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      This one’s for the family house in Levack on the corner of Cedar Street and Third Avenue ….where I first covered under the covers, afraid of the monsters in the dark, and my journey for writing eerie tales began.

      

      The house, which was in our family for three generations, has, alas, been sold. But the memories, and the stories created there, will last forever
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            INTRODUCTION:  HALLOWEEN IS MY FAVORITE MONTH OF THE YEAR

          

        

      

    

    
      I truly love Halloween. I actually begin the count-down—at least in my head—for the next Halloween every November 1st. As a child, there was always a slightly sad and almost empty feeling in my heart the day after Christmas, and the day after Halloween.

      The thrill, the excitement, the fun, was over for another year.

      One of the things I love doing during the Halloween season, which, in our house begins the first week of September—it’s only fair, after all. Christmas gets such a long lead-in time. Why can’t we give the same respect to Halloween?—is to watch classic horror movies, and also read short horror stories.

      And, in order to alleviate that sadness I feel once Halloween is over (at least for the rest of the world), is I continue to read short scary fiction. It’s my way of carrying those creepy and fun chills with me while the rest of the world seems engaged in preparing for Thanksgiving and Christmas.

      FYI, if, like me, you enjoy a good Christmas ghost story, and want to move beyond A Christmas Carol, then see if you can find a copy of High Spirits by Robertson Davies. Davies was Master of Massey College at the University of Toronto from 1963 until 1981. Shortly after founding the College, he began an annual tradition that he would tell a ghost story at the College's annual Christmas party—its Gaudy Night. For eighteen years Davies wrote a new story, which he read out at the Gaudy Night celebration. After his retirement from Massey College, the eighteen stories were collected and published in the 1982 book High Spirits by Penguin Canada. It’s one I’ve quite enjoyed reading at that time of year.

      But in the meantime, get ready for a collection of stories that might be ripe for the reading during the Halloween season; or, if you’re like me, they might be ripe for bringing back that Halloween spirit any time of the year.

      The lead story in this collection is about the fear of what might be approaching the safety of one’s home from out of the night. It’s a meta-story about fear of the dark, fear of the unknown, and fear of the other. Fears that are often enhanced as the sun goes down and night falls not only across the land, but across our hearts.

      I purposely selected all 14 of the stories in this collection because they are about things that happen in the night, or, at the very least, the things that happen in the dark.

      Some of the tales are darkly humorous. Some are just plain dark and foreboding. But I’m certain that you will find, hidden in those dark shadows, something to get your blood running, and to set your imagination into overdrive.

      I hope that you not only enjoy the stories, but that they help take you to some dark and chilling places in your own imagination. Also, at the very end of this book, there’s a single special Authors Notes chapter that includes a little bit of a story-behind-the-story for each of the tales you’re about to read. Those might be of interest if you’re the kind of person who likes to know how the chef prepared the meal—or, perhaps a more low-brow/horror-themed way of describing it, how the sausage was made.

      And, while you’re reading—particularly if you’re reading these tales after dark—just ignore that odd sound you hear coming from just beyond the safety of the light you’re sitting in.

      It’s likely nothing other than your imagination.

      Right?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            FROM OUT OF THE NIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      Although technology dominates our world today, there still exist things that have been with us since we huddled in caves around brightly burning fires and avoided ominous shadows. Strange beings of the night become frighteningly real to us even now as we venture into the twenty-first century. Unknown things are still out there going bump in the night; a night where most of our dreams are nightmares. Scientifically, we have grown out of the dark ages, but our fears will forever remain among other frightened figures, jumping at shadows outside the cave.

      And perhaps for good reason . . .
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        * * *

      

      Mary's screech from the kitchen came to Jack over a simple, old-fashioned baby monitor. "Here they come!"

      Jack was in his basement den, putting the finishing touches on another promising non-fiction book about fear and the unknown. On the shelf before him sat several of his more popular published texts: One on Bigfoot, another on the Loch Ness Monster, several on U.F.O.'s, and then the books about a popular television series featuring a pair of FBI paranormal investigators back in the ninety's.

      Upon hearing Mary's voice, he leaned away from the computer, ran his fingers along the base of the keyboard and then turned the screen off. Regretfully nodding to his unfinished project, he got to his feet and headed up the stairs.

      Unseen by Mary as he reached the top of the stairs, he stood silently and observed his wife peering out the kitchen window. He studied her familiar features thinking of how often he saw her but didn't really look. Her worn face gave her the impression of someone much older than her forty-three years. She stood over the kitchen counter, silent for a moment. Her expression told him her mind was racing furiously.

      When their teenaged son entered the room, Mary's head swung to orient on him, her face displaying a queer blank.

      He gazed curiously at his mother.

      "John, the lights!"

      John clicked the kitchen light off in haste. He then moved to the front door and locked it." Are they back again, Mom?"

      Mary gazed proudly at her son as he locked the door. "Smart move. And yes, they're back." She twisted to look out the window again. "There go a few of them now, to Mrs. Hancock's house. Oh, and there's another two coming up the other side of the street. Oh!" She ducked. "I don't think they saw me!"

      "Why are there so many of them this time, Mom?"

      "Because they're growing in strength and in number. They feed on our fear and prey on the weak-minded. They coerce others into becoming just like them. And they won't be satisfied until everyone is a blood-thirsty, flesh-eating demon like they are. They won't stop until everyone has Become."

      A burst of laughter filled the room and Mary jumped, swinging her head in the direction of the living room. A smile of relief crossed her face and Jack could tell, even before she spoke, that it had only been the canned laughter of a television sitcom audience.

      "Susie!" Mary shrieked. "Turn off that TV!"

      The television continued to play. Another wave of laughter from the studio audience flooded the darkened room.

      Mary turned to face her son, a barely controlled panic in her eyes. "Listen, John. Take your sister and go down to the basement. Tell your father to shut off his den lights and you hide with him there. I don't want those cannibals to get anywhere near you two. Do you hear me?"

      As Jack watched them, a wave of nostalgia overcame him. It was so obvious her only concern was for her children. She was willing to sacrifice herself for them without a second thought. It made Jack pine for the days when their own love had been so unselfish. But that had been years ago, before their relationship had evolved into something more mature, something increasingly less demonstrative. It was nothing like his active love for his writing. It was simply there.

      While John went into the living room to get his little sister, Jack moved silently into the kitchen. His eyes met Mary's as the light and noise of the television stopped. In a thickened darkness they looked at each other and listened to their children stumble to the stairway.

      "I love you," Mary whispered at their sounds in the dark. When they were gone she addressed her husband. "The kids'll be safer down there, hidden away. They won't have access to them."

      "Why don't you go downstairs with the kids, hon?" Jack suggested. "Let me handle them tonight."

      "No. I'm not defenceless. I can protect my family just fine. Now get yourself back downstairs and look after my children. They're going to need someone with them."

      "Mary, please," he said, reaching out to touch her shoulder. "I can protect us."

      Flinching back from his touch, Mary glared at him. "No. No, you can't. If you'd wanted to protect us, you would have put the boards up like I suggested."

      "We don't need the boards, Mary." Jack thought back to the year before when she'd insisted that he nail boards on all the windows and doors. They'd stayed in the boarded-up house for three days. Fortunately, the kids were able to get an online hook up to their classrooms, so they didn't miss school. And Jack's writing work hardly had him leaving the basement den, never mind the house. So, it hadn't been that much of a hardship. But he couldn't justify using the boards this year. The nuisance was just too much this time. His manuscript was already overdue, and his agent was calling three times a day; twice less than his editor.

      "Yes, we do need the boards. The boards were probably the only thing that saved us last time." She crossed her arms and paced the length of the kitchen, careful to stay out of touching distance. "What about Mr. and Mrs. Allen two doors down? They didn't board up their house last year and look what's happened to them. They're changing, they're Becoming. They may not be consuming flesh yet, but you can tell they've started to change. You can see it in their eyes. Becoming doesn't happen overnight, Jack. It has to grow and fester inside them over time. It's a horrible process of self-induced pain and suffering."

      "Mary, I honestly don't think it was because of the boards. We'll be perfectly safe without them."

      "You're right, the Allens were weak. Ted and Lisa just couldn't resist their supernatural charms and promises of immortality. But they wouldn't have had to resist them had they boarded themselves up inside." She peeked out the window once more. “Oh damn! We forgot to turn off the outside porch light. Quick, get the switch. Get the switch!"

      Jack reached for the light switch.

      "Too late!" she cried. "Too damn late! A group of them have already spotted the light. They're drawn to it like moths, Jack. Like sick, disgusting insects." She swallowed noisily and ran a hand down the side of her face. "Looks like I'm going to have to finally face them. Well, at least you and the kids will be safely hidden."

      Jack stepped forward, feeling guilty. He couldn't even remember the words of comfort he used to be able to find for her when she'd needed his strength. Despite the urgency of the situation, the desperation in her voice, his mind kept wandering back to his unfinished manuscript. No matter how hard he tried, he honestly wanted nothing more than to go downstairs and continue writing.

      Feeling like a poseur, he tried again. "Mary please. Go downstairs and let me handle it."

      "No. You don't know all their tricks, Jack. They have to be invited in. They can only corrupt those who invite them in. There's no need for all of us to be exposed to their horrors. Besides, I'm the strongest minded. Maybe they won't be able to convert me into one of them. I should be strong enough to resist them."

      "You're right," Jack sighed. She was right, too. She was one stubborn lady, impossible to sway once her mind was set. He knew that all too well. "I know you can do it. I'll go downstairs and wait with the kids. Good luck, Mary." He headed for the basement stairs.

      "Wait, Jack. Before you go, promise me something."

      He paused on the top step.

      "It would kill me to corrupt my own family, but that's what they do, that's how they survive, isn't it? By making others like them? Promise me that if, after this meeting with them tonight, if I Become, you'll take the children far away from me. Promise me you'll do everything you can to prevent the kids from Becoming. Promise me that."

      Jack took a deep breath. "I promise."

      A heavy knock sounded through the darkness. "This is it." She leaned back against the counter and sighed. "I'll wait a minute and make sure you're safely hidden. I love you."

      A tear came to Jack's eye. He brushed it away. "I love you too, Mary." The words rolled off his tongue like a forgotten language. He quickly moved down the stairs.

      When Jack got to the den, he closed the door behind him and sat in the armchair near the computer. Susie ran over to him, jumped into his lap, and threw her arms around him. She was trembling.

      Over the baby monitor, he could hear Mary's footsteps upstairs as she moved to open the door. Turning the monitor off, he frowned as he attempted to suppress a chuckle. "It's all right, Susie. It's okay. Mommy's going to be okay."

      She looked at him questioningly and found courage in her father's eyes and voice. Jack was slightly irritated at how Mary's behavior had frightened their daughter. John understood what was wrong with his mother, but Susie, being four, was still too young to make sense of it.

      All she knew was that mommy was scared to death of those Christians.

      The Christians, with their non-scientific belief in life after death, resurrection of the dead, and their weekly consumption of another man's flesh and blood.

      Mary was a perfect wife and mother in all other respects; so, what was so wrong in having one paranoid delusion? It was natural. In fact, Jack based his living on other people's paranoid delusions and fears. Paranoia and fear helped to feed his family. And besides, it was a simple harmless paranoia.

      It's not like Mary would ever hurt anybody.

      Suddenly inspired, Jack put his daughter down and told the children to watch the television in the room across the hall so long as they kept the door closed and the volume low.

      He brought his hands down gently on the keyboard, and, smiling, he wrote what he felt would be a satisfying conclusion to the introductory chapter.
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        * * *

      

      Irritation occurs in the true believer's heart when science or the reason of daylight find rational ways of knocking their beliefs and fears. But given the fact that proving the non-existence of anything is virtually impossible, fears continue to haunt us. We are pursued from out of the night by dreams of the unknown and visions of the unexplainable—the unreal.

      Even if, one day, proof is given that our fear-created beings do not actually exist, we will probably invent new ones.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The doorway to the den opened, startling Jack out of his reverent typing. He looked up as Mary's throaty laugh filled the room.

      "I did it, Jack," she said. "I protected my family from them. They're never going to get us now."

      Mary stood in the doorway clutching a blood-stained butcher knife and smiled a bright, white-toothed grin at him from beneath the coat of deep crimson on her face.

      He looked at her a moment and realised the frightening truth.

      There were no more monsters out there.

      Ghosts, vampires, witches, and bogeymen had all been vanquished. Monsters, creatures of the night and ghouls had all been conquered, and there was no need to create new ones. The only monsters left were the ones inside our own hearts. The demon thoughts that allowed Mary to obsess over something she was afraid of until the insanity finally consumed her; the spirits of selfishness that allowed Jack to simply overlook her problems because he was too busy focussing on himself and his writing.

      These personal monsters that people never want to face, were the only nightmares left.

      These thoughts, his most brilliant conclusion yet, would never make it to the printed page, because for the first time in eight years, Jack completely forgot about his writing as he got up, went over to his wife, and held her while she wept.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            ERRATIC CYCLES

          

        

      

    

    
      Charles Dean Webster, attorney at law, sat very still in his ‘89 Toyota Tercel, frustrated over his predicament. Something—he had no idea what—had happened to his car. First there had been smoking and hissing and then the car had stopped running. That was the extent of his knowledge about what was wrong with his car. He was a lawyer, not a mechanic.

      Dammit Jim, I’m a lawyer, not a mechanic.

      He looked at his watch, taking his eyes off of the forest for only a very short time. It was a quarter past nine. As he lifted his head to look down the barren stretch of Highway 144, he caught the glare of the setting sun in his rearview mirror.

      “Damn!”

      He slammed a fist against the dash and then sat back once more and stared out the bug splattered windshield at the deserted highway.

      Why me? he asked, and was quick to find an answer.

      Why not you?

      This was going to be your big case, your first major success, your big break. This was going to be the case that not only brought you a handsome sum but spread your name across the country. After winning this one, you were finally going to be someone.

      So why not you?  If you continue to believe such stupid glorified dreams, then why not you?  Face the facts, schmuck: This is just another case.

      And, being just another case, it had been nothing but a pain in the ass from day one. Getting stranded on a lonely highway somewhere between Sudbury and Timmins was just par for the course.

      He looked at his watch again, but only a minute had passed since he’d last checked it. His eyes quickly returned to the wall of forest which ran never-ending along both sides of the highway. He couldn’t shake the feeling that something was watching him from the forest.

      No, not something, he corrected himself.

      The Bush People.

      He shuddered at that thought and considered turning on the radio to help alleviate his mood; but he was afraid that it would kill the battery. And he needed the battery in order for the hazard lights to keep working?  Didn’t he?

      Dammit, it always came back to that, didn’t it?

      He hated the fact that he knew nothing much about how a car worked. But that had been his father’s profession, not his.

      When he was still young—very young—he’d watched his father closely. Anthony Webster would come home from the garage and spend as long as twenty minutes washing his hands and never really getting them clean. The tracks of his fingerprints were a permanent resting place for the grease and oil of his livelihood. Then, after supper, he would sit down in the living room with a beer in one hand and a remote in the other and grumble about inflation, taxes and the latest antics of the Toronto Maple Leafs. And the next day the cycle would repeat:  Work, a vain attempt to wash away the residue of that work, and when that failed, a cleansing of the soul with beer and bitching.

      Charles loved and respected his father who had never been anything but reliable and supportive. He’d always provided his only son with everything he could afford to give him and only once had he raised a hand to him—but in retrospect, Charles had deserved that quick slap after having verbally assaulted his mother in a typical teenager/mother argument. Anthony Webster was as close to the perfect father as any man could be.

      But the last thing that Charles wanted was to be like him. He could never lead such a mundane existence. Charles wanted more than just money and a career. He wanted an exciting and fulfilling lifestyle. He didn’t want his father’s life of broken car after broken car—every day slaving over someone else’s troubles and ultimately getting nowhere in life.

      No, that wasn’t for Charles. That wasn’t what he wanted at all. He yearned to be a lawyer, to experience the lifestyle portrayed in the L.A. Law television series he’d loved so much; so he reached for it.

      But he never got it.

      Every case he took on held the promise of being the case which would move him up. But they never did. Instead, he slaved day after day over someone else’s troubles, someone else’s broken life, never moving up.

      He ended up living the very lifestyle he had dreaded: His father’s. Only, Charles lacked many of the things that his father had, including the knowledge of how a car worked.

      Charles had been too engrossed in his own personal dreams to bother hanging around with his father and learning a few essential details about his trade.

      And because of it, he was stranded.

      Caught in the very trap he had attempted to avoid.

      So it always did come down to that, didn’t it?  Running away from something only brought it down on you even worse.

      His cellular phone was rendered useless by the remote location he was stranded in. He didn’t even know how far it was to the next town, or at least to the next pay phone. If he knew, he might consider walking. It would be far better than sitting around waiting for another car to drive by.

      Although it had only been fifteen minutes since he saw any traffic, he was afraid that no one else would drive by. He’d never driven out of the concrete corridor before and had no idea of what to expect. Besides, even if someone stopped, would they even bother helping him if they knew who he was?

      If only he could get to a phone and make one toll free call to the CAA.

      Charles smirked and looked at his watch again without reading it. With his luck, his CAA membership would probably have run out, or for some stupid reason they didn’t cover this area. Or perhaps the nearby CAA was run by one of the local groups that despised him. Wouldn’t that be a cute confrontation?  He wouldn’t be surprised if any of these things happened—everything else had gone wrong so far.

      It had started out as a simple case. His client, a Toronto-based company called Durban Lumber, had purchased a large chunk of land near Timmins for their logging operations. The only issue when Charles had picked up the case was a local band of Indians claiming traditional rights to the land. But Durban Lumber had purchased the land from the municipality and held legal ownership. It was a straightforward matter of Charles walking in, going through the motions, flashing the ownership papers, quoting a sample of similar past cases in which the defendant was triumphant, and hopefully settling it out of court.

      Then a new development changed things. The native lawyers uncovered an old, weathered copy of a document that the municipality had signed with the native leaders, recognizing the land as traditionally belonging to them. Because of a fire over two decades earlier at city hall, the municipality’s copy of that document had been destroyed and forgotten.

      And so the simple case had turned ugly. Durban Lumber was pressing the municipality from one side while the Indians were pressing them from another. The media had eaten the story up, of course, in the popular story of big business stepping all over the little guy.

      The more sour the case turned, the more difficult it was for Charles to obtain the upper hand. The stress mounted, the tension increased, and it began to get more than sour, more than ugly.

      On his last visit to Timmins, a group of environmentalists and Indians greeted his plane at the airport with catcalls, rotten fruit and stones. Charles, the representative of the big bully, became the object of their hatred and anger. They all wanted a piece of him.

      Things got so bad that instead of flying in to his next meeting in Timmins, Charles opted to drive. Not only would he arrive in an unexpected manner and hopefully undetected, but he could use the six or so hours that it would take him to get there to relax and sort things out.

      It would be the first time he was alone in over seven years. Truly alone—without work and booze, his longtime companions.

      After finishing a gruelling law school program, Charles had launched straight into his career. He started at the bottom, as most lawyers do, and had remained there ever since. He never once attributed his dire position to burn-out, but instead kept driving himself harder and harder, waiting for that one case.

      At least in school when he botched a test or flunked a paper, he had the chance of redeeming himself with another test or another paper before the final grades came out. But his career, he discovered, didn’t work that way. Mistakes stayed on his record, without the possibility of being wiped out by future successes. There was no chance for redemption—there was only one thing. Plugging on.

      So Charles had jumped from a life of study, work, party, sleep, to a life of work, research and more work. There were no study weeks or spring breaks where one could relax and then use the time to catch up on all the areas one had fallen behind in. There were no getaway weekends like there had been in school.

      This was a career. This was life. This was not at all what Charles had expected or hoped for.

      The only way he could cope was using a method he had learned by watching his father. He coped with the Webster method of bitching and booze. That soon became part of his daily ritual.

      Years ago, he had lived for the weekends and the promises that once school was finished he would be able to get on with living, with life, with being a free man in a free world. It wasn’t long before he discovered that there was no such thing as freedom. There was no such thing as just living.

      The barrage of cliches which his father spewed forth daily about the shit that life dealt an honest man were all coming true. Charles found himself not only repeating those same old tired clichés about life, but actually believing them.

      Charles had discovered one night in the midst of an alcoholic haze that the cycle his life had taken was no better than his father’s. Work like a bastard, the come home and drink like one. Only, his father also had a wife and a son. All that Charles had was work and booze.

      It had become time to re-examine his life.

      That was why this drive, this pilgrimage to Timmins, was supposed to be just the thing that Charles needed. It would be his way of being alone, without the work, without the booze. Just Charles and his thoughts. Six hours to finally reflect on what his life meant to him other than in the terms of a drunken man’s armchair philosophy.

      There was only quiet thought and gentle reflection as his car left the sprawling fringes of the city, headed north on Highway 400.

      And then, several hours later, the car—the very means of his pilgrimage—broke down.

      And Charles was alone.

      In the middle of nowhere.

      This newest development brought to him the real reason he had never let himself be alone for all those years.

      Being alone scared the bejesus out of him.

      He was surrounded on all sides, it seemed, by the thick foliage of the Northern Ontario wilderness. Wilderness that grew darker as the sun crept down somewhere behind the distant hills.

      Wilderness that threatened to take him back to when he was ten and camping with his parents at Algonquin Provincial Park.

      Back to the last time he had really felt alone.

      Back to the time when he had first learned of The Bush People.

      “No,” he whispered, and it all came back to him in a sudden rush, as if the nineteen years between today and that dreadful evening had never happened at all.

      He was returned to that night—back inside the body of a ten-year-old who was alone and lost in the thick of the night in the middle of nowhere.

      He re-experienced it all.

      The cold chill of the night wind. The smell of the nearby lake which carried the faint scent of trout. The unending rhythm of the crickets, forever bleating their cries of passion for the night, their chant that there was much more to the darkness than could be seen.

      And the knowledge, the dreadful, painful knowledge that his parents were still sleeping in the tent, completely unaware that he was no longer tucked in his sleeping bag, dozing peacefully and protect beside them.

      Charles had awoken with a demand from his body that he visit the outhouse. He had slipped out of his sleeping bag and began a quick search for the flashlight. He considered waking his father and asking him where it was, but the urge to go—now—was too great. He unzipped the entrance to the tent and headed down the trail to where he remembered the outhouse to be.

      Only, either his memory had failed him, or he had missed it in the darkness, because after walking for quite a while, Charles still hadn’t found it.

      He turned back, the cramps getting worse, and decided that he would wake his father after all.

      But he came to a fork in the trail that he hadn’t noticed on his way out. He took the one to the right, hoping that it was the correct one. But that trail led to another fork.

      That was when he knew that he must be heading in the wrong direction.

      He had been tricked.

      By The Bush People.

      The Bush People. His father had conjured them up that very evening in a story told by the campfire. They were the bogeymen of the wilderness that hid behind every tree, beneath every stone. They were numberless, faceless and without mercy. Their sole purpose was to trick little boys by leading them down the wrong paths, deeper into the forest away from the safety of their parents.

      He opened his mouth to scream.

      But he stopped himself with a sudden thought.

      What if The Bush People didn’t know where he was yet?  What if they located their prey by listening for their screams?  If he cried out for the help of his parents, The Bush People might also hear him and get to him first.

      There was no way that he would scream.

      The only thing left was to run.

      He turned and raced down the path. Branches reached out from the sides of the trail, thin and invisible in the dark gloom. Each time they snagged him, he almost let out a yell, thinking it was a bush person touching him. They whipped at his face as he ran past them and tried to head down the proper trail, the trail that led to the safety of his parents.

      The haunting cry of a loon echoed through the forest. To Charles it was the cry of another lost child trying to find his way to safety. Too bad pal, Charles thought. That cry just gave you away. Now they know where you are.

      As he was thinking this, he collided with a wall of canvass stretched tightly across the path. He bounced back, sprawling to the forest floor and finally released the scream of terror he had been holding within.

      No! he thought. They must have heard me. Now I’m caught too.

      But then he heard the familiar grunt of his father. A command which was half-snore came from the other side of the canvass wall—which Charles realized was the tent—telling him that it was all right, to get back to sleep. His father must have thought that Charles was still in the tent and had screamed out while having a nightmare.

      He quickly ran around to the front of the tent and slipped in. Then he crawled back into his sleeping bag which was still warm from the body heat
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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.
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