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      The fork was a burning accusation firmly planted by the steel-like fist through the bony hand with one finger touching the dollar and change tip. The pain seared the rims of the young punk’s sunken eyes as his mouth opened slowly in a breathless silent scream. Pinpricks of strain-induced sweat ruptured around his temples, and his body froze against the pain as his brain told him what was happening.

      The cold gaze of the gold-flecked green eyes slid slowly from the interrupted book, locking onto the frightened brown eyes twitching on the young street tough. The quiet leather-jacketed avenger slowly swung his face closer to the blanched face of his captured prey. The young man’s inner soul was clearly quaking as he took in the fierce scarred face.

      “Did you think you worked hard for that dollar?” The chilling voice was barely louder than the young man’s breathing.

      The eyes on the young man grew even wider as his face started a shudder of denial.

      “Did you run your ass ragged all night until the drunks come in to steal your tips because they think you would never miss it?” The vise grip on the fork wavered ever so slightly, grinding the points of the fork, buried in the offending hand along the Formica counter of the all-night diner. “Did you ever think the waitress just might need the dollar more than you do?”

      Less than six inches separated the two faces as the tension built. The trapped thief now wondered if his hand was only the beginning of what could happen to him this night. A distinct aroma started to emanate from his lap as he lost any decency of control he may have previously had back when the other dude was still reading his book and eating his dinner.

      “Hooker!” the woman screamed from the other end of the counter as she flew out of the kitchen. Rushing to the counter, she tried to stop what she was afraid would happen. “Hooker, stop!” She slid to a stop and placed her hand on the fist and the fork handle. “Stop,” she pleaded. “He didn’t mean it.”

      Hooker turned his gaze from the kid to the woman. “He was going to steal your tip, Candy,” he rumbled. Slowly, with both of her hands guiding his, he withdrew from the fork.

      The mousy blonde’s shoulders slumped as she saw the tines of the fork buried fully in the boy’s hand. She reached out, grabbed his jaw, and shook it toward her. “Johnny, don’t move. I’ll be right back, but don’t move.” She shot Hooker a cold look as he returned to his dinner, borrowing another fork from the place setting on the other side of him. Picking up his book and turning it over, he stole a glance at the now rushing waitress as she pushed through the door to the back. Glancing at the kid, he saw the scared child he hadn’t noticed when the hand crept across the counter toward the tip.

      “Johnny, huh?” The kid nodded numbly as a tiny bit of drool snuck out of the side of his drooping mouth, still blinking at the blinding sear in his eyes, a low painful moan quietly bubbling up from a deep, primal place in his belly.

      The scrawny waitress banged through the swinging door and rushed back in as she folded a couple of clean towels. She started and stopped in hesitation, considering what to do next. She gingerly rolled the hand over to see the points of the tines making four pimples along the palm, bumping out, but not penetrating all the way through.

      Hooker reached over without looking and grabbed the fork. “Hold his hand.” Turning the page with his other hand and chewing, he continued to read.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Hold his hand down tight, or it will hurt worse.” Hooker made a mental note of where he had stopped reading and looked up at Candy’s face. Despite the freckles, her two decades of hard life lay carved deep. With grim determination, she pushed the hand back down into its original position and pushed down with both of her hands. The fork flashed out of the hand as she reached for the towel to stanch the bleeding.

      “What were you thinking, Johnny?” She scolded as she tied the towel in a knot. The white Turkish towel was stark against the long-unwashed skin. “I’ve told you a hundred times if you need money, come ask me. We don’t steal.” She reached out and ran her fingers through his hair trying to straighten out the mess crowning the shrunken boy caved into the chair in front of her. “What am I ever going to do with you until the Navy or somebody takes you?” She fussed.

      The kid slowly rolled his shoulders and mumbled, “I don’t know.”

      The waitress mirrored her younger sibling, and then, shaking off the sorrow and resuming her bravado armor of the late-night waitress, she turned on the leather-jacketed man quietly reading. “As for you, you’re done,” she demanded. “Pay the bill and go back to work.”

      Hooker looked up, pained. “But I wanted some—”

      She cut him off. “Not tonight, mister. You’re done.” She waved the back of her hands at him. “Shoo, you can have apple-pie tomorrow night.” Still shooing him, “Tonight, you’ve done enough damage. You’d better leave a big tip though, because tomorrow I’ll have to take him up to the clinic, and I don’t have the kind of money they want.”

      Hooker withdrew from the counter seat and started to protest but was shut down by a snap of her head and a single hard glare. Knowing defeat, he fished a twenty-dollar bill out of his wallet, thought about it, added a five for the meal, and then slipped both under the edge of the coffee cup. He caught the kid, Johnny eyeing the largess of tip, and pointed at him as he closed his left eye and sighted down the pointed finger at the kid, who sunk even deeper into the chair.

      As he started to walk off, he caught the hurt and stern look on the face of his favorite waitress. Slapping the kid gently on the shoulder, he parted with a half attempt to make up with the server by saying, “Do what your sister tells ya, Johnny, and stay out of trouble.” Turning, he took three steps and pushed through the glass door into the damp, chilly night.

      Glancing at his watch, he noted the five minutes to midnight as he opened the door and clambered up into the large yellow and blue tow truck. He leaned across to the glove compartment and hit the upper corner to make the door open. Fishing in the sizable dark maw, he withdrew a half-empty pack of unfiltered cigarettes. Absentmindedly, he tapped a single cigarette on his watch face as he stared across the empty street at the dark shops. His mind was a million miles away. His hand fished the keys out of his leather jacket and then turned the square silver key in the switch. Hooker listened to the turbo wind up, and then pushed the small silver start button. The largest, fastest tow truck in the five counties of the bay area rumbled to life.

      Looking in the long side mirror, he smiled and rolled down the window, as the oldest street urchin in the city came drifting along the side of the truck like so much night mist. Delicate fingers, like those of a concert pianist, lightly danced and walked along the edge of the steel working bed of the tow truck. Hooker absently counted the touching pattern. It never changed. Always three, then a skip or hop, then two, a midair twist, a middle finger bounce followed by a midair flare of the whole hand flat and spread, and then dropping into a repeat for the next three feet of the truck. Every night, it was always the same time, always the same Peter, and always the same finger-dance of touches working their way along the twenty feet of truck bed.

      “Good morning, Peter.” Hooker greeted the man who was little more than a walking pillar of filthy rags.

      “Oh,” the man feigned being startled. “Oh, it's you. Good morning, Hooker.” He stopped but looked back at the restaurant.

      Hooker chuckled. He had never seen the street urchin look directly at anyone, or even face them.

      “What’s the word?”

      The bum compulsively washed his face with his right hand as he almost slurred, “Thunderbird.”

      “Half the price,” Hooker recited in the ritual.

      “Twice as nice.” The man giggled in his pride of having a special connection with this man in his big working truck. “H-h-h-hey H-h-hooker?” Peter stammered. “Do you have a s-s-s-st-stick I could b-b-b-bum?” He looked across the street as his right hand rose above his head, and like an elephant’s nose, the hand searched the air and then retreated to the safety of his head and repeated the ritual.

      “Let me look around here, Peter. Maybe somebody left something from the day shift.” Hooker would never tell Peter the truck was his and his alone, or he stocked the cigarettes in the boot just for these shared moments, but he thought about the moment as he continued to strike the end of the cigarette on the watch face.

      “Well, th-th-that would be g-g-good.” The elephant nose rising a little higher was rewarded with the ‘cancer stick’ and retreated.

      “Do you need a light there, Peter?” Hooker pushed in the as-yet unused lighter on his dash. “I have a great lighter right here on the dashboard.”

      “N-n-no thanks, I-I-I’ll use it l-l-la-later,” Peter responded, completing the ritual as he wandered off back the way he had come out of the dark.

      Hooker watched in the mirror as the migrating heap of rags slowly dissolved into the dark of the night. He reached for the radio’s microphone, silently reciting a small prayer for the homeless man. Take care, Peter, and may you sleep without your demons tonight and find peace in the morning. Hooker moved the mic near his mouth and keyed the red talk button.

      “Dispatch, this is unit 1-4-1. Show me 10-8,” letting them know he was back in-service.

      “10-4, Hooker. All we have hanging is a 1971 white El Dorado with a flat tire, southbound 101, just north of Pearl.”

      “Sure,” Hooker responded. “I’ll take it. Show me five minutes out.”

      “10-4, showing 1-4-1 on call number 0-0-2, ten minutes out at 12:06. And Hooker, no speeding. It's only a flat tire.”

      “10-4.” Hooker hung the auto club yellow microphone over his disused rearview mirror facing the towing mechanism behind him and chuckled at the mother-hen routine. Hooker checked both side mirrors, and down both ways of the empty boulevard. Robotically, he jammed the gears into the first of six gears of the main transmission. His right hand reached slightly back to the second gear shifter, selecting the second gear of the four-gear ‘crash box’ or transfer gearbox gaving him twenty-four gears in all. Hooker liked to think of the gearing as zero to one-twenty in twenty-four. Slowly, the eleven tons of giant truck nosed out onto Winchester Boulevard and headed for the freeway on-ramp three blocks away.
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      Hooker, born Hieronymus Octavio O’Keller, loved the giant truck as much as he loved anything. The body of the machine once worked as a Marmon logging truck with an oversized conventional snout. The snout didn’t need to be so long, so Hooker and his uncle had chopped it down to the needed length. The cab was roomy and easily fit the extra radios—the lifeblood of a freelance tow-trucker. The engine was a special. It had started life as a 900 horse-powered dragline winch on the back of a logging truck. It could winch a forty-ton tree trunk up a thousand feet of steep mountainside until a falling boulder had killed the owner and destroyed the front half of the dragline truck.

      Flipping the truck through a few of the twenty-four gears and winding through the streets to the on-ramp was second nature for Hooker. The roll and rumble of the engine were what he liked to think his blood sounded like rolling and rumbling through his veins. Flipping the blinker, he downshifted and wound the steering wheel as the giant lumbered lazily around the corner and began to drop down onto the I-280.

      His right foot feathered back slightly, and as the needle he wasn’t watching dropped just under 2,100 rpm, his right hand popped the shifter out of fourth, and he palmed the nob up into fifth and danced his toes on the gas pedal as the giant began to roar down the on-ramp. The now 1,200 horses roared up the twin stack pipes just behind the cab as Hooker bypassed sixth and seventh and jammed the gearbox straight into the eighth and rolled out on the freeway dressed for dancing—empty and under a full moon. Fifteen seconds later, eleven tons of yellow and blue steel was rolling toward Highway 101, twenty-five miles per hour over the limit and still climbing.

      “Hooker?” He ignored the sideband radio behind his head.

      “Hooker, you had better answer me, or I’ll start calling you by a different name.” The sweet voice oozed from the speakers directly behind his head and could not be missed.

      He rolled his eyes, reaching behind his head where the microphone hung. “Go ahead, Momma.”

      The woman was as much his mother as his Uncle Willie was his real uncle. But they were a significant half of the only family he ever really had.

      “Sugar, there is a little birdy out there talking about a big truck not obeying the speed limit.”

      Shit! Sheriff Deputy Podell, hated by ‘most everyone. They called him Poodle behind his back. “Is the dog huntin’ or leashed to a tree?”

      “Running wild in the street, darlin’—just thought you’d want to know, and you still have plenty of time to make your flat tire. Please don’t ruin my evening, sweetheart. You know I worry about you.” The voice was soft and sweet and sounded like a young Marilyn Monroe or the best wet dream you could think of. But the voice didn’t match the woman as she put down the desk stand microphone and slowly rolled her extra heavy-duty, custom-made, oversized, all-steel chair back around to her main desk.

      The dark room was punctuated by the small pools of light from the tiny desk lamps. Three women wrangled most of the radios operating in the entire South Bay area surrounding San Jose and Santa Clara. The business was simply called ‘Dispatch.’ Some called it Night Dispatch. Either worked for Dolly as long as they called her. Even though some traffic came in from plumbers and alarm companies during the day, the bulk of the business came after the sun went down. By three am, even the police radios were handled through dispatch. The city and county quite literally went through Dolly’s switchboard.

      Of the near half ton of female flesh occupying the room at the moment, almost half sat behind the large, custom-made black walnut desk. There lay one chief adornment on the desk: a large, highly-polish tree limb paperweight carved to read The Stick—meaning, the stick you stir stuff up with—and Dolly was the only person allowed to touch it, much less use it.

      The buck started and stopped with the giant woman affectionately known as Momma by many of the ‘homeless waif’ young tow truck drivers who learned fast: at least one person in their world cared about them—Dolly.

      “Think he listened?” The voice floated from the younger dispatcher, Dina, who could still possibly buy her pants at a regular store if she were lucky. The business of answering service and dispatching is a nonstop eight-hour torture of doing nothing but sitting, talking, and eating. Between calls, Dolly occupied herself in dispatch’s large kitchen to satisfy her passions for cooking, eating, and feeding the multitudes at her twelve-person table.

      “If he knows what’s good for him,” Dolly growled as she picked up her pen. “Call him for an ETA.” Estimated time of arrival was the lifeblood of a defensible dispatch log.

      The middle dispatcher keyed her headset microphone, “Unit 1-4-1?”

      “1-4-1, go.”

      “ETA?”

      The radio squawked, and then a short bark as Hooker was downshifting with an open keyed mic, “Um, got a little traffic out here. Probably be about another six or eight minutes, over.”

      “10-4, Hooker. Just let us know when you get there.”

      She side glanced over to Dolly to see the woman nodding her head as if listening to some unheard melody. Confirmation of Hooker behaving himself was music to Dolly’s ears like none other. The dispatcher smiled as she flipped another switch and plugged in a line, answering, “South Bay Alarm, how may I help you?”

      The dimly lit dispatch room was brighter than the dark along the side of the road where Hooker rolled up behind the Cadillac El Dorado. The flat tire was on the right rear, the one in the mud.

      Not thinking, Hooker pulled his mic from behind his head instead of the yellow towing radio’s microphone. “1-4-1, show me 10-97. I don’t see a member anywhere. Didn’t you say this was a club call?”

      Dolly looked up at the two dispatchers, then back around at the radio. Spinning her girth around with unnatural grace, she grabbed the lollypop or desk stand microphone. “Hooker, you stay in the truck. We’ll try the callback number.” She thought about it a second. After being in the business for so many years, all of her internal alarms were going off at once.

      “Hooker?”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “Son, why don’t you back away from the car until we straighten this out?” She took a large breath. “Just give it about a hundred yards, would you?” She knew there should have been a highway patrol or someone standing by at 12:30 in the morning.

      There were two clicks on the radio as Hooker acknowledged by keying the mic with a double tap.

      The young dispatcher Patty leaned back, looking at Dolly. She shook her head to confirm the no answer to the number she had dialed. Her much larger boss held up her hand with four fingers in the air, as a visual confirmation as she spoke into another microphone. “10-4 unit 7-1-9-Kilo, tow truck is standing by about one-hundred yards north.”

      Dolly muttered under her breath the holy prayer of all-night dispatchers: And now we wait.

      The California Highway Patrol car glided past Hooker and eased over to the shoulder as it approached the large white car. The red lights were flashing, casting eerie shadows as another car slid by in the fast lane as far away as it could get from whatever was going on at this time of the morning.

      Dolly’s voice whispered from the speakers, “Hooker, the chip just called ninety-seven. Do you have eyes on him?”

      Hooker whispered back, even though his truck’s twin pipes and giant engine could never be classified as stealthy, “Be vewy vewy quiet… we’re hunting wabbits,” he called back in his best Elmer Fudd imitation. He watched as the officer slipped slowly out of his door with his right hand on his service pistol.

      Hooker nodded to himself as the officer slowly eased the door almost closed. The dome light was off, the interior of the patrol car dark to prying eyes. Even Hooker couldn’t tell if a second officer was in the car or not, usually not.

      The officer inched along the driver’s side of the Cadillac, almost running his butt along the chrome strip presenting the smallest target, and yet getting the best view of the interior. As he reached the backseat window, he rotated and gave his front to the car as he leaned down to get a better look at something in the back seat.

      Hooker jumped as the officer buckled in the middle and jerked like a marionette as his back exploded through his highly starched shirt. The rag doll, once a police officer, was thrown six feet out into the traffic lane.

      Hooker’s right hand slammed down on the large red brake disengage button and dropped the gearshift as his left foot engaged the clutch. As the shifter snicked into the reverse cog, Hooker dumped the clutch and floored the gas pedal. The rear window of the Cadillac exploded into a crazed pattern, and then a large hole appeared. The eleven-ton monster roared backward up the freeway as all eight drive tires threw dirt and gravel.

      Six pits appeared in Hooker’s windshield-turned-target. The engine screamed as it hit well into the redline, and Hooker still didn’t let up on the gas.

      Buckshot, or what he thought was buckshot, rattled off the windshield a second time but left no pits. So Hooker jumped on the brakes, opened the clutch, and whipped the steering wheel a flick to the right and then harder to the left as the giant truck’s tires all howled in a ten-part harmony as the vehicle slewed around and was now faced the wrong way up the freeway. Hooker slammed the gearshift into high second and dumped the clutch and worked the truck back up toward the get-outta-Dodge gear. He thought he might have heard more of the heavy buckshot rattle around in the tow rigging, but he also figured it might just be his imagination.

      Letting the truck run itself down the main lane of the 101, he reached back with his left hand to grab his microphone from behind his head, as his right hand slapped its way through to the last gear in the second tier of gears.

      “Dolly, the chip is dead,” he called. “Shotgun with a double aught buck is my guess. The license plate was Charlie Adam X-ray Niner One Five.”

      “Got it, Hooker. Officers on the way,” said the consummate professional, but then the mother took over. “Are you okay?”

      “Dings in my windshield, but I’m okay.” His hands were starting to shake. “Mom, it was a set-up.”

      “Doors open, Hooker. Coffee is always on.” She knew when a driver had crossed a line of comfort, or worse, tolerance, the office was a safe haven for Hooker. “The Chips will want to be able to find you soon, and probably the sheriff, as well. I’ll call the captain and get him over here. Careful coming down Story. The boys have been out tonight. You don’t need a 45 or 9mm round through your cab, too.”

      Hooker clicked the mic key twice, downshifting as he surged the wrong way up the long straight ramp. A hard right, back over the overpass, and he felt the powerful ass-end drift out screaming of hot rubber sliding sideways on the only slightly damp night asphalt. Stomping on the accelerator, he powered back up through the second gear of the third tier and 70 mph. Let the boys try to hit this moving target, he thought as he hit the city street’s 35 mph speed zone and pushed the truck up through the eighty mark, roaring past a collection of Asian street punks standing gape-mouthed on the corner. Hooker laughed a sardonic deep-throated chuckle when, out of the corner of his eye, he caught one of the kids reaching under his shirt for what had to be a pistol tucked in his waistband. Been tried before, buddy. He pulled the chain for the air horn and gave it two short blasts in salute. The kid was not earnest about shooting the highballing truck—he was just posing for his gang brothers.

      Hooker rode the brakes instead of using the noisy air brakes in deference to the neighborhood. As he brought the rig quietly around the corner, he drifted the shifter into eighth gear, or semi-low third, as he pulled up into the large parking lot.

      Grabbing the microphone behind his head, he squeezed the key. “Coming in.”

      As the engine rattled down to silence, and he slipped down out of his door, the heavy steel-plated door swung open and a very large shadow stood backlit, waiting.

      As Hooker approached the doorway, Dolly quietly stated, “Plates were on a Ford half-ton in Gilroy this afternoon. The guy didn’t even know they were gone.” She stepped back a few feet then turned on her bare feet and waddled back toward the kitchen. “This sort of thing happens when you’re pushing ninety-two and still driving into town without a license. The daughter he lives with didn’t even know he had gone into town.” She looked back at Hooker. “That happens when you drink heavy before noon.”

      Dolly stuck out her left arm and stopped herself on the door jamb with her right. She waved the great left wobbling arm and hand toward the two dispatchers huddled in the two pools of dim light. “Patty, Hooker. Hooker, my new girl Patty.” She turned to give him a hard look. “And no sniffing her neck until she has gained at least forty pounds. She’s my brother-in-law’s baby girl, and he has a bad temper and several shotguns.”

      The young girl plopped her face into her hands.

      “Hey, Patty, nice to meet you.”

      In a good imitation of her aunt, she waved a wobbling but slightly smaller arm at Hooker. The glow of the dim light didn’t do much to hide the burn of the blush on her face and ample upper chest.

      Dolly moved farther into the kitchen and came to rest in front of the stove as Hooker quietly quick-stepped over to the two dispatchers and nuzzled into the large neck of the quiet bleach-teased blonde wearing a well-stretched tank top T-shirt. She softly giggled as he nuzzled near her ticklish ears.

      “And don’t you be nuzzling Dina’s neck either, young man. She’s getting married in two months,” Dolly continued from the stove.

      “Yes, ma’am, just congratulating her, Dolly.” Stepping around to face her, he mouthed, “Really?” She nodded as she rubbed both hands on her belly, and then put her finger up to her lips and nodded toward the kitchen. Hooker’s eyes went up a notch. As he passed around the back of her, he nuzzled back into her neck, whispering, “Pregnant women are so very sexy.” He danced away from her horrified slap and jumped over to Patty for a quick nuzzle; making her jump as he whispered, “I just couldn’t wait a whole month.”

      The young girl had a horrified, offended look on her face as he strolled back to pay attention to Dolly. She looked at the older operator, and then they both grabbed at each other as they broke-up into fits of giggles.

      Dina leaned over to the younger girl and confided, “He’s always this bad, but when you need the shirt off his back, it’s in his hand before you can ask.” She smiled at the thought of Hooker without his shirt, and then realized the younger gal was having the same thoughts as she watched him walking back to the kitchen. She giggled and playfully slapped the new sister in lust. “You are so bad.” The two giggled as they turned back to the large board of holes and lights, and then stole a last glance at the retreating hind end of male, which led to more giggles.

      The giggles stopped only when they heard a throat clearing in the kitchen. Dolly did not need to look to know what was going on. She had been doing the job longer than the two girls had been out of diapers.
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      The young man stood behind the large woman stirring the sauce in the pot and reached around and gave her a long soft hug, almost hanging on for support, his trim bearded jaw resting on her shoulder.

      “Are you going to be okay?” She continued to stir so she didn’t have to look at him and expose the wet red eyes she had been wiping.

      He leaned his head against her head and rested. “I guess.” He took a deep quick breath and sighed. “I think it was John Senol.”

      She sagged, and was quiet for a moment, weighing the information. Quietly, she confirmed it with a slow nod.

      Hooker’s eyes stung at the confirmation as he whispered more to himself, “His little girl just turned two this last month.” Dolly just nodded. Turning to the cupboard for a glass, he added, “I don’t think I’d want to be the captain this morning.”

      “Nope.” She raised her head and stared at the wall behind the stove, seeing too many other things. She called out, “Dina, any word on Captain Davis?”

      “He just passed King and Story, so about two minutes.” She plugged in a cord and keyed the boom mic at her jaw. “10-4 3-7-8, we have you 10-8. You’ll be looking for a 1978 Gold Pacer with a flat tire. Let me know when you get there, Danny.” She looked over at Patty and mouthed the word ‘newbie.’ The younger girl made large eyes and rolled them as she planted her face in her right hand and began to giggle in quiet laughter.

      Dolly tasted the sauce from the spoon she was blowing on, nodded and put it down, and then headed for the door. As she cleared the kitchen door, she glared at the two dispatchers. “You two better not be making fun of the new kid Danny. He’s very sweet, and I want him around for a while.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” they chorused.

      Opening the door as the knock came from the outside, she stood there with her left fist buried deep in what was probably her hip. Slowly shaking her head, she backed up and let the highway patrol captain into the hallway. “Sauce is done, and I’ll be starting the pasta directly. Coffee is at least four hours old, and Hooker’s in the kitchen. Why don’t you two go use the office? I’ll bring you the coffee.”

      The officer removed his hat as he crossed the threshold, revealing the gray flattop haircut standing ridged from the decades of brushings. His craggy face, abused by teenage acne, softened as he leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. “Thanks,” he muttered softly as he kept moving.

      She quietly closed the heavy armored steel door standing between her and her ‘girls’ and the not so nice world a few feet away. It had not always been this way, but over the years, the neighborhood changed, and after one harrowing night of blazing guns, the steel door was installed. As was her habit, she touched her two right fingers to her lips in a kiss, and then pressed them on an escutcheon directly above the doorknob—a badge with the number 701 on it—the same badge number of the officer who died that night.

      Hooker stepped out of the kitchen and took the officer’s hand. The captain greeted him. “There is a juvenile over at county with a fork in his hand. Know anything about it?”

      Hooker just looked him in the eye and weighed his options. “There’s a young officer lying dead on southbound 101, too. Who do you really want to talk about?”

      “In the office,” growled the older man. Looking back over his shoulder at Dolly, “Double the sugar, please.” Nodding at Hooker’s back, he continued, “It’s going to be a long night.”

      A snap glance over at the dispatchers across the room, and he was turning into the office behind the young man in the leather jacket. He was already loosening his tie.

      “10-4, Danny. I’m showing you 10-97 on call number November Delta 0-2-1.”

      The older officer closed the office door slowly as he weighed the young man before him. He had heard about Hooker but had never met him. Mainly, he looked like a street tough: a curly mop of black hair, tight and trimmed to the jawline beard, and a white T-shirt and raked jeans over the engineer boots favored by most of the hard-core bikers. With over thirty years as a highway patrol officer, he also knew his background was coloring his perception of the kid. But if Dolly said he was her golden child, then it was her church, and he would just have to tread lightly until he understood the liturgy.

      Placing his hat upside down on the table, he lowered himself into the chair across the table from Hooker as Dolly pushed her way through the door.

      “Why, it’s pitch-black in here. Let me turn on some lights,” Dolly fussed as she set the large mug of coffee in front of the officer who was trying to wake himself up by washing his face and hair in his hands.

      “Please don’t,” Hooker, responded softly. “The extra light would disturb the girls. It reflects off the notes on the board, and they can’t see the right holes for the plugs.” Dolly and he both knew it was a bullshit reason, but she nodded and backed out.

      “Chet,” she added, using his shortened family name, “I have pasta with meat sauce ready when you want it.”

      “Thanks, Dolly, but let me wake up first,” he said as he registered it was only 2:20 in the morning. He groaned inwardly and looked over at Hooker.

      “No, I’m good, Dolly, thanks anyway. It did smell great, though. Maybe reruns tomorrow.”

      She slowly closed the door with a quiet click and padded back to her desk as the yellow pool of light and mounds of paperwork hid the romance novel, she knew she would never get to tonight or any time soon. She looked over at the two girls, the older could feel the heat of her look, wagged her head, meaning still no word from the officers at the scene. She creaked down into her custom steel welded chair, and for the first time, regretted making the office soundproof.

      The two men sat silently sipping on the steaming thick, gutsy coffee, each busy with their own thoughts, and neither much thinking about the events earlier in the night. A dim light glowed through the soundproofed windows from the small lamps in the dispatch room.

      Looking for answers in his mug of coffee he knew were not there, the officer rumbled a low throat-clearing rasp. “You look after people because you really care.” The officer watched the young man with his one eye as the other closed against the steam from the coffee.

      The kid shrugged with a roll of his left leathered shoulder. His face was a clear statement of ‘Yeah, so what?’ But there was a slight hiccup in the movement of the mug to his lips as if he suddenly realized it was indeed something he did.

      Slowly setting the mug down as if he weren’t sure he wanted to let go of the security of the warm stoneware handle, Hooker looked up into the eyes of the officer. “And your point would be?” He presented a full press of street tough, with a twenty-mile stare of pure cold steely-green eyes, the heat just below the surface singeing the edges of the eyes and words.

      The eyes held for a few seconds before the older acquiesced and passed back a low shrug of his own. “Just saying.” The much older officer knew you don’t work a lifetime in the gutter without some of the gutter getting on you, even on the relatively clean streets of the Golden State’s highways. But a caring person on the streets was a good thing to have, and even better to know. He had his confirmation about Dolly’s golden child, and it was good enough for him.

      Another sip of coffee and he dove into the debriefing, even as informal as it was. “You were the first there.” He put his mug down and folded his hands together on the table in front of him. “What made you back off?”

      Hooker started to shrug but thought more about what had warned him. “When you roll up on a member… auto club member,” the officer nodded in understanding, “there is always a person who is happy to see you, waving with at least one hand and sometimes two, big smiles, especially in the middle of the night. But tonight, there was nobody there. No one was standing on the side of the road, jumping up and down waving their arms. It was just—I don’t know—wrong.” He stopped drawing patterns on the table with his finger and looked up. “And I didn’t see the flat tire. They had called it in as a rear right flat. It was in the dirt, but not flat. It looked as if they were ready to drive off.”

      “Did you see anyone in the car?”

      “No, the dome light was off, as were the headlights, but I think the car was still running. I mean, who waits in the pitch black of night, and not put some kind of light on?”

      The captain nodded, and scratched the middle of his flattop, nodding as he thought for a moment before he stated, “You’re right, they don’t.”
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      Dolly knocked on the door and opened it. In her right hand, she carried a tray with a plate of food and a carafe of more coffee. Placing the tray down on the table, she set the plate in front of the gray-haired officer. “I know you won’t have time later to get any food, and I remembered you don’t like pasta, so I made you an omelet and toast.”

      Captain Davis looked at the huge omelet. Probably at least four eggs or more, with what looked like Linguica sausage slices, and a white cheese oozing out around the mushrooms falling out of the open mouth of the omelet. All smothered with a long-simmered meat sauce. To balance the plate, Dolly had stacked four pieces of wheat toast. “Whoa, Dolly, what about my diet?” he complained half-heartedly.

      Pouring the man more coffee with one hand, she reached over to pick up the top piece of toast, took a bite out of it, and replaced the remainder to the stack. Dolly then offered the carafe to Hooker with a twinkle of the devil in her eye. “There, now you have the diet platter,” she teased with a giggle, as she nudged the older man almost off his chair with a side push of her plentifully padded hip.

      “Hooker?” Dina called from her station.

      Laughing at Dolly’s ideas of diet, the young man stiffly unwound himself from the straight chair he had been sitting in for what seemed like hours. “Yeah, baby?” He wandered toward the door with his mug held out to Dolly for a refill.

      “I’ve got Manny on the phone.”

      Stepping into the larger darker room, he glanced over at the large school clock hanging with its own pool of light on the wall. Calculating distance and time, he replied, “Tell him I’ll have his jump-start at quarter after five. And remind him he owes me a ten-spot,” pointing at the dispatcher with his finger like a gun and snapping his thumb down. Then realizing what he had just done, he apologized.

      Turning, he handed the mug of coffee back to Dolly. “Here, finish this for me. I have to go get me some jelly donuts, and don’t you dare tell Stella.” He kissed her on the cheek and was out the steel door before she could protest or feed him.

      She just rolled her eyes and slumped into herself and quietly mused to herself, “Kids. It’s a wonder he has any meat on his bones at all.” She looked at the mug of coffee, and kind of snarled like a dog not trusting the food in front of it. She raised the cup, took a sip, and cringed. “Needs some cocoa,” she muttered to herself, looking back into the office to make sure her other man was still busy with his food. She then shoved off for the kitchen. “Girls, I’m making cocoa.”

      “Sounds right,” followed by, “Ditto,” was acknowledged with a nod from the queen bee. Caffeine and calories kept the night shift running.

      Humming a senseless tune—one she probably learned in the kitchen from her mother or grandmother—the queen bee was where she loved to be… cooking for others and being the center of the universe for things going on in the South Bay.
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      The black-clad shadow strolled across the parking lot. It usually had no more than a few cars in it, except during New Year’s Eve, when the lot could be holding upwards of thirty tow-trucks, and a few police squad cars. It’s hard to look at the seemingly small puma-brick building and imagine it could hold over fifty drivers and their wives or girlfriends, or just someone who was riding around with them, but Hooker had seen a packed house before. Two years ago, a call for a tow-truck had come in, and the dispatcher realized there wasn’t a single truck out in the over four hundred square miles of the greater San Jose area—everyone was at Dolly’s.

      Unlocking the door, he stood back as the large orange tabby erupted out of the cab, bouncing off the side fuel tank and into the grass. He waited for his partner, as he knew it would only be a minute or two at the most. He turned and saw the beat-up one-eyed street-tough cat starting to go into a crouch. Whether it was a mouse, bird, or a fight, Hooker didn’t have time to indulge his cab mate.

      “Come on, Box.” He snapped his fingers. “Gotta go get some jelly donuts for Manny.”

      At the sound of one of the few humans he could tolerate, the cat broke from the grass and shot over to the truck. Bouncing off the tank, off the door, slipping through Hooker’s legs and past the front of his seat, he was in his box before Hooker even had the door closed or the truck fired up, purring the whole way.

      Hooker just wagged his head as he turned the key and hit the start button on the side of the dashboard. The giant engine fired back to life and shook the cab. The radios all lit up, and the eight-track came to life as Tennessee Ernie Ford moaned about a giant of a man buried in the bottom of a mine. It was almost enough to make Hooker purr. His right hand reached down and scratched the twenty-plus-pound ball of fur behind what was left of a scarred ear, “Maybe Manny will have something meaty for you this morning, eh, Box old buddy?”

      His hand shoved the small shifter into the second range, and moved the large shifter into first, as he eased out the clutch on seventh gear. The large truck rolled forward into the last of the dark night.

      Reaching up behind his head, he clicked the key on the microphone twice, as he shifted up to eighth, and the double clicks returned. The traffic light was still glowing cherry red as the big yellow truck slid through the intersection at fifteen over the speed limit, and as Hooker again shifted into the next higher gear, and swept the behemoth up the ramp and onto the 101 headed north toward the only donuts he would allow in his cab.

      The night air would have been nice, but there was just a tinge of a morning fog putting a bite in the freeway wind, so his window was uncharacteristically rolled up. It was common enough for Hooker to show up at a wreck in the middle of a cold winter night eating an ice cream cone. The many times he had stood looking at bodies smeared through bad wrecks on Blood Alley could have garnered him a nickname from the officers who work the night shifts, but his name was enough. Mostly, the officers were just glad to see him. Whether he got a tow or not, he was always the first to pop flares, direct traffic or break out his broom and trash can to help clean up the mess. Many times, it netted him tows that were not his, or at least a much-appreciated unopened box of CHP 30-minute flares left on the rear working deck of his truck.

      The low rumbling hum of the engine combined with the muted whine of the tires wasn’t enough to drown out the almost whisper of his least used radio—a small ham sideband walkie-talkie he had reworked into a static radio. “Hooker, are you out there?”

      Hooker flipped the switch over his head to engage the same microphone. Reaching back behind him, he grabbed the mic and squeezed the key. “Go ahead, Sweets.”

      The whisper persisted in an eerie, surreal way. “Bad vibes, man, really bad vibes. All night, I have had bad feelings, man. All night, I’ve seen things about you.”

      “I’m fine, Sweet. What did you see?”

      “Can’t talk about it on the waves, man. Come by the house for breakfast when I wake up. We’ll talk then, man.” The voice was as smooth on the radio’s scratchy little speaker as it was on any stereo listening to KLIV from midnight until the sun came up with Sweet Sam at the helm.

      “Three pm it is, Sweets, three it will be. Get some sleep.” Hooker hung up the microphone and switched the toggle back to its regular setting connecting him directly to the radio on the credenza behind Dolly. The radio link had meant the difference between work and going broke many times. It was probably equal amounts of her having a soft spot for him and she knowing he could be counted on to do some of the tougher jobs in towing. It also had a lot to do with the fact on any given day, he spent twenty hours or more in the cab or within earshot of his radios… or told her where she could call him. Either way, she had a direct line to him rivaling an umbilical cord.

      He downshifted for the steep off-ramp turn that would dump him onto the parkway and four blocks from the Whole Donut, as he muttered to himself, “Sweet, sweet Sweets.” Shaking his head, he shifted again and hit the street still about twenty over the limit but slowing as he bled off speed with the Jake brake, rattling windows in the business district.

      Sweets and Hooker went back many years from when Hooker had first started towing with a bogus driver’s license at the age of fourteen. Hooker had rolled up on a jump-start in the early morning at the radio station. It was a 1959 Buick La Sabre with huge wings spreading out and away from a large rear deck. All Hooker could think about at the time was what a great car it would be to take to a drive-in theater. The back seat was as big and roomy as a queen-sized bed.

      The lanky black man had been standing there next to the driver’s side door, and as Hooker got out of the truck and walked over, Sweet had started slowly shaking his head and clicking his tongue. He was dressed in an all-white linen suit with a red tie as if he were going out clubbing up in the city on a Saturday night with a couple of fine ladies on his arms. His appearance was complete with a white linen fedora and dark glasses. As Hooker got closer, the slender black man started humming, “Humm uhn ahh, they do make them younger and younger every day.”

      Hooker ignored the younger remark and asked what the problem was and not really paying any attention to the white cane in the man’s hand stretched along his body. At fourteen, and trying to appear twenty, who’s tallying up the dark glasses and a white cane in the middle of the night and a car that won’t start?

      “I think it’s a dead battery, man,” the dapper dude said with his head rolled back almost like he was looking more at the tops of the trees than at Hooker.

      Hooker just shrugged and popped open the hood. With his flashlight, he looked over the battery and checked the connections. Wiggling the cable, he whipped out his small wrench and tightened the connection. “Go ahead,” he called.

      “Go where, man?”

      “Try it.”

      “Try what?”

      Hooker looked around the hood to see the man still standing where he had first met him. He hadn’t moved a step. He wasn’t even trying to open the door.

      “Get in and try to start the car,” Hooker explained shortly, if not a little testy.

      “No can do, Roger Roo,” the guy rhymed.

      “Why not?” Hooker asked.

      “Don’t know how.”

      “Isn’t this your car?” Hooker was now very confused and was just starting to wonder about the dark glasses and the guy’s behavior.

      “Sure it is. Paid cash for it three years ago.”

      “Then why don’t you start it?”

      “I don’t know how.”

      Just as Hooker was starting to figure he had been played for a sucker, another much larger black guy came out of the building saying, “Oh great, you’re here.” Walking over and taking Sweets by the elbow, he started to guide him around the car to the passenger side. “Let me get Sweets in his seat, and we’ll be set to start it.”

      Hooker was stunned and stood there saying nothing.

      Sweets turned his head in Hooker’s general location. “You didn’t know I was blind, did you.”

      Hooker, now embarrassed, swallowed, “No, no I didn’t.”

      “It’s okay, daddy-oh. I didn’t know you were white either,” and smiled with his hallmark ten-megawatt smile. “But I did know you’re not old enough to drive.”

      Danny, Sweet’s brother, driver, and caretaker helped him in the door, so he didn’t hit his head or crunch his hat. Danny was the stereotypical linebacker turned bodyguard, with the nice suit pants and a leather jacket for a sport coat. The only difference with Danny was he had never done anything except take care of his brother since Sweets was in high school and a welding tank in the metal shop had exploded. A large piece of steel had hit Sweets in the head, taking his eyesight, but leaving him with a couple of quirky gifts.

      One was the ability to remember every song he had ever listened to—who the artist was, the recording company, how it had done on the charts, and any residual effects the song had on the artist or music in general. With that ability and a deep voice like honey in the summer sun, a very lucrative career in radio had supported him and his brother, along with their mother.

      The other gift, if you could call it such, could cause sleepless nights and unidentified anxiety: a quirky gift of seeing things—not necessarily in the future, but just things. Sometimes he just let it go because it didn’t mean anything to him, but sometimes he knew who it was connected to, and that was when he called Hooker.

      Sweets never told anybody Hooker’s real age, but on his real twenty-first birthday, the three of them had a quiet dinner together to celebrate his majority.

      Danny didn’t say very much, but when he did, it was important. The night in the parking lot as Danny closed the door behind Sweets, he walked to the front of the Buick and gently lowered the hood until it quietly caught with a dull metallic click. Turning to Hooker, he shared the truth of the night. “My brother told me about you yesterday. There was nothing wrong with the car. We just needed to meet you.” Handing him a simple white card with two phone numbers on it, he said, “The top number is the house, the bottom is here, both are unlisted. Don’t lose the card.”

      Hooker nodded as Danny slipped a fifty-dollar bill into his hand. “Don’t write this call up. You were never here. This call only went through Dolly at Night Dispatch. If you ever have a problem, talk to Dolly. If you’re ever hungry, go see Dolly. If you need money, come see me.” He turned and walked to the open driver’s door. As he started to fold his towering mass through the doorframe, he paused, “What’s your name?”

      “Hooker.”

      “Fair enough, Hooker. We’ll be in touch.”

      Hooker blew two sharp blasts on the air horn as he pulled in behind the Whole Donut. The rear parking lot was a field of concrete with random parked tractor-trailers and cars. Out front, there was the obligatory early morning clot of San Jose PD squad cars.

      The back screen-door screeched as the human form of twisted wire stepped a foot out. “Hey, Hooker, how’s it hanging?”

      “Choke and puke, with cream on the side, Ralph. Same as it always is, same as it always will be. How are you and the missus?”

      “Fighting like cats and dogs as usual. She’s top dog, and I’m as pussy whipped as I wanna be.” He rubbed the last of his unfiltered Camel straight out between his fingers as he field stripped the butt, a habit left over from his three tours of duty in Vietnam where he had left half of his guts and was forced to come home, bringing home a just turned sixteen-year-old girl he married on her eighteenth birthday. The two had less than nothing, but by leveraging some help with his army buddies and the VA, he sunk their life into the Whole Donut, and the community never let them down.

      “What can I get for you this morning?” Looking at his watch, he then added, “Oh, at this hour I’m guessing you’re picking up a jump-start for Manny?”

      “Yeah, his wife is down south, so he needs his fix.”

      “Coming right out!” He shuffled back into the kitchen, calling out the order to his wife in Vietnamese. The hum of the fans on the roof was a dull massage as the day prepared to wake up and take notice of the sun. The air over the South Bay was taking on the special glow the thin hanging fog would get about an hour or so before dawn.

      Hooker’s right hand dangled down between the seats and absently twiddled with the larger intact ear as Box’s purr echoed the deep quiet rumble of the turning idle of the lopping engine. The eight-track clicked into the next round as the New Riders of the Purple Sage softly harmonized about tumbling tumbleweeds. Hooker let his eyes close and drifted across the desert, and the boys from another time crooned in a bygone way.

      The screen door squealed, and Mai Lin walked out, wiping her left hand in her apron. The shy smile on her face could light up Spartan Stadium in Hooker’s opinion. He opened the door and reached down with a five-dollar bill. Mai Lin handed him the box of donuts and pursed her lips with a “pfut” at the money. Smiling, she instructed Hooker, “You give Mr. Manny a big hug for me. You tell him, he is no good not to come around here and see his goddaughter, Mai Lin.”

      “Okay, Mai Lin, I’ll tell him, but I will leave the hugging thing up to you.” Closing the door, he watched her laughing and walking back to work where she would put in an eighteen-hour day and never complain. She was in a good home, with a good husband who worshiped the ground she walked upon—she would tell you she was blessed, and Hooker didn’t doubt it, but he knew it was Ralph who was the blessed one.

      Sticking the transmissions in seventh gear and shoving the box of donuts down deeper in the passenger seat, he let out the clutch. As much to Box as himself, said, “Let’s go see Manny, Box.”

      Two blocks over and he took a left leading to a right, and another left and would become Almaden Expressway, named after California’s first commercial winery—or as the lower life would raise a glass to, the first winery to put out wine in a box.

      Hooker chuckled at his old joke and looked down at his constant companion. “Should we get a little Box down in the Almaden Valley, Box?” Hooker was known for a few sips of a beer a couple of times a year, but because he always considered himself to be on duty, he never really drank, so the Box was in reference of where he had found his companion—half-dead in a box behind the Almaden Winery. It was the only fight Hooker had known Box to lose. He had been one torn up kitty.

      The street flowed out into the expressway, and Hooker wound the truck up into a higher gear. Glancing at his watch, he shifted again and laid the hammer down, as the white lines became just a little more solid-looking as they blurred together. Where does the time go these days, where does it go? Arriving at five-fifteen at Manny’s was important, and it was going to be close.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            6

          

        

      

    

    
      Just off the Almaden Expressway, deep in the Almaden Valley, the big yellow truck roared around the sweeping curve leading into what Hooker thought of as the Hill of Stupid. In homage to California’s roots, the developer, or someone equally as stupid, had started naming a series of streets ‘Calle de’ something. So giving directions to places like Manny’s home for the last twenty years, which had been as simple as turn left on Sage Road, then left on Rim Drive, and go about a mile, look for the pinkish building on the left with the red tile roof, had turned into right on Calle de Dios, left on Calle de Verde, right on Calle de Verde Gras, right on Calle de Altos, left on Calle de Suenos, right on Calle de Alta Verde, left on Rim and look for the pinkish house that doesn’t look like the rubber stamp houses.

      Hooker couldn’t help but hate the developers who had no idea what the names meant, and the people who bought the ticky-tacky claptrap soon-to-be shacks encouraging the developers to cross the small valley and start crawling their way up the other side. Some days his favorite fantasy was a horrific wildfire—to scorch and cleanse the earth. But he knew there would be no stopping the rape of the valley. He was just thankful for the few orchards still lining Blossom Hill Road, as well as the bean fields.

      Turning up onto Rim Drive, he let the engine roar for the last quarter mile with the twin pipes rattling the windows of the overpriced wannabe fake Tudor manors, with the two and three-car garages poking out like a dog’s snout, and two cars parked in the driveways because you know the garage is stuffed full of crap.

      The only hand-built adobe plastered hacienda in the whole valley came into view. The wheelchair-bound figure waved as Hooker pulled up across the driveway. The driveway led down and around to the garage hidden from the street. Only the giant gate in the front pierced the front wall rising ten feet to the red clay hand and leg formed barrel tiles on the roof. A much younger and able-bodied Manny and his wife Estelle, had gathered the clay, mixed, and shaped the barrels to be dried in the hot summer sun, and then carefully stacked around a bonfire made of wood and coke. They set the fuel ablaze and fed it for ten hours, firing the clay tiles in the traditional way.

      As Hooker slid down out of the cab, holding the box of jelly donuts, Box bounced down to the tank and shot out toward the small patch of grass beside the driveway. For not the first or hundredth time, Hooker admired the deep thick walls he knew contained stacked bales of straw to create the two-foot mass. The concept of the super-insulated walls came from the prairies of Nebraska. Manny had grown up first in a dug-out hole in the ground, covered over with two feet of sod cut from the prairie floor while his father and mother built a house out of straw bales and plaster. They had lived in it for the rest of the forty years of their lives.

      “That Box does like my grass,” Manny commented.

      “Well, it beats pissing in his box in the truck, eh, Box?” Hooker chuckled as Box shook first one hind leg then the other—shaking off the dew from the taller grass he had just stepped on.

      Passing Hooker a disgusted look for his insulting talk, he took two bouncing jumps then into the man’s lap with a roaring purr. Settling into a furball facing forward, Box was ready to be carried into the house on four wheels instead of something as pedestrian as walking.

      Bombastically, Manny rolled his eyes and lolled his head, looking at Hooker. “Nah, he’s not spoiled at all, is he?” They both chuckled at the running joke about the cat’s habit for the last few years of hitching a free ride in the wheelchair, since a bullet in his spine had robbed Manny of his mobility.

      As they moved through the thick medieval-looking gate, hand-hewn from junipers found on the property twenty years before, their talk was relaxed and casual. The fountain in the center of the inner plaza tinkled with lazy music Hooker always found relaxing, but not enough to take up Stella on her offer for him to come live full-time in the north wing of the hacienda. Manny would even pay to have his small lawn turned to a concrete apron to park his truck on, but the thought of cruising up and down the Hill of Stupid was just too much for Hooker to even contemplate, even as seductive as the offer was. He also knew in his heart of hearts; he would end up weighing a hundred more pounds with Estelle’s great cooking.

      “So Stella trusted you and ran off.”

      “Trust schmust, hell, she just stocked plenty of insulin before she left.” He grinned back at Hooker, who was still holding the box of forbidden fruit. Well, fruit filling at least.

      “That reminds me, your goddaughter gave me hell about you never coming to visit.” Hooker pushed open the eight-foot matching doors to the front gate door, running his hand over the adze marks on the iron-hard aged black walnut.

      “Screw them, both of them,” Manny said without conviction, as he rolled through the doors onto the honed slate entry floor. “Those two haven’t stopped long enough these last three years to come up here for even a late-night dinner.” Hooker sensed an edge of truth and even a certain underlying hurt and anger from the man who had sponsored not only Mai Lin’s citizenship but the founding of the Whole Donut. But he also understood the dangers of not taking some downtime and being consumed by one’s
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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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