her way through the tight space and her mom stood to hug her as soon as Kiera arrived. Kiera’s nostrils filled with her mother’s signature perfume and she hugged her a little tighter in return, thinking that it had been too long. Kiera missed her mother, perhaps more now that she didn’t have her sorority sisters to lean on, or her best friend, Lauren.

      Her mother pulled back and held Kiera at arm’s length, smiling and brushing her hand over the red knit cap Kiera was wearing. “Honey, red is your color.”

      “You like it?” Kiera asked. She pulled the cap off and ran her fingers over the soft velvet yarn, then smoothed her long, wavy dark hair and said, "Nana made it for me the other night. She's really fast with those knitting needles."

      "The red suits your fair complexion," Kiera’s mom said. "Maybe she'll knit me a blue one to match my eyes. Well, should we get some coffee?"

      “Yes," Kiera said, “although this table probably won’t be here when we get back. I’m surprised you got one at all at this hour.”

      “That’s alright,” her mom said as they went to stand in the ordering line. There were almost ten people ahead of them, but Kiera came here often enough to know that the baristas were fast and the line moved quickly. While they waited, her mother asked, “So what’s good here?”

      “Everything,” Kiera said, “but if you want a more specific recommendation, the double fudge mocha is probably just sweet enough for your tastes.”

      “It’s not nice to tease your mother about her sweet tooth,” her mom said, studying the menu on the wall behind the ordering counter. Kiera already knew her mother would end up with something that had a minimal amount of coffee and a mountain of whipped cream on top – her standard order wherever they went. After a minute, her mom said, “Well, I didn’t drive all the way across town just to discuss the menu. How are things going with your grandmother?”

      “They’re going well,” Kiera said. “Nana’s teaching me how to bake, and she has a lot more good days than bad.”

      Kiera had moved off-campus to stay with her grandmother last week and she knew that her mother was skeptical of this decision. Nana had been diagnosed with Alzheimer’s six months ago, about the same time that Kiera’s grandfather passed, and she’d been growing increasingly forgetful over the last few months. Everyone was worried about her living all alone in the large house where she’d raised her family, but she refused to consider any other living arrangements. Having Kiera there meant that, except for when she was in class or at her volunteer job, someone was watching Nana to make sure she didn’t leave the stove on or decide to go for a walk in the woods and get lost.

      “That’s good,” Kiera’s mother said. “Just remember that you don’t have to take that responsibility on yourself. We can figure out alternatives if you want to move back on campus and go back to being a kid.”

      “I’m twenty-one years old,” Kiera pointed out as the line advanced and they took a few steps closer to the counter. “I’m not a kid anymore.”

      “I know, honey,” her mom said. “And I’m extremely proud of what you’re doing for your grandmother. But it’s your senior year and I don’t want you to feel like just because you had a falling out with your best friend, you have to seclude yourself in that big old house with your grandma. You should be having fun.”

      “I am having fun,” Kiera said. “Yesterday, Nana taught me how to make blueberry muffins.”

      She didn’t bother addressing the other portion of her mother’s objections. Kiera would not have classified what happened with Lauren as a ‘falling out’ – more like the single most embarrassing and heartbreaking moment of her life.

      “Well, I can’t argue with that,” her mom said. “Maybe you can bring a batch over to the house next time you visit. Your dad would appreciate it – you know I can’t even boil water, let alone bake muffins.”

      Kiera rolled her eyes – her mom could learn to cook if she wanted to, but she was happy ordering in. There wasn’t much that she wanted which couldn’t be bought.

      Then it was their turn at the counter and a pretty girl with slightly crunchy-looking, damaged blonde hair asked, “Hi, what can I make for the two of you?”

      “I’ll have a double shot mocha frappe with whipped cream and chocolate syrup,” Kiera’s mother rattled off, then smiled as she nodded to Kiera and added, “and this one will probably just have something boring like black coffee.”

      "Mom," Kiera objected, rolling her eyes. She turned to the barista and asked, “Can I please get a grande cup of the dark roast with one sugar packet?"

      “Coming right up,” the girl said as Kiera’s mom handed over her credit card. She swiped it and then said, “If you’d like to have a seat, I’ll bring them out to you.”

      "If we can find one," Kiera’s mom said with a wink. As they moved out of the way to make room for the next customer, she turned to Kiera and said, “I just hope you don’t let your stubborn side get the best of you. When you patch things up with Lauren, we’ll figure out an arrangement for your grandmother. There are some really nice assisted living facilities out there that might change her mind about leaving home.”

      "Would you want to live with strangers?” Kiera asked.

      “No,” her mother admitted. “But I don’t have Alzheimer’s and you’re not a nurse.”

      The table that she’d been sitting at when Kiera arrived had, indeed, been taken over by a group of rowdy underclassmen when they returned, so they found a pair of overstuffed armchairs along the wall with a small side table between them. Kiera and her mother sat down and she did her best to turn the conversation. She didn’t want to spend the whole hour talking about her grandmother’s declining health any more than she wanted to spend it thinking about Lauren.

      “I'm taking a very interesting class on grant writing this semester," she said. “It would have come in handy last spring before I started applying for grants at the teen center.”

      “I’m sure you’ll win the grant regardless,” her mother said, unworried. “It’s a very good cause.”

      Kiera nodded in agreement. She’d been volunteering at the teen center in downtown Grimm Falls since her sophomore year and there was so much more the center could do for the disadvantaged kids of the city if they had more funding. Along with money for after-school programs and life skills courses, Kiera also had dreams of using the grant to cover an additional salary – her salary when she graduated college, so that she could stay on there full-time.

      She’d been checking her email religiously ever since she applied for the grant and it was never too far from her mind – it was her future, after all – and Kiera’s mother took advantage of this brief moment of distraction to turn the conversation back to what she really wanted to talk about.

      "Do you think you can forgive her?”

      “What?” Kiera asked.

      “It would be a shame to lose such a good friend over something like hurt feelings,” her mom said. “I always liked Lauren.”

      Kiera felt her cheeks coloring and tried not to let her mother’s words get to her – she just didn’t understand the situation, and Kiera wasn’t in the mood to explain it.

      “Yeah, I did, too,” Kiera said, then added under her breath, “That’s the problem.”

      Or more precisely, the problem was that Lauren didn’t like her back. There was also the minor detail that she’d told the biggest gossip in the sorority about Kiera’s declaration of love only moments after it happened. They’d been drunk at the time, but that hardly made the betrayal any less painful.

      “These things blow over,” her mom said, trying to be comforting even though she didn’t know all the details. Kiera had simply told her that they’d had a disagreement, and didn’t have the heart to tell her about what. “In a few months, you’ll look back on this fight and laugh at how silly you both were being.”

      “Mom, I really don't want to talk about it," Kiera said just as she spotted the bleached-blonde girl heading toward them with a couple of coffees in hand.

      “Saved by the barista,” her mother said with a broad smile as she reached for her whipped cream and chocolate syrup with a dash of espresso. “Yum.”

      The girl handed them each their orders, then asked, “Do you ladies need anything else?”

      "No, it looks like you've got your hands full as it is," Kiera's mom said, gesturing to the line at the ordering counter, which had not diminished at all. She took a ten-dollar bill out of the pocket of her coat and handed it to the girl discretely. "Thank you for the table-side delivery, honey.”

      "No problem,” the girl said, her eyes going a little wide at the size of the bill. Kiera’s mother may not be able to so much as boil water, but she always tipped the people who could lavishly for their trouble. The girl put the money in her apron pocket and started to walk away, but she only made it a couple of steps before she turned around and marched back.

      “I’m sorry,” she said, “but can I ask you a question?”

      “Sure,” Kiera’s mom said.

      “I hope this isn’t out of line,” she said, “but I heard you talking about a relative with Alzheimer’s, is that right?”

      "Yes, my mother," Kiera’s mom said. "Do you know someone who has it?"

      "No, but my sister works with dementia patients,” the girl said. “She’s a nurse’s aide and she works at a long-term care facility.”

      “My mother would never go for that,” Kiera’s mom said.

      “No, of course not,” the girl said. “I was just thinking that if you ever want a reference for an in-home care nurse, or even just to talk about how to manage the disease, I bet she would be happy to help.”

      Kiera’s mother glanced over at her and Kiera knew that expression – it was a the universe provides look. Then she turned to the barista and asked, “Is your sister looking for work?”

      “Always,” the girl said, smiling and looking down at the floor. “She’s helping me raise my sons while their father is away at the moment and it’s not easy to feed two growing boys on the incomes of a barista and a nurse’s aide.”

      “Well,” Kiera’s mom said, opening her purse and digging through it. “Have her give me a call. I’d be interested in talking with her.”

      She took out one of her business cards and handed it to the girl, who tucked it into her apron along with her tip. She said, “Thank you. I’m sorry to have intruded - enjoy your coffee.”

      Then she went back to the counter and Kiera turned to her mother, saying, “Nana’s not that bad. Do you really think she needs in-home care?”

      “I think it’s worth looking into,” her mom said. “You said yourself that you’re worried about what could happen while you’re away from the house. I think we’d all feel better knowing there was someone there to look after her. It’s a degenerative disease and she’s going to start having bad days sooner or later.”

      Her smile faltered as she said this last bit. Kiera reached across the little side table and put her hand on top of her mother’s – she always acted so strong, it was easy to forget that this was her mother they were talking about.

      Then Kiera’s mom patted her hand, smiled anew, and said, “Now tell me more about this grant writing class. What’s so interesting about it?”
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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.
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