

[image: Cover for Saving Moses]



Saving Moses


The Novel

Based on actual events.


Other books by Steven Amory Twitty


TERROR BENEATH THE BAYOU

LADY ALONE

BETWIXT AND BETWEEN


Saving Moses


THE NOVEL

BY
Steven Amory Twitty

Edited by
Tom Ehrhart


SAVING MOSES


Copyright © 2020

Steven Amory Twitty

EPUB Edition

All rights reserved

This is a work of fiction based on actual events that took place in South Miami, Florida, in the early 1960’s. Names and characters, some places and some incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Adapted from the original screenplay: SAVING MOSES

Copyright © 2016

Steven Amory Twitty

All rights reserved


Table of Contents


Cover

Half-Title

Other books by Steven Amory Twitty

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Epilogue


Chapter One


“It was the summer of 1961 and maybe we were a little rambunctious

at times but we were kids, doing what kids our age were supposed to do…

Only, kids our age weren’t supposed todie.”

—Milton Marshal

Present Day

A late model Ford Escape with Florida license plates dodged potholes on Sugar Mill Road, a crumbling macadam cut through South Florida scrub of weedy hardwoods interspersed with stands of spindly pines, scrub oak and patches of saw palmetto. The vehicle rolled past three rusting oil drums on the right barricading an entrance to a rutted dirt road. A mile further on, the car stopped at a T-intersection of Eureka Drive on the right, a macadam that ran straight as a die east through tangled lowland. It passed between guard rails of a pipe bridge spanning Black Creek canal before becoming lost by distance and greenery.

Set at an acute angle across the intersection from the SUV were four crumbling walls of a single-story structure on an acre lot overgrown with grass and weeds. A half mile beyond the derelict building, Sugar Mill Road dead ended at eight rotting railroad ties blocking access to the sagging gate to the rust-streaked hulk of a sugar mill abandoned decades before.

Sixty-eight year old Milton Marshal rode shotgun in the vehicle’s passenger seat, squinting from the relentless mid-morning sun. Balding and thin in stature, he sported a two-inch scar angled across the bridge of his left cheek, long ago healed. His pensive silence during the two hour drive across the Sunshine State from Naples to Perrine had been something his daughter, thirty-seven year old Marsha Cohen, the car’s driver, had sensed long before their departure. Her father was returning to the town of his youth, a last chance to visit a place pivotal in his life before developers wiped away all traces of whatever might still remained.

Seated on the vehicle’s back seat and as quiet as their grandfather were Marsha’s two children, Deacon, eleven, cradling a drone on his lap and busy thumbing the controls of a digital game on his i-phone, and Dorthy, fourteen, her attention on the wilderness beyond her window.

Marsha motioned toward Eureka Drive, concerned her father may be lost, especially since Sugar Mill Road dead ended. “Should I turn here?”

“Keep straight,” Milton instructed. He pointed to the abandoned structure across the intersection. “Stop in front of that old building. That’s Yate’s.” He said this with astonishment that some remnants of the building were still there.

Seeding grass and woody weeds had taken over the gravel drive of what used to be a gas station. The harsh South Florida sun had all but obliterated the stenciled, green letters, Yate’s Gas and Garage, from the ruin’s facade. Gone were the twin gas pumps which once stood on the now weed-ringed concrete island. Missing in action were the Vendo Coca Cola machine alongside the cramped office’s shattered glass front door and the “SINCLAIR” sign which had perched atop the bay roof over the service area. Anything of value appeared to have been carted off decades ago leaving only roofless walls and memories.

“Back in the day,” Milton reminisced, “Yate’s was the only place in Dillardtown to get gas.”

“That’s a dumb name for a town,” commented Deacon. He raised his head long enough to take in the dilapidated structure, having no interest in history. He turned back to his game. He had his mother’s brown hair and brown eyes that showed his impatience when things bored him, like riding in a car for hours to some no-where place on the opposite side of the state, far from his friends. He had agreed not to complain when his mom promised he could bring his drone and he was more than ready to get it airborne.

Milton eyed the assemblage of rusted metal a half mile ahead where three shifts of workers had once produced two hundred tons of sugar a day. The factory’s great smoke stack that had once belched a never-ending column of smoke rich with its sickly sweet smell of raw sugar had collapsed through the roof of the processing plant while loose panels of sheet metal on a rotting warehouse swayed in the morning breeze as if bidding farewell to better days. “Dillard Sugar built Dillardtown for their employees,” Milton explained to Deacon. “That’s where the name comes from. My father worked there.”

“How long ago did you live here?” Dorothy asked. She had sandy blonde hair with hazel eyes and was as ready as her brother to get where they were going, hopefully somewhere with as much wilderness as here. This place had to be teeming with reptiles.

“My dad got a job here after the war, just after he and mom married. I was born in nineteen fifty.”

Deacon’s impatience was killing him. “When can I fly my drone?”

“Don’t interrupt,” Dorthy scolded her brother. Deacon scowled back.

“Go to that next road, on the right,” Milton told Marsha, referring to yet another T-intersection fifty yards ahead and marked with the rusting remains of a sign which once read, Welcome to Dillardtown. “That should be the entrance into the old neighborhood.” He looked over his shoulder at Deacon. “I’m sure there will be plenty of space to fly your drone.”

Marsha turned onto the decaying concrete road leading into what had been Dillardtown and Milton’s shoulders slumped at the total desolation. He had spent two days with Marsha and her children in their Naples home before they had set out on this trip earlier that morning and during his time at her home, he had refrained from his daughter’s suggestion of viewing the old town on Google Earth. He had already learned of the property’s pending development and would wait to see for himself what still remained of a place which had created then changed not only his life but that of his three best childhood friends. Seeing reality of what his neighborhood had become, disappointment drew long his face. “Stop here,” he whispered to Marsha in a tight voice.

Marsha halted within the shade of a ten by twenty-foot sign erected on the edge of a seventy-foot wide strip of thick, matted grass between the road’s right side and a sagging wire fence separating the town from the tangled scrubland from which the community had risen. This newer sign was emblazoned with the words; Future site of Sunshine Estates and Shopping Mall and depicted a young family of four smiling happiness in the front yard of their heavenly home with its spacious garage and easy shopping in the background.

What remained of Dillardtown was a grid of crumbling streets demarcating sixteen rectangular blocks. On the two long sides of each block were five disintegrating driveways leading to alternating two and three bedroom, cloned slabs of terrazzo flooring surrounded by unattended yards, hedges and once decorative shrubs all gone feral. The original perimeter roads had been named for the four cardinal directions and formed a square around the community with an extension of South Street as its entrance, where the SUV was parked. On the east side of the abandoned community heavy machinery had been assembled; yellow bulldozers, giraffe-like excavators and two rows of dump trucks ready to haul off the last vestiges of a town bittersweet to Milton.

Dorthy leaned in between the front seats. “Where was your house, Grandpa?”

“Are we getting out?” Deacon moaned. He stashed his phone in his shirt pocket and finger-spun a propeller on his drone.

Milton unlatched his seat belt. “I’ll show you guys around,” he told his daughter and pointing the short distance to an intersection on the left, he answered Dorthy. “That’s West Street, my street.”

Deacon bailed with his drone. He jogged to where West and South streets intersected and swept away loose gravel with the side of his joggers for his launch area. Milton led Marsha and Dorthy down West Street, between the silent remains of houses that had once been part of a thriving community. He stopped in solemn silence in front of the third house on the left, as if visiting a funeral home. Marsha gave Dorthy a stern look, a warning to keep silent while her grandfather reconciled a past he had rarely mentioned and never discussed.

“You know,” Milton said softly after a long moment of reflection, “I didn’t even have my own bedroom.” This was said as if after all these years this fact had just occurred to him. He looked at Marsha, astounded. “Imagine that.”

“Where did you sleep?” Dorthy asked.

“On a roll-away bed in our living room,” Milton replied, a bland statement devoid of emotion. “My father was a collector, at least that’s what he had called himself. He kept all of his junk in what would had been my bedroom.”

“Wow,” Dorthy commented at what she saw as a violation of civil rights.

Milton shook his head in memory. “You didn’t ask my father the why’s and wherefore’s. You did what he said.”

The hum of Deacon’s drone going aloft drew Milton’s attention toward its whirring propellers. He watched the aircraft rise into the cloudless sky and returned to his tour. Leading his audience two lots down, he said, “This was where Floyd Raines lived. We called him, Chester.” He smiled at the memory. “Floyd had polio when he was five which left him with a limp.” Figuring Dorthy and maybe even her mother were not familiar with the significance of the nickname, Milton explained. “Back in the day there was a weekly TV show, a western called, Gunsmoke. I think you can still get it on reruns. When the show first aired, the sheriff’s deputy was named Chester and he had a limp.” Milton chuckled. “Floyd hated to be called that.”

Deacon’s drone passed high over their heads and shot off toward the heavy earth-moving equipment. Working the controls with thumb and finger, he shifted his focus between the drone’s computer screen and joined the others.

Dorthy called to her brother. “You’re going to lose that thing again if it goes too far.”

“You mentioned before there were four of you,” Marsha said, sensing talking about his past was helping her father beat back emotions which could turn this into an untenable experience for him.

“The other two were Mark Donado and Davy Duncan. We called ourselves, the Four Musketeers.” Milton’s smile betrayed fond memories tinged with regret. Catching himself, he shook off his feelings.

“Did Mark and Davy live here too?” Dorthy asked.

Milton motioned to the east. “Two blocks that way. Davy lived on one corner and Mark behind him, on the other corner.”

Deacon brought his drone back and hovered it over their heads. The four-prop aircraft automatically made slight adjustments in pitch, obediently holding a set position in an erratic breeze. He tilted the drone’s control screen so his grandfather could view it. “This is us.” He pointed to four figures as seen from a height of three hundred feet.

It took Milton a moment to assimilate the full picture; Marsha’s shaded car, a snippet of the perimeter fence and the checkerboard-like layout of home sites. Separated from the main community were the remains of five homes at the lower end of the grassy strip along South Street. These larger structures, residences of the sugar mill’s upper management, had terrazzo flooring a third larger than the town’s other homes and their own swimming pools, now brown patches of dirt.

Milton focused on the aerial view of his home’s driveway linking street to a concrete garage floor clipped to the head of white terrazzo laid out in an inverted L-shape. Internal wall foundations demarcated a combination living room/dining area with a small but adequate kitchen with an access door into the garage. The L-shape’s foot was laid out with a short hallway connecting a compact bedroom to a marginally larger master bedroom at the toe. Between the two rooms, on the opposite side the hallway, was a shared bathroom.

Thankful some remnants of Dillardtown still remained, Milton was curious. “How high will that thing go?”

“How high do you want to go?” Duncan asked, happy to oblige. “It’s at three hundred feet now.”

“What I’d like is to look out that way.” Milton pointed toward the scrubland to the south. “That’s our old stomping grounds and I’d like to see what’s left of it.”

Deacon fingered levers and the camera shifted angle as the drone gained altitude, widening the vista across a half mile of scrubland to the thin thread of Eureka Drive and gray lines of the bridge’s guard rails. Five miles further south modern office buildings formed an irregular horizon. “Four hundred feet,” he told his grandfather.

Milton studied the drone’s screen, again seeing Marsha’s car, the grassy strip and leafy bushes beyond the fence. Thick were stands of woody weeds interspersed with dark shapes of saw palmettos and patchy pine thickets. He touched the screen at a point within a rocky clearing in the scrub fifty yards behind the five managerial home sites. “There used to be a banyan tree right here. We called it, Big Tree. It’s where we had our tree house.”

“You mean a strangler fig?” Dorthy asked her grandfather.

“Yes, I believe that’s another name for it.” Milton paused and added with disappointment, “Looks like it’s gone.”

“Back then, was it all grown up like it is now?” Dorthy asked, referring to the expansive forest.

“Yes, it was.” Milton’s eyes flashed memories of adventures and challenges for him and his three friends through a raw education of reality.

“Did you ever catch any snakes?” Dorthy asked with spirited interest.

“Davy was the snake catcher,” Milton replied. “If it crawled, Davy could catch it.”

“Don’t get any ideas,” Marsha warned her daughter. “You’re not going to traipse around in that jungle and we’re not taking anything back but ourselves.”

“Oh, mom,” Dorthy moaned. She didn’t come all this way to not wrangle up a reptile of some sort. She parted tall grass along the road with her foot and failing to flush out anything of interest, moved up her grandad’s home’s rotting driveway, on the hunt.

“Don’t go far,” Marsha told her daughter.

“Deacon, can you take your drone up a bit higher?” Having broken through a thin layer of proverbial ice, Milton felt up to sharing a bit more about a part of his life he had silently struggled with all these years.

Deacon made an adjustment and the scene on the ground fell away. “Six hundred feet.”

Milton tapped the screen, this time closer to Eureka Drive and the bridge, pointing out a football field-size leafy clump of three massive banyan trees close to the road and appearing as a dark green cloud topping the undergrowth. He smiled relief. Not all of their old haunts had been lost. “See these trees? That’s Tarzan Vines. It was one of our hideouts, especially from Randy King.” The mention of that name caused Milton pause. It’s a name he wished he could forget but knew he never would. He pushed through his emotions. “He was the neighborhood bully.”

Dorthy rejoined the group, empty-handed but still on the lookout.

Milton traced his finger on the drone’s control screen from Tarzan Vines to Eureka Drive, fifty yards further south, and then a hundred yards east along the road to the bridge and the dark water of the canal. “This is Black Creek canal. Mark and Davy used to go swimming there.”

“Yuck,” Deacon glowered.

“Awesome,” Dorthy beamed.

“That’s where we found Moses.” Milton’s voice suddenly dropped off as a darkness overcame him. He stepped back from the drone’s screen and looked south as if he could see every ripple on the canal’s water, every rock along its fringe and then his lips tighten in frustration. He hadn’t intended to veer off the planned path he had so meticulously worked out, a path which would have taken things one manageable step at a time, allowing him to reveal his past in a way that was not overwhelming for him or, he was afraid, disappointing to his daughter. But now, the gate was open and he was far from certain he could pass through unscathed for there were questions he didn’t know if he was ready to answer.

Marsha, always attentive to her father’s demeanor, sensed whatever his reasons for coming here, he had reached his limit. “It’s getting a bit hot standing out here,” she commented, looking at her watch. “And it’s close to lunchtime. Why don’t we find a place to eat?”

Deacon’s eyes lit up. “I’m starving but can we come back so I can fly my drone again?”

“I want to look around some more,” Dorthy added.

“We’re coming back after lunch,” Marsha told the kids. “Your grandfather still has to meet up with some people later this afternoon, so you’ll both have plenty of time for all of that.”

The troupe returned to the car and left Dillardtown. Marsha drove past Yate’s gas station, through the intersection with Eureka Drive and the five miles of bad road to the bustle on Dixie Highway, stark contrast between what had been and what was.
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“I got window.” Deacon shot past Dorthy to scoot to the far side of the diner’s vinyl-covered booth seat. He plucked a dog-eared menu wedged between a bottle of ketchup and napkin dispenser. Dorthy slid in, intentionally leaving space between her and her brother. Marsha and her father sat on the opposing seat.

Deacon handed the menu to his mother. “I want a hamburger and fries.”

“You always get a hamburger,” Dorthy disapproved. She reached across her brother for another menu.

“Order what you want,” Milton said.

A dumpy waitress with a butch haircut and no make-up took their orders.

Dorthy licked her dry lips, antsy to ask her grandfather another question, one she was almost certain had piqued her mother’s own curiosity. When their orders of sweet iced tea arrived, Dorthy took a sip from her glass as if the beverage were a magic elixir that enhanced courageousness. She did all she could not to look at her mother. “Grandpa, who was Moses?”

“Dorthy,” Marsha warned, “that’s enough with the questions.” From her father’s previous reaction when he mentioned Moses, that was a topic he had to reveal in his own time and of his own choosing.

Milton had known before setting out on this sojourn questions would be asked. He had also known revelation could be therapeutic and ultimately that was why he was here. Stepping beyond his comfort zone by mentioning Moses had been an unintended infraction ultimately leading to a single lingering question that had torn at his soul for all of these years, a question, he was convinced, not even God could have answered.

Their waitress arrived with an outstretched arm loaded with plated lunches. She deftly distributed the meals around the table. The kids dug in and when their waitress had moved to another table, Milton breathed in resignation at what lay before him. He touched the scar under his left eye as if reading Braille. “Before we go back to Dillardtown,” he said to his daughter, “I want you to know the full the story.” He studied his lunch as if assigning names to each morsel of food, suddenly no longer hungry.

Marsha placed a reassuring hand on his. “Dad, you don’t have to do this.”

Milton covered her hand with his. “It’s important I finally talk about it.” He found a more even keel in revealing memories with their bumps and bruises, a place where the pieces fit. “I regret never talking about this with your mother. It would no doubt have made things easier now but between medical school, starting my practice and your mother and I getting on with our lives, there never seemed to be a right time. Then you came along, your mother got sick and she was gone.” He gripped his daughter’s hand firmly, letting her know that the happiness he had found with a loving wife and daughter far out-paced the sorrow. “As for what happened when I was young, it’s important to me that you know the whole story.”

Marsha gave the slightest of nods, confirmation to her father she was relieved he had mustered the strength to open up about what he had carried alone since a youth in Dillardtown. “I’m here to listen.”

Milton’s lips formed in a thin line. He was about to take a more challenging step toward a precipice of unknown dimensions and as he and his family ate lunch, he opened the story of his life at page one. “It all happened in the summer of nineteen sixty-one. Floyd and I were eleven. Mark and Davy, a year older.”


Chapter Two


Milton (Milty) rolled his dinged-up Schwinn Spitfire bicycle from his home’s cluttered garage and down its driveway to an aluminum mailbox nailed atop a wooden post. At eleven years old, Milty was small, even for that age, with an unblemished face and a slouch bespeaking of low self-esteem, consequences of a father who never wanted children. This had driven Milty close to his mother and as long as she didn’t complain about her husband’s gambling losses and his son stayed out of trouble, family life for her and her only child was tolerable.

Milty glanced back at his home’s curtained windows, glad to be free of its dingy interior. His pending transition from elementary school to junior high was a big event for him and had given him a sense of accomplishment. Life was moving on in a structured way and would one day allow him to make his own decisions. This thought gave Milty determination that during the next two and half months, he and his three best friends were going to have the best summer of their lives.

Floyd Raines peddled his shiny new Murray Strato-Flite bicycle past Milty. The fire engine red two-wheeler had been a birthday present from his parents and since getting it a week ago, he had polished and groomed it as if it were a Formula One racing car. He was proud of his bike and aware his parents expected him to take good care of it. To prove his worthiness, he even washed the multi-colored handlebar tassels and rear fender reflector. Floyd had hazel eyes and light brown hair with round cheeks matching a lingering bulge of baby-fat around his waist which, with his flattop haircut, made him look pudgy. “Come on, Milk Dud,” he called out.

Milty made a running start to mount his own bike and caught up to Floyd at the end of the block. They slowed up and looked left and then right, toward the town entrance at Sugar Mill Road. There was no on-coming traffic. They took a sweeping left into the far lane of South Street. Two blocks down they passed Mark’s house with a mammoth-sized mango tree in its backyard and then Davy’s house and its basketball hoop tacked above the garage door. With no activity beyond Mr. Kramer’s wife walking her yapping poodle, they sped on. “I bet they’re already at the tree house,” Floyd called over to Milty of Mark and Davy’s whereabouts.

Floyd and Milty passed the row of five impressively large homes at the lower end of South Street. Where the road took a sharp turn left as East Street, they applied brakes and turned in the opposite direction onto a dirt track leading past an oak sapling fronting a cemetery populated with eight headstones and enclosed in a cast-iron fence with black, peeling paint. The newest addition to the plot’s residents was Mr. Lowell Parks, an overweight maintenance man who, the boys had heard, keeled over in the sugar mill’s spare parts department two weeks before he was to retire. Ahead of the boys, the trail disappeared into the forested scrubland filled with the shrill of cicadas and earthy smells of greenery and underlying layers of moldy detritus.

Floyd and Milty skidded to a halt and dismounted. They walked their bikes past the graves, averting their eyes as if Mr. Parks and the seven other occupants might take acknowledgment as an invitation to accompany the boys on their outing. The two boys passed through a breech in the perimeter fence and entered jungle shadows made creepier without being accompanied by their other two buddies.

“Gotcha!” Mark and Davy leapt out from behind a clump of wild holly, scarring the wits from Milty and Floyd. Mark was a stocky twelve year old with Ivy-league-cut black hair and olive complexion. He was the quartet’s de facto leader and today was holding a glass fruit jar filled with a reddish orange liquid. Mark’s sidekick, Davy, was his age and had buzz-cut, brown hair. He was thin, almost wiry, with the inquisitive eyes of a dreamer behind black-rimmed eye-glasses. An off-brand watch with a brown leather strap was on his right wrist.

“That wasn’t funny, you jerks,” Floyd scolded the two older boys. Recovering from the scare, he noticed Mark’s filled jar. “What’s that?”

“You’ll see.” Mark smiled knowingly at Davy. “Come on, let’s show them.”

With Mark leading, Davy, Floyd and Milty cut through undergrowth behind the cemetery and remaining well back from the perimeter fence, they made their way down the row of five homes to hole-up within a stand of pines behind the last house. Mark’s target was a lone fifty-five gallon barrel set on a flagstone slab in the middle of this home’s landscaped backyard where hand-painted elves peeked out from behind manicured shrubs. There were even elves on the patio among poolside furniture.

Mark held up the bottle. “Gasoline. We’re going to burn out old man Driskol’s compost barrel.” He and Davy traded devious looks.

“Are you guys crazy?” Milty said in a tone indicating Mr. Driskol was not someone to mess with. “He nearly killed us just for hitting a ball into his stupid flower garden.”

Davy’s smile broadened. “That’s why we’re going to do it.” He extracted three wooden kitchen matches from his pants pocket. “Payback.”

“What if he sees you guys?” Milty worried.

“We’ll be long gone before he sees the fire,” Mark assured a nervous Milty. “And you’re going too.”

Milty’s eyes went wide. “No, I’m not. I’m not getting into trouble.”

“Chicken,” Floyd accused Milty but Milty was not budging. Floyd too was more than apprehensive about this endeavor but he was not the one who constantly whined about getting into trouble. He went along with most of what Mark and Davy dreamt up, if in last place, and to him, this kept the focus of dissension on Milty.

Mark, Davy and Floyd crept to the fence. There was no movement in or outside Mr. Driskol’s house or any of the other four homes. Either folks had already left for work or were getting ready.

“Let’s go,” Mark said. They scampered over the wire fence and ran to the near side of the steel barrel all the while hunkered over like commandos on a secret raid. The stench of Mr. Driskol composted kitchen scraps and garden cuttings at close quarters contrasted a yard maintained with pride and affection.

Mark uncapped the bottle of gasoline. “Get ready to ran like hell.” He reached up and poured the fuel into the barrel, followed by the empty bottle.

Floyd ducked down. “There he is.”

Forty-two year old Clarence Driskol, the sugar mill’s human resource manager, slid open a glass door and stepped onto his patio. He was a thin, balding man with a narrow face, beak nose and black, Toulouse-Lautrec beard. He repositioned a patio chair to an angle more to his liking and spoke to an elf by a potted plant as if expecting the plaster gnome to actually respond. Dusting off a chaise lounge, he surveyed his kingdom one final time, bobbed his head, satisfied all was in order, and returned inside, sliding closed the glass door behind him.

Davy waited until Mr. Driskol had had time to turn his attention elsewhere
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      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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