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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      The first thing Frank Winters noticed was the crows. They lined the driveway to the Muller estate. There had to be two dozen of them on each side of the drive. They meandered about, strutting and pecking. He was familiar with them, as the little bastards would untie his garbage bags every week if he didn’t put lids on his cans.

      There were other rumors about the crows, folktales that circulated through town. Some of his father and grandfather’s generation swore that the crows appeared every so often. When they showed up, people went missing. Frank thought it was coincidence and nothing more than the musings of superstitious old men, but he couldn’t deny the town’s history. A lot of people had gone missing over the years, and few of the cases had been solved.

      He drove his F-150 past the crows, and they regarded him with shiny, ink spot eyes. None of them took off when he drove through. He’d been hired to plow the driveway at the Muller place and was out here to put stakes in the ground. The property had been abandoned for ten years or so, since Sandy Muller passed away. She’d been the last surviving heir to the Muller fortune.

      The Mullers had reportedly made their money bootlegging during the Prohibition era. The patriarch of the Muller clan had gone legit during the war, putting his money into manufacturing plants. Built fighters to help beat back the Nazis.

      He didn’t really care how they made their money, as long as he got paid. Frank pulled up to the house and climbed out of the truck.

      Frank didn’t mind being alone, and even heading out to an abandoned property like this normally wouldn’t have bothered him. Except they’d found that kid’s body not far from here. Denny Henderson’s boy, Tim. He hadn’t returned home from a friend’s house, and a couple of kids spotted his body in the woods.

      As usual, no one had been apprehended. If any creeps were lurking around, he had a lead pipe wrapped with grip tape in his truck for protection.

      He looked up at the house before getting the stakes out of his truck bed. It was a white, sprawling thing with multiple wings. Next to the main house, an empty inground pool sat surrounded by a wrought iron fence. Nature had reclaimed the pool, as weeds and bushes sprouted from the cracked concrete bottom.

      He supposed the place was a little creepy, somewhere he would’ve dared his friends to explore as a kid. He grabbed the stakes out of the truck, really nothing more than thin, orange rods used to guide him when plowing. He began the task of pounding them into the ground along the driveway’s edge.

      This was going to take him a while, and the sun had started dropping below the tree line. A sense of unease filled him, although he couldn’t say why.

      Frank moved along the driveway, pounding in the stakes, and when he got halfway down, he moved the truck closer. Grabbed more stakes and kept driving them in the ground.

      It was almost dark now, and he retrieved a mini flashlight from the truck, then put it in his front pocket. As he was getting ready to pound in the next stake, he heard a crash come from inside the house. It made him jump, and he realized the hairs on the back of his neck were standing up.

      Frank studied the house for a moment, looking for any sign of movement. He supposed it could’ve been an animal banging around inside and went back to work.

      He was about three quarters done, coming to the bend in the driveway. Despite the cold air, a light sweat had formed on his brow. His mouth felt dry and he wished he’d had a bottled water handy. He didn’t drink enough water, and his urologist would give him hell over that. Two bouts with kidney stones hadn’t been enough to make him drink more water.

      Another crash came from the house, this one louder than the last. He was about forty yards from the place, but this time he swore a shadow passed near a front window.

      He could come back in the morning and finish this, as there was plenty of time before snow fell. The voice of his father echoed in his head though: You some kind of pansy? This was the man who’d smashed the Batman night light Frank’s mother had put in his room to alleviate six-year-old Frank’s fear of the dark.

      Frank would keep going.

      He put a few more stakes in the ground, now almost to the end of the driveway. He’d treat himself on the way home to a bacon jam burger at McGee’s for his hard work. His family doctor would get on his ass about the burger, as his cholesterol had climbed last visit. Fuck it, you had to live a little, right?

      From the direction of the house, he heard something swishing through the leaves, and spotted a shadow slip from the house. It loped into the woods, whatever it was, moving on two legs. He only saw it for a second, but it was enough to make him bolt for the truck.

      He could afford to leave off the last few stakes. He started up the F-150 and headed out for his date with a monster burger.
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      Jack Gallivan felt someone watching him, and he glanced sideways to see his mom standing in the hallway outside his bedroom. She had her arms crossed. He glanced at her, seeing the perpetual look of worry that had formed on her forehead since Tim had died.

      Normally he shut his bedroom door, wanting privacy at thirteen, away from a parent’s prying eyes. And if he decided to pull up some videos on Porn Hub, he definitely didn’t want his mom barging in on that.

      “Need something, Mom?”

      “You doing okay?”

      “Okay as I can,” Jack said.

      “Let me know if you need something.”

      “I will Mom.”

      He heard her trail off down the hallway. Since the night Tim had disappeared, and been later found, Mom had been watching him like crazy. She was worried about him. Tim had been his best friend for the past three years. Along with Melissa Saunders, they’d hung out all summer, swimming in Melissa’s inground pool and hanging on the patio.

      They’d had a sense of adventure as the summer ended. High school had started, and the three of them were in a lot of the same classes. Jack had joined the school newspaper, which was okay, but what he really wanted to do was write novels. He had a stack of spiral-bound notebooks in his closet with stories he’d started, some decent and some he wouldn’t wipe his ass with.

      Tim had joined the swim team and Melissa got on the debate team. They’d integrated well into high school, and things had gone good for Tim until the night of November first.

      It had been a Saturday, and Tim had slept over, the two of them watching a Saw movie marathon. Around ten o’clock, Tim’s mom had called and said she wasn’t feeling well. Tim’s dad was working nights at the GM plant, and she needed Tim to come home. He’d seen the pinched look on his buddy’s face, as this happened frequently.

      Tim’s mom had any number of medical conditions, for which she had dozens of pill bottles, usually arranged in a neat row on their counter. In Jack’s opinion, she faked a lot and used her “conditions” to manipulate Tim into coming home and waiting on her.

      Tim had packed up his stuff and headed out. Jack’s mom had offered him a ride, but he insisted on making the walk, which was a little under a mile.

      Jack told him he’d see him Monday at school.

      That had been the last time he’d talked to his best friend.

      Tim never made it home.

      

      It had been two weeks since Tim had died. The police had shown up at their house. The detectives had been polite enough in asking their questions, but Jack still felt like he’d done something wrong. He shouldn’t have let Tim go, maybe should’ve insisted Mom give him a ride. The guilt almost hurt, like a throbbing toothache that wouldn’t quit.

      The detectives had taken a bunch of notes, sitting on the edge of their couch in their dark suits. Mom had offered them coffee, but they’d refused. They were doing all they could to track down Tim’s killer. Jack and his mom had repeated the night’s events to them twice, and they’d seemed satisfied and left.

      Now, he sat in his room texting with Melissa. Jack needed to see exactly where Tim had been found. He knew the spot, a place they’d cut through the woods hundreds of times to get to Tim’s house. He didn’t know what it would solve, seeing the place where they’d found Tim, but he felt compelled. Hell, they might even have cops watching the scene in case the psycho returned to the spot. They risked being spotted at the scene.

      The rumors around school had swirled, that Tim had been slit open and his insides removed. That was stuff you didn’t hear on the news. In reality, they’d found his body a few hundred yards from his back pack. He liked to think the rumors about Tim being cut open were false.

      There were other rumors, that the crows had returned. It had become part of the town’s fabric that the crows coincided with disappearances. Tim had been the first this time. The last string of them had happened in the mid-eighties. Six kids, gone. Three of the bodies had been found. The others were gone for good, their families left with nothing, not even the option to give them a decent burial.

      His phone dinged again. It was Melissa.

      Meet me at Red Apple.

      He’d have to play this right, as there was no way Mom was letting him go far with a potential murderer on the loose. The Red Apple market was on the corner of their street. If he begged, maybe she’d let him head up there, as it was only a few blocks away.

      He headed into the kitchen, where his mom sat sipping a cup of tea. Her long, dark hair had fallen partially out of the ponytail. At thirty-five, Kelly Gallivan often got told she looked twenty-five. After his dad had left, there’d been no shortage of guys wanting to date his mom. Sometimes they chatted with her in the grocery store or the bank. There had been a few guys she’d dated, but nothing serious had come of it.

      Jack hadn’t liked any of them, especially Jesse, with his muscles and prison-style tattoos. He’d always given Jack a friendly punch on the arm, the punch feeling a little too hard at times. Once, he’d left a bruise on Jack’s shoulder and told Jack to man up after he winced in pain.

      “Hey Mom, can I go down to the Red Apple?”

      “What for?”

      “Meet Melissa and get some snacks.”

      “I don’t know Jack. It’s getting dark and it’s a school night.”

      “I’ll come right back.”

      He saw the worry form on her face as she thought it over.

      “All right. But be back here in half-an-hour, not a minute more. It’s just up the street, after all. And I can hear the Kowalskis playing music on their front porch, so people are out.”

      “Thanks Mom. I’ll be careful.”

      “If you see anything weird, come right home. A half hour. I mean it. Suppose we can’t keep you in a bubble.”

      He felt like a shit for lying to her, but he would be careful. He had a small flashlight tucked in his back pocket and a Gerber pocketknife one of Mom’s boyfriends had gifted him. He supposed they weren’t all complete turds, after all. At least he’d gotten a knife out of the deal.

      He headed down the street, passing the Kowalski’s place. As usual for this time of year, they were out in the side yard. They had a fire going in an outdoor fireplace. Three guys standing around drinking light beers and listening to seventies rock.

      Jack nodded as he passed them. They raised their beers in salute.

      He found Melissa waiting by the front door of the Red Apple under the bright lights. She had on an oversized hoodie and ripped jeans. She smiled and waved. Jack loved it when she smiled and he liked it quite a bit if their hands happened to touch when walking side-by-side.

      He’d never admit that to her, because she’d probably call him a huge dork, but it didn’t stop him from thinking his friend was one of the prettiest girls in school.

      “I’ve got half an hour,” he said.

      “We’d better move fast then. You sure you want to do this?”

      “I’m sure.”

      “If there are cops, we’ll have to abandon ship,” she said.

      They walked in silence until they found the street that led to the short cut. The street had a cul-de-sac at the end, and you had to cut through someone’s side yard to the woods beyond, where a path had been cut.

      They hurried past the house, which was dark, and started down the path. Jack knew the old Muller estate was on the other side of the woods, where the path diverged. If you turned right, the path came out one block over from Tim’s in a subdivision. Going left took you to the edge of the Muller property, which was bordered on that side by a cobblestone wall.

      They got halfway when Jack saw the police tape wound around trees just off the path. That was it, the place where Tim had met his end. To Jack’s surprise, no police stood guard, which didn’t necessarily mean they weren’t around.

      Jack froze. He didn’t know what to expect. Maybe for the SWAT team to rappel down from the trees.

      Melissa took his hand, her skin cool and dry. “We can do this.”

      He didn’t want to cry in front of her like some goddamned baby. He fought back some tears.

      “I’m sad, too. It’s okay if you cry,” Melissa said.

      “Not gonna cry. C’mon.”

      They moved up to the police tape, which was wound around the trees in a rough rectangle. There wasn’t much to see, just a patch of dirt and leaves where the cops had found Tim’s backpack. He didn’t know what he’d hoped to see.

      A crow cawed from somewhere in the woods, which Jack found odd. He couldn’t ever recall hearing a crow after dark.

      “I’m getting nervous,” Melissa said. “What if the guy who killed him is still around?”

      “How do you know it’s a guy?”

      “It’s always a guy. Women don’t murder kids,” Melissa said. “At least not out in the woods like this.”

      “Yeah, guess you’re right.”

      “I’ll bet Tim was scared.”

      “Who wouldn’t be?” Jack said.

      “I hope it wasn’t too bad for him at the end. Jesus,” she said, choking back tears.

      They stood in silence for a few more minutes before Jack said, “I should get home.”

      He realized she was still holding his hand and he felt his heart rate go up. “Thanks for coming with me.”

      “Welcome,” she said, and slipped her hand from his, much to Jack’s dismay.

      They headed back down the path, and when they were near the end, something rustled in the leaves behind them. Jack whipped around and glimpsed something step across the path. It was dark and moved quickly. He thought maybe it turned its head, but couldn’t be sure. He really couldn’t be sure if he saw it at all, as it seemed to be nothing more than a shadow, gone in seconds.

      “What’s the matter?” Melissa asked.

      “Thought I saw something.”

      “Saw what?”

      “Dark. Moving across the road.”

      “That’s it, just dark?”

      “It was really tall. Shaped like a man, but not. At least I thought I saw it.”

      “Guessing your imagination’s running away.”

      “Probably. Let’s go.”

      In reality, a shiver ran up his spine, and it felt as if something was just off about the woods.

      Jack hurried along, forcing Melissa to keep pace with him. As they crossed the cul-de-sac, he saw a group of crows milling around on a front lawn.

      He didn’t want to hang around here anymore.
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      When Jack got home, Mom was sitting in a recliner watching one of those home buying shows where people were super picky. Most of the time, they wanted a mansion on an apartment budget. Mom liked to pick the buyers apart, and sometimes he’d watch with her and they’d mock the show together.

      He stood behind her chair.

      “How was your jaunt to the store?”

      “Fine.”

      “What’d you get?”

      He realized he hadn’t bought anything. “Uh, a bag of Doritos and Mountain Dew.”

      “Got it. I’d like you not to stray too far from home for now.”

      He usually didn’t go anywhere other than the Red Apple, Melissa’s house, or Tim’s house.

      And we won’t be heading to Tim’s anymore, will we?

      That thought hurt him a little. “Okay. A hermit’s life it is.”

      Mom clucked her tongue. “Now I didn’t say you had to be a hermit. Don’t put words in my mouth.”

      “Okay. Partial hermit.”

      “That’s better.”

      She sounded tired. She’d been putting in long hours at work as a director in the IT department at a big health insurance firm. They did okay financially, according to Mom. He never wanted for new clothes or a new PS4 game once in a while.

      His dad had left when Jack was seven. His mother had told him some of the details when he was eleven or twelve. His dad had gone to Vegas for a boys’ weekend with his buddies. He'd called Jack’s mom and said he wasn’t coming back.

      He eventually came back for his stuff, but Mom had sent Jack to his grandma Kay’s while Dad rounded up his things. He didn’t realize it then, but he imagined they’d had quite the argument. It would’ve been no place for a kid to hang around, hearing his parents scream at one another.

      So Mom worked long hours to keep them afloat and was tired most of the time.

      He didn’t miss his dad. In fact, he was pretty fucking pissed at the guy. He lived out in Santa Monica or Santa Barbara, or one of those places. His dad had offered to fly Jack out there last summer and Jack had refused the invitation.

      “I’m heading up to do some homework,” Jack said.

      “Okay. Study hard,” she said.

      

      He headed up to his room and got out his algebra worksheets. Sharpened up a pencil and got to work. His mind kept going back to Melissa, the way she’d taken his hand, and the way his pulse had rocketed.

      They were nothing more than friends, he supposed, but what did that hand holding mean? And he couldn’t deny noticing how good she’d looked in a swimsuit this past summer.

      Tim would roast Jack if he were here. Is Jackie in love with Missy? You two getting married?

      As much as it would’ve annoyed Jack, he missed Tim’s ball busting.

      Jack was about an hour into his homework, having moved on from algebra to global studies. He was getting hungry, so he headed downstairs to grab a snack. The living room was empty and the television dark, which meant Mom had retreated to her bedroom.

      He headed into the kitchen and got himself a bowl of chips and a can of Pepsi from the fridge. He set the can on the counter, right near the kitchen sink, where a nearby window looked out onto the back yard. As he was popping opening his Pepsi, he heard something scrape against the house.

      The spotlight on the outside of the house dimmed, and the light coming in the kitchen window diminished. At first he thought the light just blew out, but then he saw a shape outside the window.

      The window was seven or eight feet off the ground, and he clearly saw the outline of a shoulder, dark as the night behind it.

      His skin tingled, and the hair on his arms stood up. There was definitely a large, human-like shape outside. He set his bowl of chips on the counter and darted out of the kitchen.

      Jack ran upstairs and knocked on his mom’s bedroom door.

      “What is it, kiddo?”

      “Someone’s outside the house.”

      He heard rustling as she got out of bed. She opened the door, dressed in sweats and a t-shirt. “Where?”

      “Outside the kitchen window.”

      “Stay here a second.”

      “Don’t go down there. Call the cops.”

      “I’m going to,” she said, taking her cell phone from her sweat pants pocket. “Just want to have a look. Stay here.”

      She padded down the stairs, and he didn’t listen to instructions, following her to where she stood in the archway to the kitchen. She was dialing 911 when he caught up to her.

      “Yes, thank you. The doors are locked,” she said to the dispatcher. “We’ll stay inside with the doors locked.”

      They decided to wait upstairs and watch out Mom’s bedroom window for the police to arrive. The downstairs doors were locked, but that didn’t make Jack feel any better. He wasn’t going to say anything, but he wondered if the thing in the woods followed him here. That was crazy, right?

      The police cruiser pulled in the driveway and an officer got out holding a long flashlight. He came to the front door and rang the bell. They went down and answered.

      “Evening,” the officer said. “You heard something outside?”

      “My son saw someone outside the kitchen window. In the back yard.”

      “Okay. Sit tight and I’ll have a look around.”

      This time, they waited in the living room, and when the officer returned to the front door, he said he didn’t see anything. He bade them goodnight and told to call if they had any other problems.

      They watched him pull out, then went back inside.

      “You sure it wasn’t just a shadow?” Mom said.

      “I’m sure. Someone was standing there.”

      “They’d have to be pretty tall.”

      So was the thing I saw in the woods. “Someone was there.”

      He could see the worry on her face, maybe thinking that whoever killed Tim was hanging around. “Let’s try and get some sleep.”

      She retreated to her bedroom, and Jack went to his. His Pepsi and chips were still sitting on the kitchen counter, but he had no desire to go get them. His stomach felt slick and greasy, and he didn’t want to go near the window again.

      He sat at his desk. It was still a little early for bed, and he didn’t think he’d sleep, anyway.

      He got up and looked out the window, which overlooked the yard. Two crows strutted in the grass. Again, he’d never seen a crow out past dark. He shut the curtain and went back to his desk.

      It was going to be a long, sleepless night.
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      Robert Glass stared at the ceiling in his cell, where a brownish water spot had formed. He was in the top bunk, and because he’d been in prison for almost thirty years, he’d gotten his choice of bunk.

      He preferred the top bunk. His cell mate, a kid with a bad pin-up tattoo and a shaved head, was fresh into prison. Billy Banks was his name. The kid was doing a stretch for armed robbery after trying to rob a goddamned Wendy’s, off all places.

      The kid had been put in the protective custody unit with Glass. One of the white supremacist gangs wanted the kid to join, and he’d refused. The white boys didn’t like that and the kid got a tip that they were going to ventilate him with a sharp object. The kid had gone to the guards and said he feared for his life.

      They’d put Glass here for a different reason: he’d killed kids, which put a target on his back. They’d gotten to him early in his sentence, stabbing him with a sharpened piece of metal ripped from a bunk. The shank just missed his kidney, and had put him in the infirmary for three weeks. After that, the prison officials determined he was at risk, so they moved him to protective custody. PC was for pedos, rapists, and punks. He was surrounded by them, and if they ever returned to general population, they’d be stabbed, no question.

      He knew Billy was awake on the bottom bunk, waiting. The new kid had been talking about making a name for himself, running his mouth to other inmates. Word had gotten back to Glass. That was one thing the fresh fish learned the hard way: You didn’t talk shit about other inmates.

      Glass heard Billy shift on his bunk, so he threw off his blanket in preparation of the kid making a move. He’d gone to bed with his boots on, for good reason. He was certain the kid would make his move in the middle of the night.

      Glass shifted, sat up on the bunk, drawing his knees to his chest. He was backed against the wall.

      The kid slid out of bed, stood up. Glass saw the piece, the bottom half wrapped in tape for grip. Billy’s eyes got wide. Glass thrust his legs forward, kicking Billy in the face. Bone crunched and he staggered against the wall.

      Glass kicked him again, catching him in the ear. The kid dropped his piece and it clattered on the floor.

      He sprung off the bunk, kneed Billy in the groin, then smacked his head against the concrete. Billy fell to the ground, blood leaking from his skull.

      He heard yelling on the tier, the cops on the way to his cell.

      “Shouldn’t have fucked with me, kid.”

      

      He played nice when the cops showed up at his door, which saved him from getting a face full of pepper spray. They’d thrown him on the ground and cuffed him, four beefy bastards in tactical gear. He didn’t know yet what had become of Billy. He was on the ground, unconscious, a spreading pool of blood staining his prison tans.

      They took him to administrative segregation. The hole, where you went to prison inside prison. He’d likely get a charge for assaulting the kid, although Billy having a piece on him would work in Glass’ favor. It didn’t matter to Glass, as he was never leaving. He was currently serving four consecutive life sentences for what he’d done.

      Someone screamed to be let out inside the unit. Glass told them to shut the fuck up. At least he was in here by himself and didn’t have to deal with a cell mate. He’d seen guys beaten senseless by cell mates for something as minor as tracking mud into the cell.

      He flopped down on his bunk, realizing he still had some of Billy’s blood on his pants. He looked up at the ceiling. He spent a lot of time doing that in his cell.

      The Riverbend Child Killer is what they’d called him. Parents had walked their kids to school because of him. A curfew had been instituted, and police had patrolled the streets constantly while he was at work. In the end, he’d fucked up and gotten pulled over for a taillight being out.

      It so happened that he’d had the body of Mary Evers in his trunk, and had been on the way to dispose of her in an abandoned junkyard outside town. The cop who’d pulled him over noticed an odd smell and checked the trunk, where they’d found the girl’s body.

      Glass had killed the Evers girl and two others. At the same time he’d been taking victims, three other kids disappeared in town. Those weren’t his handiwork, and the cops hadn’t believed him, but they weren’t able to pin those on Glass.

      The Riverbend Child Killer had been found, and he’d confessed to the murders. Some people dubbed him the “Crow Killer,” based on the town’s belief that with the arrival of crows came bad times. Specifically, people disappearing.

      He didn’t believe in any of that crap, but if some birds added to his legend, then he was fine with that. A whole town had feared him. What he wouldn’t give to be out of here and doing those types of things again.

      One of the COs banged on the narrow glass window of his cell. “Hey Glass, you’re fucked. That kid died. Guess you’re adding onto that life sentence.”

      The CO walked away laughing.

      Glass didn’t care. Right now, all he wanted to do was get some sleep.
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      It turned out he didn’t sleep well. Some of the other guys in Ad Seg didn’t ever shut the hell up, and the guards did nothing to stop any of them. Some asshole spent the night calling out for Linda, whoever that was.

      He sat on the edge of his bunk, stripped down to his t-shirt and pants. The yelling on the block continued. Finally, one of the COs cruised past and told the inmate to shut the hell up.

      Glass stood up and looked out the cell window.

      The lights in the block flickered, then petered out. The doors remained locked, no doubt an emergency feature designed to present escape. That didn’t prevent inmates from banging and shaking the doors. The unit erupted, men standing at their doors, shouting and jeering.

      The noise rose to a crescendo. Some of the COs came up on the tier. A stocky cop stopped two doors down and said, “Get the fuck back. You throw your shit, and I’ll make your life miserable.”

      That was disgusting. He’d seen guys save up their crap and piss, only to launch it at the guards.

      He expected the lights to pop back on, but the unit remained shrouded in darkness. Then, to his surprise, the cell door flew open, as if someone had yanked it. He heard all the doors in the unit open and then saw two guards scramble onto the tiers.

      In the control booth, the elderly guard scrambled
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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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