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            Hunter

          

        

      

    

    
      My captive’s muffled, panicked voice struggles to cry out around his gag.

      Daylight fades against the canopy of leaves overhead, the sullen gray of an overcast day giving way to inky blue as the clouds thin. The crisp air is tinged with the stink of his piss, the dribble of it splattering on the forest floor.

      I tighten the robes binding him to the old maple tree. Once the knot is tight and secure, I stalk around to face him, staring at him through my ski mask.

      He is afraid, but he isn’t in pain.

      He deserves pain, but that isn’t how I operate.

      I’m not a sadist, or some maniac who gets off on torture.

      I do this because this is the right thing to do.

      What I’m doing is making the world a better place.

      This man’s victims could never find justice in the legal system, but I will rescue them.

      By killing him.

      His eyes bulge as the fading light makes my reflection vanish from his pupils. I’ve been watching him for a while, ensuring that he’s guilty. Maybe a court wouldn’t be able to prove it beyond a reasonable doubt, with his clean-shaven face, angular features, and mafia connections. The money he’d throw at defending himself would pay off most people’s mortgages.

      He’s a skinny accountant, but I know firsthand that he’s stronger than he looks.

      No, a jury would look at him and say there’s no way he could be a monster.

      There’s no way he could do the things I know he’s done.

      They’d think that real monsters are burly, terrifying men covered in scars and tattoos.

      But the most deadly ones are the ones you’d never suspect. The men who can pretend to be weak, cowardly, or charitable. The persona he’s cultivated so carefully over the years is a mask that I yearn to strip away from him. I need him to know that I see him as he really is.

      He can’t hide from me.

      “We’re a long way out in the woods.”

      My voice doesn’t quiver, my cadence smooth and calm. His breathing is quick and loud.

      “Hear that waterfall? It’s closer than you think.”

      I reach for the sheath on my belt and pull out a long hunting knife. The metal makes a soft noise against the leather, and the accountant tries to shout and struggle in his bindings.

      It’s useless, of course.

      The knots I tied in that rope could hold down a grizzly bear.

      I twirl the knife in my hand and reach to his face to take hold of the cloth wrapped around his face, holding the gag in.

      “Let’s have a chat.”

      He thrashes wildly against the rope. All he’s doing is giving himself rope burns.

      “You can scream all you want, but nobody’s going to hear you out here. And if they knew what you’ve done, they wouldn’t want to do anything about it, anyway.”

      That gets his attention.

      As I hook my fingers under the cloth and bring the razor-sharp knife to his face, I catch the scent of his cologne, and bile rises in me.

      I cut the gag loose, then pull it out of his mouth with my gloved hand, and drop it to the ground.

      He doesn’t howl and scream, instead choosing to observe me, his pale face sweaty and fearful. I’ve done this enough times to never presume what my prey will do. Nothing they do could impress me, though. They’re barely human to me.

      I pull my mask off my face so we can look at each other. He starts trying to memorize my features. I can almost read his mind, thinking about describing me to the police: a man with somewhat dark skin in his late twenties, brown hair and eyes, muscular, with a very short and trimmed beard, strong jaw and prominent brow, hair shaved on the sides and short on top. He might add broad shoulders and a deep voice that sounds like it’s from somewhere around here upstate.

      Then reality begins to creep in.

      It’s never good when your captor reveals his face.

      “What do you want?” he asks in a tired, scared voice. “Money? I’ve got a lot of money.”

      That I know, but I don’t answer. I stare into his eyes, searching him, wondering how far he’ll go.

      After a few moments of silence, he keeps talking.

      “Enough money to set up a guy like you real good. You like girls? I can hook you up with someone nice. Someone who won’t put up a fight. I got a lot of friends who have a lot of handy skills, you know? I-I can make things happen. A lot of things. Is there some girl you’ve always wanted? I can make her yours. Let’s…let’s just talk about this, okay? Hell, I know some people who could put you to work. Make some real money. More than whoever’s paying you for this. Someone’s paying you, right? I’ll double it. You get how this works, don’t you? I pay you more, set you up with someone nice, and we get back at whoever’s pulling the strings here. Make it so nobody ever knows what happened. That sounds good, right?”

      If I had any guilt about what I was about to do, his words would have cleansed my soul of it.

      His voice gets more desperate with every sentence. He’s grasping at straws, but I don’t think he realizes that. He thinks I’m a hitman, hired by some rival of his to take him out professionally. I’m flattered that he thinks I’m doing professional-grade work, frankly, and if I were, his string of absurd offers might have given me pause.

      Men like him who only care about money will go to any lengths to climb higher on their mountains of vice.

      But he doesn’t know who he’s dealing with.

      “Do you…do you get what I’m offering?” he pleads. “You hear me, right? How much do you know?”

      “More than I’d like to.”

      I look down at the blade of my knife and inspect the edge. This tool of mine cuts through human skin like butter.

      I slowly pace over to the small bag I left a few feet away from us when I dragged him out into these woods southwest of Ithaca. Stooping down, I pull out a simple folder and open it, approaching him and thumbing through it.

      “You’ve been a busy man, James,” I say. Reviewing the folder in front of him is just for show. I’ve memorized every detail. “You don’t fit the usual profile for your type. Most of you are happy to turn to white collar crime. But no, the second that you realized one of your clients had a hand in moving hard drugs, you wanted in. That’s the kind of blackmail you usually see in hardened mafiosos.”

      His jaw sets. He’s itching to say something to defend himself.

      But face to face with your own crimes with no justice system to hide under, it’s hard to muster up a defense.

      “You’re not lying about being able to offer me women, though,” I say, raising my glare to him. “It didn’t take you long to move on from helping drug traffickers cover their tracks. That wasn’t as interesting to you. So when you figured out that there’s just as much money in sex trafficking, with the bonus of being able to dip into your merchandise, you liked that. It went well for you. Until one girl turned up dead.”

      He opens his mouth to say something, but he thinks better of it when he remembers the long knife in my hand. He was probably just about to call me a hypocrite for judging him, considering our circumstances.

      I always find that such a funny thing for these monsters to fall back on.

      The men I kill deserve worse than my vengeance. I make the world a safer place.

      “Your mafia connections dropped you like a hot potato after that,” I say, pacing slowly as I read over his crimes.

      “Let’s be honest, if I hadn’t gotten to you, they probably would have sent one of theirs after you, eventually. But you didn’t need the mafia. You’d already learned how to trap women.” My stomach turns, but my voice remains eerily calm. I’ve done my best to numb myself to the shit these men do to get on my radar, but the disgust and anger is always just beneath the surface.

      “You played accountant for desperate people in poor neighborhoods. They were so grateful to finally have a professional to help them, but you were never there to help. It was your hunting ground. You found young women who were already desperate, and you took payment any way you wanted. And if they weren’t to your liking, some of them had young daughters that you liked. Very young daughters,” I add. It’s impossible to keep the furious grimace off my face as I shut the folder and toss it down.

      “Even your own daughter. Your own flesh and blood. What’s wrong with you?”

      “Who are you?” He doesn’t admit anything. He doesn’t deny it, either. “You don’t look Russian. Italian? Who do you work for?”

      “Neither. Not everything is about money, James. Sometimes concerned citizens are needed to create the justice that is so lacking in this world.”

      I put one gloved hand on his forehead, pushing it back against the tree as I glare at him. “Someone needs to stand up for the people who can’t stand up for themselves.”

      “So you’re a psychopath,” he growls.

      “No. I’m fully in touch with my humanity. And I have all the empathy in the world, but it lay with your daughter. Your hell will be filled with every ounce of pain you brought into her life. Forever.”

      Before he can reply, my right hand flashes up.

      The next second, his eyes go wide, then slowly glass over as he makes a soft choking noise. I’ve plunged my knife straight through his neck to the wood behind him.

      I always strike with surgical precision. It’s quick, clean, quiet, and if all goes well, I sever the spinal cord with a single thrust, ending him quickly and painlessly. Normally, I don’t even let them know what hit them.

      But this guy deserved to have his crimes put in front of him before he faces the Devil.

      I hold the knife in place as I watch ruby-red blood bubble around the blade. The groaning of the ropes around him tells me his body has gone limp.

      He’s dead.

      He deserved to suffer, but I can only mete out justice, not retribution.

      I leave the knife planted in his neck for a moment; I’ll come back to it soon. I make my way over to my bag and take out the last piece of the scene I’m going to leave for the investigators that show up in a day or so.

      It’s a perfect white lilac, stored in a mason jar.

      I take it out and move back to the victim’s body, and I hold the lilac under the wound before I yank the knife out. Blood runs out from the wound and stains the white petals, tainting them with death. I carefully use the knife to open the victim’s mouth, and I slide the flower stem into it, letting his teeth hold the bloodied flower in place hanging out of his mouth.

      I take a few steps back and survey my work.

      One of the most evil men in Ithaca hangs limply from his bindings to an old tree up here on a rocky cliff in the woods. It’s all brown and gray and a little leftover green out here, so the white lilac stained with drops of red blood stands out like the centerpiece of a painting on the scene.

      I have to admit, there’s something beautiful about it.

      I am a killer.

      That much is true.

      But I don’t do it for the love of killing.

      I do it so that people like this man, who trap people, rape women, and destroy lives, can’t just walk freely like the rest of us.

      Men like him sniff out innocence and ruin it.

      That’s why the pure white lilac dipped in blood is my calling card.

      The white lilac is a symbol of youthful innocence and memories, which is all I have left.

      A victim’s blood stains it.

      It feels strange to leave a calling card, but it also feels right in a way I can’t explain.

      The rest is routine by now. Combing over the site to make sure there isn’t a scrap of DNA left to tie me to the crime, gathering up my bag, and knowing that nature will begin to claim him.

      There’s an old cave nearby. It’s too hard to get to for most vacationing hikers from the college, and the wind is favorable for a fire. I know these woods as well as I knew that man’s crimes, and walking through the dark is strangely comforting.

      Once I get to the mouth of the cave, I set down the folder containing of his crimes, the gag I used to bind him, and every other incriminating piece of evidence I have. Stripping down naked, I toss my clothes onto the pile before soaking it with lighter fluid.

      I put on the change of clothes from the sealed bag I brought with me; camo pants, layered shirts, a cap. If anyone sees me coming out of the woods, I’ll look like just another hiker who spent too much time in nature this evening.

      Not that anyone will see me up close.

      My route is carefully planned and shadowy.

      I strike a match and toss it onto the pile of clothes and incriminating evidence, and then step back to watch it burn.

      My mind races with worries over whether I spent too much time talking to my latest victim, but when it comes to parents abusing their children, it strikes far too close to home for me. I can’t resist forcing them to confront their crimes before I end it. There’s something in me that needs them to understand. They need to know the pain they’ve caused.

      My innocence was stolen away, too. Like the snow-white petals of the lilac flower forever stained in red blood before being doomed to wilt away, innocence can’t be taken back. Once it’s gone, that box can’t be closed again.

      I still wake up in a cold sweat sometimes, the sounds of my parents’ angry voices ringing in my ears, moments before one of their hands came down hard on me.

      That’s something I’m going to live with forever, just like James’s daughter will live with it forever, no matter how just his death is.

      Abuse is a wound that keeps on bleeding.

      I wonder what that means for me, standing here in a fresh set of clothes and getting covered in the smell of smoke as I watch the last traces of my crime burn before my eyes. Does the question of right and wrong even matter?

      I don’t pretend I’m a good man. I’m an evil man trying to do good.

      For the woman I lost years before. It’s in those quiet moments that I allow myself to think about her.

      She’s the reason I do this. It’s because of my undying love for her that I strike out into the world to hunt down the sociopathic, evil people who make it a dark place.

      I don’t relish the act of killing, but it’s the one thing I can do to make the world better for her. I don’t even know where she is any longer, but she has to still be out there, somewhere. That’s one thing I need to believe in.

      The fire makes swift work of the pile.

      I stay until it’s nothing but charred ashes, and then I prepare to burn them again until there’s nothing left.

      The yellow fire reminds me of her blonde hair. It’s so soft that I can almost feel it against my fingertips again. If I lose myself in the hypnotic sight of the flames, I can almost take myself back to that place I haven’t been with her for so, so long. Her naked body against mine, our warmth together, our lips pressed tight together, her scent in my nose…she is like no other.

      I wonder what she’s doing tonight.

      I hope she’s happy.

      My sweet Blossom.
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      “Hi! Welcome to the Lazy Bean. How are you doing today?” I chirp brightly as the next customer in line moves up to the cash register. My cheeks are aching from hours and hours of holding this same plastered, probably unconvincing smile on my face, but I know I have to keep it up for a little while longer. After all, my strict manager is the one on duty today. All day long I’ve felt his prickly presence behind me, hovering while I try to do my job. You would think we’re some high security clearance team working at the Pentagon or something, Marty is so uptight. It’s just an upscale coffee shop, but he runs the place like every latte or pastry order is of life-or-death importance. I guess that’s why he’s the manager and I’m just a lowly barista; he gives way more of a damn than I do. But to be honest, I would be a lot more enthusiastic about my job if I was making much more per hour.

      The customer, a middle-aged woman wearing designer sunglasses indoors (presumably to show off the word GUCCI emblazoned in tiny silver lettering on the frame), scoots up, leans her elbow on the counter, and replies in a conversational tone, “I’m okay, hon. Could be better. It’s awfully windy out there, huh?”

      Ah, great. A chatty Cathy. Just what I need when the line is nearly out the door.

      But I can positively feel Marty’s eyes boring into the back of my head from across the kitchen area behind the counter, so I just hoist the edges of my smile a little bit higher and lean in. It’s just after four o’clock in the afternoon. I just have three more hours left to survive and then I get to go home and spend the rest of the night decompressing from work. And frowning as much as I want to, of course.

      “Oh, is it windy?” I ask. “I haven’t been out there since six-thirty this morning, and it was pretty calm outside then.”

      “Six-thirty?” the woman replies, letting out a low whistle. “Boy, that’s awfully early. You must be one of those natural early-risers. Ha. Not me! I don’t get out of bed before at least eleven, not unless my bed is on fire!”

      She starts cackling at her own joke and I hurriedly force myself to chuckle along with her as she slaps the counter with her palm, apparently just totally tickled by her own sense of humor. She’s a little obnoxious, but I remind myself it could be much worse. She could be a mean customer or a rude customer or an impatient customer. All of which I see every single day here. You’d think handing people delicious beverages would precipitate a more pleasant work environment. I mean, this isn’t the DMV or anything. And if you’re a customer here, especially a regular, then your life must be pretty sweet. Anyone who can afford a six-dollar cup of coffee on a daily basis is clearly operating in a much higher echelon of society than I am. And yet, so many people roll through this cafe in such sour moods every day. I don’t get it. If I had that kind of financial stability and freedom…well, let’s just say I wouldn’t take it for granted.

      “Anywho, I’m just dying for a latte,” says the woman. She pinches the bridge of her designer shades and lowers them slightly so she can squint up over my shoulder at the menu on the wall. Oh. She’s one of those types who doesn’t seem to decide what she wants until she’s already at the register, even though she’s had a good five minutes standing in line to peruse the menu. I decide to offer some suggestions to try and move her along, as the line is only growing longer and longer and the people behind her look increasingly impatient.

      “What type of latte? Hot or iced? What sort of flavors do you usually go for?” I ask helpfully. She scratches at her chin and tilts her head from one side to the other.

      “Hmm,” she contemplates. I have to grip the underside of the counter to let out some of my own pent-up annoyance and impatience. I wish I could tell her, Look, lady, I’ve got a whole line of people standing behind you who know exactly what they want. Just make a decision already before they all decide to start a mutiny and kill us both. But instead I just smile beatifically and watch her hem and haw over the menu.

      “What’s that new pink latte I keep seeing ads for everywhere? Looks like strawberry or cherry blossom or something, I think,” the woman asks curiously.

      “That’ll be our rose-cardamom latte. It was just supposed to be a promotional flavor for spring back in April, but it was such a hit we decided to keep it for the rest of the year. Would you like to try that today?” I press her, my words stumbling over each other in my haste to get through this damn transaction.

      “What does cardamom taste like?” she asks, leaning more heavily on the counter and peering up at me with brown eyes behind her shades.

      Oh, good god. Is this is a game of twenty questions? How can one woman take up so much space and time? Is this really happening right now? All the customers behind her are glaring daggers at me as if it’s my fault that little Miss Gucci Shades has decided to move in and start paying rent at my cash register or whatever. But I must be strong.

      “Cardamom is kind of complex. It’s a little spicy, a little sweet, kind of citrusy—and some people say it’s sort of minty, but I don’t taste that at all,” I explain. I’ve rolled out this exact description probably a hundred times already. It’s like a rehearsed speech at this point.

      “Spicy? Hmm. I don’t know about spicy,” she murmurs.

      “It’s not super spicy,” I backtrack, feeling my heart sink as my attempt to sell her on it seems to be failing. “It’s really good. I promise.”

      She raises an eyebrow and looks at me hard, like she’s sizing me up to determine whether I’m telling her the truth. As if this is the most life-changing decision one could ever make. Then, to my mingled relief and exasperation, she replies, “Eh, I think I’ll just get a large iced pumpkin latte with soy milk.”

      “Oh. Okay! Yes, ma’am. Coming right up. That’ll be five-sixty-two, please,” I remark, my fingers flying across the buttons on the screen. As I’m ringing her up, part of my mind seems to function on autopilot while another part of my brain drifts away to focus on the music filtering out of the radio station playing softly over the cafe speakers. It’s one of those easy-listening indie stations, generally playing the kind of music that makes me want to lie down and take a nap. I always wonder if Marty picks that station to balance out the caffeinated energy of the customers. As if playing a rap song or a rock song would send our jittery customers into a mosh pit and start wrecking the interior design here. I finish ringing up my garrulous customer just as the final twangy notes of the current acoustic song fades out and is followed by a radio DJ announcing in a cheesy, soft voice that there’s a breaking new development in a suspicious crime wave striking Albany. At first I try to tune it out, assuming it’s just another electronics shop being robbed or some little old lady getting mugged—the usual unfortunate but less-than-intriguing fare you tend to hear about when you live in a metropolitan area like this one in upstate New York. But then, I hear a string of words that immediately captures all of my attention and makes my blood run cold.

      “This is a Smooth Listening One-oh-Five-Point-Nine news exclusive. Police witnesses have shared the news that there has been a body discovered in Ithaca, New York. Yes, that’s right, dear listeners. A body. As yet unidentified, but it looks to be possibly some sort of contract killing. The victim, whose name has not been released, seems to have been stabbed through the neck with a surgical instrument, perhaps. The police are calling it a random murder at this time, but rest assured, Smooth Listeners, that we will be providing updates as more information from Ithaca PD trickles in. Be careful out there, folks! Stay safe and, as always, stay smooth,” croons the DJ in his artfully sleepy voice.

      After that brief bulletin, another song starts back up, but it’s too late. I’m totally lost in thought, my heart pounding like crazy. I feel tingly all over and enraptured by the startling news. I glance around, frowning to see that nobody else seems to have even paid the least bit of attention to the breaking news. Is the discovery of a murdered body really not very interesting to these folks? Are they truly more interested in gossiping and sipping fancy macchiatos to care that a man has been brutally killed in a city not so far from here?

      The cogs in my brain are already churning faster and faster as I contemplate the sparse details of the murder. Stabbed through the neck? A supposed contract killing? And yet also a random murder? I want to roll my eyes at how silly it sounds. How could a contract killing ever be random? It’s the opposite of random by the very nature of the reason for committing the crime. It’s something done for a reason. Maybe not always (or ever) a good reason, but still. I can’t stop fixating on the conflicting information, trying to make sense of it so that maybe at some point in the near future, when or if I get a little slice of precious free time, I might be able to cover this case on my new, fledgeling true crime podcast…

      “Blossom!” barks a gruff, demanding male voice, the source of which seems to be mere inches from my ear. I am so startled that I let out a little yelp of fear and whip around to face my manager, Marty Driscoll, who’s looming over me with a red, scrunched-up, grumpy face that will eternally remind me of a slobbery bulldog.

      “Y-Yes, sir?” I stammer, blinking rapidly as I try to jolt my brain back to the present moment. I realize with a sinking feeling that there’s a long, long line forming all the way out the doors. Who knew four in the afternoon would be such a popular hour for people seeking a boost of caffeine?

      “You have a customer! Stop daydreaming and do your damn job. you still have three hours left on your shift. You can listen to the news on your own time, not mine,” Marty scolds.

      I nod vigorously, feeling sick to my stomach. I’ve never dealt very well with harsh criticism, especially when men raise their voices. After the upbringing I had, it’s just one of those things that always makes me tremble.

      “Yes, sir. My apologies. I-I’ll do better,” I insist, turning to serve my next customer with my cheeks burning beet red.

      “Good,” grumbles Marty as he waddles away, presumably to browbeat someone else.

      I look up at my customer with the same forced smile I always wear as part of my work uniform along with my name tag and my apron, but my smile falters when I see his face. He’s a middle-aged man, probably in his late forties or early fifties, with salt-and-pepper hair, beady black eyes, and what I assume to be a perpetual scowl. He looks at me like I might as well be a servant or perhaps a dairy cow who’s failing to produce milk. Instantly, I feel uncomfortable. It’s like those shrewd, squinty little eyes are trying to bear down into my soul and extract my deepest fears and insecurities. I know his type immediately, instinctively. He hates women, all women, but especially the young and pretty ones like me.

      That’s right, I’m not oblivious. I know I’ve got a nice figure and a pleasant face. Add to that my big blue eyes and wavy blonde hair pulled back into a peppy ponytail, and I know I must look like the epitome of this guy’s favorite prey.

      “I’m so sorry for keeping you, sir. I got a little distracted, I guess,” I tell him, nervously fiddling with the lanyard around my neck. “So, what can I get started for you today?”

      “Aren’t you going to ask me how my day is going?” he growls.

      I blink in surprise for a moment, then it dawns on me that I had asked Miss Chatty Cathy how her day’s been, and apparently this guy is offended I didn’t offer him that same tepid, pointless greeting. So I yank my smile up a little wider and ask, “How is your day going, sir?”

      “Well, it was alright until I got here, to be honest with you, Miss,” he grumbles. “You might want to learn how to pay attention if you want to keep your job. Not every customer is going to be as forgiving as I am.”

      Ugh. The nerve. Keep your cool, Blossom, it’s just a paycheck…

      “Oh. I’m sorry to hear that. I’ll do my best to ensure the rest of your time here at the Lazy Bean goes smoothly. What would you like to drink today? And what name would you prefer for the order?” I prattle off, scribbling the name Ronald on a cup and going onto autopilot so that I don’t climb over the counter and claw the bastard’s eyes out.

      I put in his order as fast and accurately as possible, and I heave a sigh of relief when he moves on down to wait at the end of the barista counter for his drink. But as I’m serving the next customer, I see out of the corner of my eye that the jerk is clearly complaining about me to Marty! Shit. Shit, shit shit. That can’t be good.

      A few moments later, Marty sidles up next to me and growls into my ear, “I just gave that man his drink for free, but it’s coming out of your paycheck. Remember that next time.”

      I’m pissed off, but there
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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
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-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

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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