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      Andrew’s old house loomed in front of Jack. Months had slid past since he’d last seen Andrew or heard anything about him. That night was still fresh in his mind, but the memories were starting to fade, leaving him aching to hold Andrew once more. Where had his boyfriend gone?

      Spring break gave him the time to investigate, and he’d driven back to Sweet, determined to find a trail and follow it. He still hadn’t dropped by his father’s house, the place he used to think of as home. It would be too weird to go there and have to see his father.

      He shivered just thinking about the hell he’d been through. Months had passed since his mother rescued him from that god-awful place. Hamilton and Gartner were in jail, as they should be. It wasn’t just the terrible treatment Jack had received that had placed them there, either. An investigation by police and the FBI uncovered years of abuses, thefts, tax evasion, and a long list of other crimes that put both men, along with almost all the other workers from that camp, away for a long time.

      At one point, he’d thought he would have to testify, but the evidence against the camp workers was so huge they each took a plea bargain. They probably would have received more jail time if they’d gone to court, but Jack was relieved he could put that period of his life behind him and move on. When he’d received the news two weeks ago from the district attorney, he’d cried. His mom had been happy, too. She told him later she’d been afraid for him.

      Football had fallen into place after he got up the nerve to place a call. At first, he’d been scared to talk to the coach at Auburn. Switching schools like he had wasn’t a mark in his favor. The coach had been very understanding when Jack told him a bit of what had happened. Jack explained that his mother had moved them to Alabama and that he’d had no choice in the matter. A few days after the call, Jack was offered a scholarship. It wasn’t a full ride, but it was close. Another scholarship he received for good grades would cover the rest of his expenses as long as he lived lean.

      Going to a new school was tough. New Life had matured him, but not in the way they’d intended. Being a prisoner at the camp had forced him to lose the last of his innocence. He saw the world differently now. No longer a child, he wanted his freedom, but at school, they still considered him to be a kid. Add to the fact that he was new, and the experience was awful. The other students didn’t know what to make of him. They ignored him or made fun of him. He wasn’t popular, and no one seemed to want to give him a chance. They didn’t even know his parents were divorcing and that he’d been through hell. He could only imagine the teasing if they found out the truth. If college and football weren’t important to him, he would have dropped out.

      With only nine weeks left in high school, he needed to find Andrew. It’s why he’d taken off on Friday afternoon only minutes after the final bell rang before spring break. He’d driven the three and a half hours without stopping, arriving in Sweet about an hour before the sunset.

      Driving down the streets of Sweet was odd. There were so many memories, some good, some bad. Every bit of the life he remembered had been spent in Sweet. So many things had happened here, but it was the memories of him and Andrew that were the strongest.

      When he pulled up at Andrew’s house, he’d hoped to find some sign that Andrew’s parents were still around, but it looked like they were gone. Leaves were scattered across the walk, and the grass had begun to grow thick, looking scraggly under the pine and oak trees. Weeds had sprung up, giving the lot an unkempt feel.

      Jack had been sitting in his truck at the curb across the street for almost ten minutes. The cab of his truck had grown warm, and a sheen of sweat had formed on his skin. When he opened the door, a cool breeze raked across his body, chilling him. He stared at the house, thinking about the last time he’d seen Andrew. That night had been so sweet and amazing. They’d spent hours under the stars, holding each other tight as they made love. If only he could go back to that day, he’d take Andrew away, never returning to their parents’ houses. They’d get lost somewhere in America and make a home of their own. Andrew had been right; they didn’t need nice things, only each other.

      Jack made his way up the walk to the front door. He knocked, wanting to make sure the place was empty before he went around to the back. The street was deserted, so he stood on the porch for about a minute before he knocked again, this time harder. The door remained closed and the house quiet. Jack looked in the front window, then made his way around the side of the house and into the backyard, stopping to look in a side window. No one was home.

      Jack tried the back door, but it was locked. He closed his eyes and tried to figure out what he’d do next. When he opened his eyes, he saw someone looking over the fence. The woman waved and smiled.

      “Hey, do you know where they moved?” Jack called out.

      “No, I thought you were their boy for a while. I’m Angie, by the way. All I know is they drove out one night, then came back a few days later. Sometime in the middle of the night, they loaded up their stuff and took off. Then a week later, the owner of the place, a relative, I believe or something like that, maybe a distant aunt, came down and took all the furniture. Then a cleaner came through, and now it’s up on the market.”

      “Oh, do you know the name of the person who owns the property?”

      “Well, it was owned by the Kaufmans, but that was a really long time ago. I believe someone with the last name Collins bought it, but they weren’t here often. The house sat empty for a long time before that last family moved in. But they kept to themselves. I don’t know that they made any friends. It was good that you were friends with their son. He needed someone. They were a sad family.”

      “Thanks. I really need to find him. If I give you my mom’s number, could you call her if you see Andrew or his parents come back?”

      “Sure, come on over, and I’ll write it down. Would you like some tea?”

      Jack thought about saying no, but he’d not stopped for dinner yet. His stomach gurgled at the suggestion, forcing him to admit, at least to himself, that he was starving and thirsty as heck. “Sure, I could use some tea.”

      Angie welcomed him into her house and made him eat a sandwich as well as some cookies when she heard he hadn’t eaten since lunch. He was thankful and told her so.

      “So the thing is,” Angie started as she took a seat and poured herself a glass of tea, “I don’t sleep much. That night, when that family came back, I was up. I heard them arguing, not the boy and the father, but the wife and the man. They were both angry. They loaded stuff quickly into their cars. I was watching from the window. I don’t think they knew I was awake.”

      “Did you see Andrew, the kid my age, that night?”

      “No, I didn’t. You would think they would have had him help them load the car, but he wasn’t anywhere to be seen.”

      “Could you have just not seen him, like if you went to the bathroom or something?”

      “It’s possible. But they didn’t take long to load the car, and I swear I didn’t see him when they drove off.”

      Jack chewed the last bite of his sandwich, his head spinning with the new information. Andrew had disappeared before his parents had taken off. Angie pushed a cookie onto his plate, and he ate one, then another, before he realized how much of a pig he was being.

      “Thank you for the food. And thanks for talking to me.” Jack scribbled his mother’s number on the piece of paper before he headed toward the door.

      “I know you two were seeing each other, and I really hope that wasn’t why Andrew is missing. He was a good kid.”

      Jack stilled, his heart thundered as he turned to look at Angie. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “Please, don’t play that way. Like I said, I don’t sleep. I thought it was cute, the two of you together. He really liked you. That much was obvious. I hope you find him. He needs someone like you.”

      Jack looked down at the floor, trying like hell to keep his emotions in line. Once he felt like he could talk, he lifted his chin so they were staring at each other. “Thanks, I really want to find him, too. He’s important.”

      “I’m sure he is. Have a good day, and if you stay in town, stop by; I’ll fix you another sandwich.”

      “I will. Though I may head to Atlanta and look there.”

      Jack waved before driving off. Angie had been nice, providing him with food when she didn’t have to. She knew he was gay, and yet she didn’t care. Her act of kindness gave him hope.

      The sun was setting as Jack pulled away from the curb. Andrew had been missing for a little over twelve weeks. It would be nearly impossible to find him now, but that wouldn’t stop Jack from looking.

      When he phoned Ed and told him he would be in town for a few days, Ed was ecstatic, demanding Jack stay at his house. Jack had agreed, but now he was having second thoughts. When he pulled up outside of Ed’s place, the front door swung open, and Ed raced out. Jack stepped out of his truck and slammed the door just before Ed hauled him into a tight hug.

      “Fuck, Jack, it’s not been the same without you. I freaking miss you.”

      Jack held on tight as Ed swung him around. After two times around, Jack’s back was starting to ache. “Hey, let me down.”

      Ed let him drop to the ground before stepping back and grabbing Jack’s shoulder. “So, you found Andrew yet?”

      “No, I haven’t heard from him or anything. Has he called you?”

      “Nope.” Ed patted Jack on the back, but the reassurance felt hollow. “Do you want to go out and party with the guys?”

      Jack shook his head. No one else understood how desperate he was to find Andrew. The thought of spending an evening partying with the guys made his stomach turn. “Thanks, Ed, but I don’t think I can. I’m going to call the Kemps and Dan to see if I can meet with them in the morning.”

      “Whoa, buzz kill.” Ed started dancing around in front of him, hopping from one foot to the other. “Come on, Jack, we can party, then you can search tomorrow.”

      “I really need to find Andrew, and I’d be worried all night long. I’m a wreck, and I’d only bring you all down.”

      Ed shook his head. “You’ll find him. I’m sure he’s fine. You know, his parents probably just moved back to Atlanta.”

      “Maybe, but I need to find him.”

      “Okay, but you’re going to miss a primo party.”

      In the space of a few months, everything had changed. Before, he might have gone to hang out with the guys, though he’d never been into partying. Most parties turned into make-out sessions, leaving him the odd man out since he was gay. But now, the last thing he wanted to do was party with anyone. “I just need to place a few calls, then crash.”

      “Are you sure?” Ed asked.

      “Yeah, so your parents don’t mind, do they?”

      “Nah, they’re out of town. They don’t even know you’re here.”

      “I’m going to make a few calls, then go to bed.” Jack wasn’t in the mood to see his old friends. They wouldn’t understand what he’d been through. His life had changed so much since going to New Life. No longer could he relate to issues most high school seniors thought were important. The harsh reality of abuse of power had set him on a different path.

      “Hey, it’s good seeing you.” Ed pulled him into an awkward hug.

      “Thanks, Ed. I really appreciate you letting me stay here. I just need to find Andrew.”

      “It’s cool. I’ll see you in the morning.”

      Jack used the bathroom near Ed’s room, then splashed water on his face. After drying away the moisture, he stared at himself in the mirror. The guy looking back at him wasn’t the same boy who’d lived in Sweet. His innocence had fled, taking away his smile. Any time he felt happy, memories of Andrew would surface, and all the joy would rush away.

      Part of him felt calling Dan, and the Kemps would be a waste of time. They’d talked a few times after Jack had been released from the hospital, but they hadn’t had any information on Andrew. He hoped they had more information now. Maybe something had surfaced, or some details had come in that could give him news about where Andrew was.

      The phone rang twice before Cole Kemp answered. “Hello, this is Cole.”

      “Hello Mr. Kemp, it’s Jack Miller. I was wondering if you’d heard from Andrew.”

      “No, son, I haven’t. I’m worried about him. Are you still in Alabama?”

      “We still live in Alabama, but I’m in Sweet right now. I’m looking for Andrew.”

      “Oh, we didn’t know. Could you come by?”

      “Well, I’m kind of tired.”

      “How about breakfast? I know Melinda would love to see you.”

      Jack wanted to see them both. Maybe they knew where Andrew had lived in Atlanta. “Sure, what time in the morning?”

      “Do you plan on getting an early start?”

      “Actually, I was going to drive up to Atlanta tomorrow, so yes, I wanted to go early.”

      “Seven-thirty. Is that too early?”

      “No, sir. And thank you.”

      Jack placed a call to Dan, praying that the man had some news. The phone rolled to voicemail, and he left a message. “Hi Dan, it’s Jack Miller. I just wondered if you’d heard anything about Andrew Collins. I’m in Sweet today and eating breakfast at Cole and Melinda Kemp’s house tomorrow. I’m going to go to bed early tonight, but I hope I can catch up with you before I head out.”

      He hung up and stared at the phone for a few minutes before placing a call to his mom. “Hey, Mom,” he said when she answered.

      “Did you hear anything about him?” She sounded so hopeful.

      “No, ma’am. I’m going to drive into Atlanta in the morning.”

      “Okay, just be careful. I don’t want you getting hurt.”

      “Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.”

      “Jack, I’m going to worry.”

      “I know.”

      “I love you. Call when you get to Atlanta.”

      “I will.” He hung up the phone and lay down on the couch. Ed had left two blankets for him, and he wrapped himself up tight after setting an alarm. He’d be up early and out of Ed’s hair. It was different now. Part of him wished it could be like old times, hanging out and just chilling with the team, but they hadn’t really known him. They all thought they had, but he’d hidden the most important part of himself. Only Andrew knew him, and that’s why he had to find him. Even if Andrew no longer wanted him, he still needed to make sure the man was okay.
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      Lost in middle America wasn’t as awful as it sounded. At least he didn’t really have to think. Bud drove while Andrew watched the world pass him by. The days blended together, and he didn’t know if it had been two weeks or months. When Bud went home to his family, he dropped Andrew at a homeless shelter, then came around to pick him up a few days later when he rolled out of town. Andrew didn’t pay attention to anything. Where they drove, what towns they passed through, it was all a blur.

      He didn’t actually know why he was still alive. Maybe it was because of Bud, or he just didn’t know how to end it. Or maybe he was still enjoying the memories of Jack and didn’t want those to stop. Jack had been his everything, and now living seemed like such a sham. He didn’t want to breathe anymore, but for some reason, he kept living.

      Bud pulled into a truck stop, and they did their normal routine of him blowing and Bud coming. Though Bud was nothing like Jack, Andrew could imagine the man was his boyfriend. Even if for only a few seconds, he believed Jack still lived and was with him. That had to be why he stayed alive. He needed Jack so much that even a substitute would suffice if it meant he felt Jack.

      Andrew lay down, allowing Bud to wrap his arms around him. Lately, Bud had started getting too close. Andrew feared the man would want more than he could give. They no longer talked about Bud’s wife or kids, and Andrew wasn’t interested. A few times on the road, the phone would ring, and Bud would ask him to be silent while he talked to his wife. It seemed like they got along okay, but it was obvious to Andrew that Bud was gay and hiding the truth not only from himself but his wife, too.

      That night, as he lay wrapped in Bud’s arms, pretending it was Jack, he fell asleep quickly. His dreams were filled with memories of him and Jack together. Then his dreams twisted to horror as he imagined Jack being crushed by the weight of Bud’s truck. He screamed and sat up, crying out for Jack. Bud grabbed his shoulder and pulled him down. Lips were on his, and for a short moment, he thought it was Jack, but it didn’t taste or feel like Jack. After a second, he realized that Bud held him down and kissed him. Socked by the invasion, Andrew fought to be free. They hadn’t kissed before and having someone else’s lips on his other than Jack’s felt wrong. He pushed Bud away and tried to sit up, but Bud shoved him back to the mattress and covered him with his big body. Andrew squirmed and kicked, fighting to get free, but he was trapped.

      Bud grabbed his hands and held him down, forcing a deep kiss on Andrew. Tears filled Andrew’s eyes. Bud was much bigger than he, and the man wasn’t giving up easily.

      Finally, after Andrew thought there’d be no end to the kiss, Bud pulled away but didn’t let go. “Who is Jack?” Bud growled.

      Andrew didn’t answer. Bud snarled and pushed his pants lower, rubbing his dick over Andrew’s belly. Horror washed over Andrew, and he renewed his fight to be free. Bud shoved at Andrew’s clothes, thrusting the waistband of Andrew’s pants over his hips. The man struggled to push Andrew’s pants lower, but they weren’t moving, and Andrew wasn’t going to help. Bud finally settled with humping Andrew, his cock sliding over Andrew’s flesh as he breathed hard in Andrew’s ear. The first spray of hot cum from Bud signaled this was almost over. Humiliation washed over Andrew as he waited for Bud to finish. He’d been used. This wasn’t a blowjob that he could be detached about; Bud had tried to rape him.

      When the last drop of cum dripped on his stomach, Bud rolled off Andrew, freeing him to leave. But he didn’t move at first. Shocked at what had happened, Andrew stared at the ceiling of the truck, unsure what he’d do next. Before tonight, he’d willingly, well, kind of willingly, blown the guy. But when Bud had stretched out over him, holding him down and trying to do more, Andrew hadn’t wanted that. Maybe it was his fault for sleeping with Bud. He should have paid more attention to the warning signs. He knew Bud had been getting too close, and he should have left miles ago.

      “Hey, are you okay?” Bud asked.

      “Yeah, I’m going to use the bathroom,” Andrew lied.

      “Sure, just knock when you want back in.”

      Andrew didn’t have much, just a hoodie and two pairs of jeans along with his toothbrush and shoes. During the time he’d been traveling with Bud, he’d accumulated almost two hundred dollars. Bud allowed him to keep the change when they bought stuff and sometimes gave him a few dollars to get food. Andrew hadn’t spent the money, knowing one day he might need it.

      All his belongings were secured in a bag sitting on the passenger seat. When they’d come back from the truck stop after cleaning up, he’d dropped the bag on his seat, thinking he’d take care of it in the morning. He was glad he’d left it there.

      On the way out of the truck, he grabbed his things and pulled on his shoes. He took off across the parking lot, entering the store and going all the way through to the other side. Hurrying, he raced across the lot and over to the freeway. Bud would be out for a while. The man always slept well after an orgasm, and he doubted tonight would be any different. Andrew hated that Bud had done what he had. He knew he wouldn’t be able to stay with the man forever, but he’d hoped they could have parted on better terms.

      A truck rolled to a stop a few hundred yards in front of him. He thought about turning around and walking the other way, not wanting to jump into a truck with just anyone. Bud had scared him. The guy could have really hurt him, and he sure as hell didn’t want to have sex with anyone. Andrew kept walking until he reached the cab of the new truck. The passenger door swung open, revealing a middle-aged man.

      “Hey, kid, you need a ride?”

      Andrew stared at the ground for a moment before looking back at the guy. He wasn’t ugly and didn’t seem to be too weird. It could have been so much worse and walking along this road for too long could get him in trouble if Bud woke up and realized he’d left. “What do you want in exchange?”

      “Nothing. Just a companion to ride with me, so I don’t get too bored.”

      “Are you sure?” Andrew asked.

      “I just need some company, that’s all, kid.”

      He wasn’t going to get into the cab of the truck. Then a strong wind blew in, and a few drops of rain fell. Lightning streaked across the sky, and thunder boomed. Defeat caused his shoulders to sag. What was the big deal, anyway? Living had become too hard, and maybe, just maybe, this guy would be so horrible that Jack’s memory would finally let him go and allow him to die. More rain fell, and he didn’t see that he really had any better options. He had no idea what city he was near or if there was shelter nearby. He shivered, disgusted by what had just happened. He knew he couldn’t go back to Bud, which only left him with one real option.

      “Sure.” Andrew climbed up into the cab and settled, strapping in as the truck rumbled down the road.

      “I’m Steve.”

      “Michael.” Andrew was used to the name since Bud had called him Michael for so long. He still had issues recognizing it as his if they were in a store, but the name would work for now.

      “You’ve been on the road for long?” Steve asked.

      “I don’t know. What day is it?”

      Steve laughed and shifted gears. The sound of the truck drowned out everything in the cab for a few seconds. Then he could hear Steve again. “It’s Valentine’s Day.”

      Andrew nodded and choked back the tears. He’d never had a Valentine before, and he’d been hoping that Jack would be his. Quiet tears slid down his cheeks, mirroring the rain washing over the side window. Once again, he was in the position of watching the world roll by instead of living. He hated being trapped in this life without Jack. His heart squeezed, and for a while, he wondered if he was going to be able to keep breathing.

      He must have fallen asleep at some point. The sun was up when he woke, and the truck had stopped. Andrew straightened and was about to get out of the truck when Steve stepped out of the store. The guy was older but fit. Andrew made sure he had his bag in hand before Steve got back. He figured the man would make him leave now that the sun was up.

      Steve opened the driver’s side door and smiled when he saw that Andrew was awake. “Well, Michael, you’re up. Why don’t you go use the facilities? I need to call home and eat breakfast. After that, I’ll be ready to roll. The call will take about fifteen minutes, so plenty of time for you to take care of things.”

      “Okay.”

      “Hey, I bought some breakfast for you, so you don’t have to buy anything.”

      “Thanks.” Andrew took his bag with him, not knowing if he would head back to the truck or run out like he had on Bud.

      After using the restroom and washing with the water from the sink, Andrew headed out of the store but stopped when he saw a payphone. He thought about calling Jack’s house. He wanted to talk to Lucy and find out what had happened. At first, he hadn’t even thought about how Jack had died. All he knew was he was to blame. But now he wanted to know what had happened to his boyfriend.

      He stared at the phone for five minutes, afraid of what would greet him if he actually placed the call. Fear filled him, and he realized he wasn’t brave enough yet. Maybe if they drove through Georgia and were in the area, he’d stop by. Or possibly in a few weeks, he’d call.

      The door to the store opened, and he heard the rumble of a diesel engine starting. He sighed and left the store, wishing he were strong enough to place the call. Steve’s truck was out the back door and around the corner. He hesitated before going directly to it. His options were too few, so he ignored any misgivings and headed to the truck. Maybe Steve would be different. Hell, Bud had been okay until the end. Andrew shivered as he approached Steve’s truck. Sticking with any one person for too long would be a mistake. He’d ride with Steve for a few weeks, maybe until they reached Georgia, and then he’d start walking.

      Somehow, he ended up in South Dakota with Steve. They picked up a load and headed to Denver. Snow and ice coated much of the landscape, but the barrenness was beautiful in an odd and chilling way. Every moment of his life with Jack played through his mind, from the first burger at McDonald’s to the kiss he stole on the bus. Then there were the times they made love, kissing each other’s bodies until heaven and earth met, bringing him so much pleasure he’d wondered if he would survive.

      For some reason, though he’d thought about leaving, Andrew stuck with Steve as they made their way back east. He saw more of the United States than he thought he would, but he was beginning to feel weird around Steve. When they rolled into North Carolina, he told Steve he was taking off. The guy was understanding and wished him well, giving him some money and his phone number.

      “Seriously, if you need something, call. I’ll see what I can do to help you.”

      Andrew nodded and looked directly into Steve’s eyes. “Why are you so nice?”

      “My son took off when he was sixteen. I really wasn’t a good dad. I’ve learned a lot since then. He got into some bad stuff and ended up in jail. I always try to help young hitchhikers. You seem like you’ve got a good head on your shoulders.”

      Andrew was silent for a moment. “I’m sorry about your son. Thanks for all you’ve done.”

      Steve nodded and smiled. “Just be careful and stay out of trouble.”

      “I will.” A small amount of hope filled Andrew, if even for a second. “My name isn’t Michael. It’s Andrew.”

      “I figured you weren’t really a Michael, but I didn’t want to push it. Remember to call if you need anything. Not everyone is nice, so be careful.”

      “Thanks, I’ll keep that in mind.” Andrew jumped out of the truck and took off across the parking lot, wishing he’d known Steve better while they’d been traveling together. So many chunks of time were missing from the last few weeks. Thoughts of Jack had left him unaware of his everything. The weather was still cold, so he headed south, taking a ride with a trucker after a day of walking along the highway. The guy wanted a blowjob at first, which wasn’t bad. Then they stopped in Florida, and things changed. The dude wanted to fuck. Andrew said no and ended up being kicked out of the truck in the middle of Miami. It suited Andrew fine.

      The weather was hot, and he was tired of driving all over the place. Living in a truck had lost its appeal, and the guys were asking for too much, wanting something that belonged to Jack. The first night in Miami, he found a homeless shelter not far from where he’d been dropped. He’d been at the shelter for less than four hours when he realized his mistake. The place was packed with too many people, and it stank. He had to hold on tight to his bag because three different people tried to steal it from him. In the morning, he headed to the beach and sat in the sun, staring out at the ocean.

      Jack would have loved this place. He imagined them lying on towels, getting a tan as they dozed lazily. Jack’s sweet muscles would attract a lot of attention. Jack would ignore their interest, focusing all of his attention on Andrew. Then they’d run out to the surf, playing in the water until they were either too tired or cold before they headed back to their hotel to nap. When they got hungry, they’d grab a hotdog or taco from one of the vendors and eat until they were full. Once the sun set, they’d fill their time with dancing and sex.

      Fuck, he missed sex with Jack. Not that they’d been able to do that much, and he actually thought he’d blown Bud more than Jack, but he wanted to feel Jack on top of him, sliding into him and loving him. He closed his eyes and stretched out on the sand, resting his head on his bag. The wind blew across the beach and calmed him. He could almost feel Jack touching him as the breeze passed over him. Jack was in the wind and in the waves, his voice almost audible as he thought of the words Jack had said to him. The palm leaves
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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.



