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      “We’re being invaded,” Dean said as he jumped to his feet and turned to Ginge in the corner.

      The wiry, dirty streak of piss looked exhausted. Dean often had company at night because he didn’t sleep much. He had to choose a different member of the gang each evening because none of them could keep up with his insomnia. Some men would have chosen the company of women, but not Dean. He had one woman due to have his baby; he didn’t need any more. Women were trouble; a pain in his fucking arse, they only made things a hell of a lot worse. Besides, he weren’t no fucking rapist. Not like half of the mongrels around him, including Ginge. If nothing else, Dean saw evolution as a way to be better than the people that raised him. His dad set the bar pretty fucking low, and one thing Dean knew for sure was that, unlike his dad, he didn’t do that to people.

      A sneer pulled on Dean’s face and his heart sped up to look at the weak-willed Ginge. The desire to run up and kick him in the face twitched through Dean’s right leg. That would wake the daft cunt up. Every time the stupid fucker blinked, his eyes stayed closed for a little bit longer. His head lolled like his weak neck couldn’t support it. Dean had always had him down as a spineless prick.

      With his fists balled, Dean stepped closer to him. “Can’t you fucking hear me, you dumb fuck? We’re being invaded. That loud bang you just heard was the truck with the women in it going up in flames. There’s hundreds of fuckers coming into the place. We need to get the fuck out of here, Ginge.”

      When Ginge still didn’t move, Dean shook his head at him. “Are you fucking high? If I don’t get something out of you, I’m going to leave you here to burn, you stupid cunt. Probably what you deserve anyway. We all get what’s coming in the end, eh?”

      It couldn’t have been any conventional drugs because no one had seen them for weeks. Ginge looked out of it though. Maybe glue, maybe something else. Whatever he’d used to intoxicate himself with, he’d be a fucking liability if Dean tried to take him with him. Fuck him.

      Dean ran over to his bedroom and slipped his suit jacket on, the fabric crusty with dried blood. He then headed out of the flat, picking his hammer up on the way out.

      The second Dean opened the door, thick black smoke smothered him. It pulled his chest tight and stung his eyes. A natural inclination to inhale and the smoke caught in his throat, forcing Dean to his knees as he barked several head-spinning coughs. Closer to the ground, he smelled the familiar tang of bleach. When they won this battle, Dean would take every one of the fuckers who had the nerve to attack them, and he’d see to it personally that they all drowned in the stuff. Nothing quite like watching someone burn in a vat of strong alkaline.

      Much longer in the thick smoke and Dean would suffocate. After he’d turned to take one last breath of air from inside his flat, he looked at Ginge in the corner again, shook his head, and muttered, “You get what you deserve,” before he descended the stairs.

      The smoke damn near blinded Dean, and tears streaked down his face. People ran ahead of him, but he could only see blurry silhouettes of their escaping forms. A large figure ran through them. It moved by jumping three to four stairs at a time. George! And why wouldn’t it be? His brother-in-law always stayed active. If anyone could find a way from the chaos, it would be him and George; they were survivors.

      Permanently exhausted from his insomnia, Dean pushed through his lethargy like he always did. It had been months since he’d had a decent night’s sleep, so rousing himself into action felt like treading a familiar path. Thank god for his insomnia; had he been asleep now, he might not have woken up—even with the loud explosion. No doubt plenty of the dumb fucks that worked for him wouldn’t wake up tonight. Probably high or pissed like Ginge on whatever they could find.

      Just a few flights of stairs remained, and Dean listened to the chaos spilling in from outside. The volume rose and the light from the flames stretched into the murky stairwell as more thick smoke rushed in from what must have been George opening the door when he left the building.

      Withdrawing his hand into his sleeve, Dean covered his mouth. It did little to help. The reek of burning rubber rode the heavy black clouds, and Dean’s head spun from the lack of oxygen. One last push and he’d be out of there.

      About ten seconds after George had burst from the block of flats, Dean followed him out, falling as he exited the building. The sharp pain of landing on the hard concrete ground ran from Dean’s knees up his thighs and weakened his entire body. Lightning bolts of pain shot all the way up to his groin, and nausea balled in his abdomen.

      Chaos zigzagged in front of Dean. A bunch of kids with either balaclavas or their hoods pulled up ran from one place to another, smashing shit, burning shit, and fighting the few members of his gang who had actually got their lazy arses out of bed.

      For a moment, Dean stopped to watch one of his loyal members, Jules, set upon by at least seven of the little fuckers. They smothered him as hyenas would a wounded animal. Two of them had knives, and while the others kicked the shit out of the poor guy, Dean saw the occasional glint of a blade as one or another of them leaned in and stabbed him too. The wet sound of metal slipping through flesh squelched in the night, and poor Jules screamed until he didn’t.

      But Jules didn’t die in vain. Were it not for him, then the gang might have seen Dean, who took his opportunity to slip into the shadows.

      With his back to one of the rough brick walls, Dean walked near the dying flames from where his petrol supply and truck had gone up. As he got close to the women’s truck, the smoldering remains of it seemed to be the source for most of the smoke that had choked him and still ached his throat now. It tasted like he’d drunk a pint of molten plastic.

      None of the forms in the truck moved, and even over the acrid reek of fire, Dean picked up the smell of charred pork. The black, burned husks had lightning bolts of pink streaked through them from where their outer layer of flesh had cracked and split.

      The welded silver bars of the cage had been painted matte black, and the parts close to the press of burned bodies had flesh melted on them. Some of the corpses seemed to be fused to one another. They huddled at the back of the cage in what had clearly been an attempt to avoid the fire.

      It meant nothing to Dean to stare at the burned bodies; they were stupid fuckers for getting caught in the first place. At least Dean had given them food and somewhere to stay for a while. Their time had to run out at some point. Were it not for his men’s needs, he wouldn’t have had the women there anyway. At least he didn’t have the stress of looking after the parasitic cunts anymore.

      After Dean had passed the blistered wreck of the truck, he saw George whack one of the kids who stood guard by the F-150 with the food on it. Of course they would have come for Dean’s supply: kill the gang and rob his food. A stupid move because the truck belonged to him, but it made perfect sense.

      Tension coiled in Dean’s frame as he watched George knock the little cunt to the ground. He clenched his jaw so tightly his back teeth ached. His heart beat like a horse’s in his chest, speeding up his restricted breaths, the thick smoke still hurting his lungs. How many kicks would it take for Dean to end the downed kid’s life?

      But he needed to leave it be. He could get revenge at any point. With the amount of the little fuckers currently in the complex, he needed to get the fuck out of there and come back to fight another day.

      As Dean watched George move close to the food truck with the key in his hand, the blink of its hazard lights popped from the darkness as an almost magnesium glare. He ran to the passenger side; they could get out of there together.

      But when he grabbed the passenger-side door, it didn’t budge. Of course it didn’t; George had to press the button twice to open all of the doors. A surge of adrenaline rushed through Dean and he banged on the window. “George, let me in.”

      It only lasted a second, but it seemed like an eternity as George and Dean stared at one another. George clearly weighed his options, a confused frown on his large and dark face.

      Just before Dean could shout at him again, George leaned across to open the door. As Dean reached for the handle, someone crashed into his left side and knocked him to the ground. A sharp sting exploded through his shoulder, and the impact drove the wind from his lungs.

      Dean kicked and writhed to get out from underneath the kid, but another one pushed down on him … then another. Less able to move with every passing second, Dean watched George drive off, the tires of the large truck sending out a high-pitched screech as he shot away from the chaos.

      Exhausted from another sleepless night and unable to breathe because of the weight on his body, Dean let his head fall to the ground and waited for the inevitable pains of stab wounds as the little cunts finished him off just like they had Jules.

      But they never came. Instead, he heard the boy on top of him call out, “We’ve got him! We’ve got Dean.”

      “What the fuck?” Dean shouted.

      A wet punch crashed into Dean’s jaw, and the face of one of the boys appeared over him. “Shut the fuck up.”

      The boy looked angry, but Dean saw something else. He’d seen it many times before in other people’s eyes. Even now, beneath at least ten of the little pricks, the kid knew he’d just crossed a line. Regret gave way to fear. With his teeth clenched, Dean released a low growl at the boy and watched him recoil further.

      Some of the pressure lifted from Dean, and he gasped to get his breath back. As he recovered, clumsy hands grabbed him, forcing him onto his front, and he heard the rip of a cable tie tightening around his wrists.

      They did the same to his ankles before the majority of them stepped away. Dean had to blink several times to see through his smoke-damaged vision and the chaos of the night. A different person appeared in front of him.

      “Ravi,” Dean muttered.

      A sadistic grin spread across the boy’s face. “You ain’t gonna mug me off any longer, Dean. I ain’t gonna take it no more.”

      With his grin shifting into a grimace, Ravi pulled his foot back and swung it at Dean. A burning pain clattered into Dean’s left cheek from Ravi’s hard kick before Dean’s world went dark.
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      Dried blood kept Dean’s eyes sealed closed, and with his arms bound to his sides, he couldn’t do anything about it. Rope or something similar had been wrapped so tightly around him he felt like a fucking Sunday roast and couldn’t breathe properly. A battle against his tight lungs, Dean fought to drag a breath in. He got to a certain point and a searing pain ran up his right side, a spear to his ribcage that stopped him short of a satisfying breath.

      Unable to scream, Dean pulled shallow gasps into his body. He must have broken his ribs—or rather, those little pricks must have broken his ribs. The fucker who’d crashed into him before he could get into the truck with George must have been the one who did it. Or maybe the beating afterwards. Regardless, the gang of teenagers had certainly done a number on him. It even hurt to smile, but Dean didn’t let that stop him. He might currently be as useless as a fish on a riverbank, but at some point he’d get free of his bonds and he’d make every one of the little pricks pay.

      Dean tried to force his eyes open, the swelling on his bruised face removing the familiarity of his facial movements. Each time he stretched his eyelids, the smallest slit of light came into his world but nothing more.

      After several attempts, he managed to open his eyes a little way and saw better.

      Repeated blinking gave form to Dean’s surroundings, and he made out the silhouette of Ravi in front of him. The little twat stared down at him, a wide, white-toothed grin on the smarmy idiot’s face.

      After Dean spat the metallic taste of his own blood on the ground, he laughed. “Still dressing like you want to be me, then? You don’t have the class to pull it off, boy.”

      In not quite a tailored suit but close to it, Ravi grinned again, raised his right hand up as a balled fist, and swung for Dean.

      Utterly defenseless, Dean flinched at the flash of white light and the fierce sting as it crashed into his left cheek. A rush of warmth spread through Dean’s mouth, and the copper taste of his own blood got stronger.

      When Dean spat this time, he did his best to hit Ravi with it, but he jumped back a pace before he shook his head, stepped forward again, and smashed Dean straight on the nose.

      The blow gave a watery blur to Dean’s vision. His entire body throbbed from the kicking he’d already taken—and continued to take—and no matter how he moved, he couldn’t free his arms from their bonds. Dean stared at Ravi as tears ran from the corners of his eyes and across his temples. “I will get out of this, you know.”

      A shake of his head and Ravi laughed. “No, you won’t.” After a dramatic pause, the little moron said, “You haven’t asked the important question yet.”

      “Which is?”

      “Why have I brought you here?”

      “That’s because it’s not important to me. What matters is what I’ll do to you when I get out of this, because I will get out.”

      A flash of anger twisted Ravi’s face and he stepped forward again. After he’d looked Dean up and down, he smashed the heel of his shoe on the top of Dean’s bare left foot.

      The pain ran fire straight to Dean’s stomach, and he heaved at what felt like the breaking of one of the pencil-thin bones across the top of his foot.

      Ravi moved so close Dean could smell his aftershave. “You need to start respecting me more, or this could get very fucking painful for you.”

      The world in front of Dean blurred from the throbbing sting that now ran up his left leg. But if Ravi thought he’d bow down to him … Dean laughed again. “Go on then, tell me why you have me here if it will make you feel better. You’ve clearly got a monologue prepared.”

      “Because of the way you treated me. You called my parents freeloaders and you gave us scraps to live on. You humiliated me and my family and you fucking enjoyed it.”

      Another fast punch snapped Dean’s face to the right and sent a spray of blood from his mouth. Too right he fucking enjoyed it, and he’d enjoy it all over again.

      “I’m getting payback for that. I’m going to show you what it’s like to be treated like shit. I’m going to hurt you until you pass out, and then when you come to, I’m going to do it all over again.”

      Ravi clicked his fingers, and one of the boys he had with him walked over with a small bottle of liquid.

      “Wanna know what this is?” Ravi said.

      When Dean didn’t reply, Ravi set his right thigh alight by burying a small blade into it. He spoke at him through gritted teeth. “I said, ‘Wanna know what this is?’”

      An agonizing pulse swelled from the stab wound and ran electric streaks up Dean’s thigh. The warm rush of blood spilled over the sides of his upper leg, and he clenched his teeth against the agony of it. “Fine, fucking whatever, tell me what’s in the fucking bottle, you dumb little cunt.”

      The same sadistic grin that had dominated Ravi’s brown face returned as he poured the liquid over Dean’s cut leg. The second it made contact with his open wounds, it burned like hellfire. The scorch moved inside Dean’s thigh as fiery fingers probed his flesh, forcing sweat to rush from Dean’s brow into his already stinging eyes.

      Ravi laughed. “It’s bleach, you stupid fuck. You like things clean, don’t you?”

      The words ‘stupid fuck’ ran through Dean’s mind and took him back to his childhood. He couldn’t have been any older than six at the time …
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      The doors hung from the kitchen units, the linoleum floor had holes and ripples through it, and the white surround for the electric ring on top of the cooker turned yellower by the day. No matter how much his mum cleaned—which she did with a religious obsession—the place never looked nice. Probably why she cleaned so much. But at least she tried, Dean knew she tried. Even at six, as he stood next to the woman who loved him in the best way she could, he saw she wanted better for him.

      A shake ran through her voice when Dean’s dad walked into the room, the atmosphere so tense in the kitchen Dean felt the air spark. “Hi, honey. How’s your day been?” Dean’s mum used the word honey for his dad and no one else. As a result, Dean couldn’t eat the stuff. It tasted sickly sweet and felt like chugging glue.

      The chair screeched over the rippled linoleum as Dean’s dad dragged it out before he sat down at the kitchen table. He turned his back to them, his shoulders broad like a wall, his head hunched over his glass. He took another sip of his drink. Even from the other side of the room, Dean could smell the strong liquid. No way would he ever drink that stuff when he grew up. It stank and it turned men into monsters. Apparently, his dad would have been okay were it not for the booze. Whatever that meant.

      “Honey?” Dean’s mum tried again, and Dean’s stomach tightened as he held his breath.

      At that moment, Dean’s dad drew a long and slow inhale.

      Dean’s throat turned dry. The man sounded like a dragon stirring in a cave. When Dean reached up and held his mum’s warm but calloused hand, he felt her shake. She seemed as scared of his dad as he was.

      But she spoke to him again. “I talked to Dean’s teacher today.”

      On the way home from school, she’d told Dean that she’d speak to his dad. He said no, but she said he should hear it. That he’d want to help.

      For the first time since they’d entered the room, Dean’s dad turned to face them. Watery red eyes, spiky stubble, messy and greasy hair, red skin like his blood ran hotter than most. When he fixed a look on Dean, he stared at him with the same rage he always did. Dean would listen to his parents argue at night. He always seemed to be at the center of it. Dean would pray; he’d pray to God that he could be unborn. Maybe then his dad wouldn’t be so horrible to his mum. God never listened.

      Although he hadn’t responded, Dean’s mum spoke again. “She said that Dean’s falling behind a little. That he’s slightly adrift of the other kids and that he should have some tests done.”

      “Tests? What kind of fucking tests?” The man’s voice rolled like thunder. A deep static crackle, it made the hairs all the way down Dean’s spine stand on end.

      “She thinks he could maybe get some extra help with his work so he can catch up. There are options to help him improve. She was very kind about it. She said she’d hate for him to get behind this early on in his school life.”

      When his dad looked at him again, Dean physically shrank. If only the floor could swallow him up and take him away forever. The same lazy leer that he always wore twisted his dad’s face. Without taking his eyes off Dean, his dad reached behind him and grabbed his glass with the brown liquid in it. He pushed the drink to his lips and took a long and slow gulp. A slight twitch ran through his face, forcing one eye to close slightly. “I don’t care what that stupid bitch said to you, the way I see it, there’s no fucking cure for dumb. You’re just getting the boy’s hopes up if you think any different.”

      Tears burned Dean’s eyes as he stared at the most powerful man he’d ever known. Why had his mum said they’d be able to help? When he looked up at his mother, he saw she was crying freely.

      Dean shook and felt the warm rush of urine dampen the front of his pants. Before his dad noticed, Dean turned around and ran from the room …
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      Near on delirious with the pain that throbbed through his body, Dean looked at Ravi and ground his jaw. No one called him stupid and got away with it. The little cunt in front of him might believe he had the upper hand, but he didn’t. Very fucking far from it.
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      Not asleep—Dean never fucking slept, not properly anyway—but as he sat there, he existed in the light, delirious doze he knew so well from being an insomniac for most of his adult life. Although rather than fatigue creating his dopey state, the pain from his beatings had done it instead. So when a hard grip wrapped around his right bicep, Dean snapped his head up and opened his eyes. Dizzy with the pain that racked his body, his world remained in the dark.

      Even with his nose clogged with clotted blood, the thick reek of the dusty material surrounded him. Most of his face throbbed from the blows he’d taken. The rough fabric sack found the red-raw patches on his cheekbones and raked across his skin like razor blades.

      “Get up, you fuck,” a voice called at him.

      Too tired to fight, Dean did as his aggressor instructed and stood up from his seat on wobbly legs. With a view of his feet and nothing else, Dean saw he had his shoes back on. His foot still ached where Ravi had stomped on it, but maybe he hadn’t broken it.

      The room they had him in didn’t seem to have much natural light. Mixed with the reek of dust from the sack over his head, he also smelled damp in the air; the kind of sandy damp that came from sodden brickwork. Maybe they had him in a basement of some sort.

      Unable to see, Dean fought against the strong drag of his captor in an attempt to dictate the pace they walked at. After about a minute, pain exploded across the back of his head from someone cuffing him. Stars swam in his vision and a deep male voice barked, “Hurry the fuck up, you slow piece of shit.”

      With his arms still bound tightly to his sides, Dean waddled along and drew deep breaths. He could do nothing against the control they had over him, not yet anyway. He’d remember everything they put him through, and when the opportunity arose, he’d make sure they paid.

      Dean sped up to the walking pace of his captor, trusting their steps and doing his best to mirror them. As he watched the dusty floor, he saw the light change as his environment brightened.

      The person who had a hold of his arm gripped tighter and dragged him along, so he sped up. It forced Dean to take longer strides. Each step forward sent a lurch through Dean’s stomach as he expected to trip over something. The hood forced the sound of his own ragged breaths back at him.

      A loud crack and Dean jumped. It sounded like a large bolt had been pulled free. The murky light gave way to bright daylight as a rattling whoosh filled the space. It must have been a huge door on runners. Were it not for the sack on Dean’s head, the change in light would have probably burned his eyes.

      The grip eased on Dean’s bicep and a hard shove in between his shoulder blades forced him forward. Dean stumbled and the ground suddenly disappeared beneath his feet; he’d seen the stone steps too late.

      As Dean toppled, he fought to drag his arms free from the ropes wrapped around him. They wouldn’t fucking budge. He twisted sideways as he fell down what must have been six or seven steps, his left shoulder taking the brunt of the fall.

      Weakened by a nauseating throb that occupied his entire frame, Dean groaned as he lay on the hard concrete.

      But before he could dwell on it for too long, someone lifted Dean from beneath his shoulders until he stood up again. The same deep voice of a few moments ago said, “Get up, you lazy fuck.”

      They moved off and the hard ground turned to grass and frozen mud. White crystals had formed on the blades and they crunched beneath Dean’s every step.

      Once they’d traveled a few hundred meters, the pain in Dean’s body abated slightly. Another loud whoosh of what sounded like a huge door on sliders, and Dean heard the noise of a gathered crowd.

      A cold rush pulled Dean’s entire body taut, and his stomach sank like he would shit himself. Whatever they had planned for him, a crowd had gathered to watch it. And sure, he’d make every one of the cunts pay, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t have to go through hell now. They’d made him feel vulnerable. He’d be sure to return the favor with interest.

      Another shove between his shoulder blades, and Dean staggered forward as the crowd quieted. He didn’t fall this time, but he heard the rattle of what sounded like a gate being closed behind him.

      Bright light flooded Dean’s world when someone ripped the sack from his head. The glare forced him to screw his swollen face up, and he blinked repeatedly to try to see better. He was in a pit in a warehouse. The fences that surrounded him stood no more than about three meters high. Easy enough to climb over were his hands not tied to his sides.

      Dean turned his attention to the crowd. At least forty people surrounded him, boys and girls alike, and Ravi looked to be the oldest of the lot. When Dean smirked, Ravi opened a gate on the opposite side of the pen and walked in. A sharp tilt of his head to one side and the young Indian boy snarled. “What’s so fucking funny?”

      Dean laughed. “I feel like I’ve woken up in Neverland. Am I to play the role of Captain Hook?”

      Dead eyes stared at Dean before Ravi said, “That must make you feel like even more of a cunt. Captured and stripped of power by a gang of teenagers and people in their early twenties. Oh, how the mighty have fallen.”

      Before Dean could reply, Ravi backed out of the pen and slammed the gate.

      The metallic taste of his beating at the tower block had never left Dean, and a deep thirst ran barbs through his throat. No matter how often he swallowed, it did nothing to satiate the dryness.

      Before he could think on it any further, a click of a lock cut through the space. Heavy breathing preceded about twenty dogs walking into the pit. An unusual mix, Dean had seen packs like them out in the streets. Dangerous because of their numbers and their hunger, they’d attack anything that could provide them sustenance.

      The crowd erupted like a pack of excitable monkeys, cheering as the dogs closed in.

      It sent needles of pain up Dean’s face to clench his jaw, but he did it regardless, stepped forward, and kicked the lead dog. A wet pop and the beast’s head snapped back. It yelped so loud it echoed through the warehouse.

      The yelp took Dean back to his youth …
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      “Seeing as you’ve turned seven today, it’s time you manned the fuck up.”

      Dean had to keep up with his dad’s long strides, his breath visible as condensation in the early morning air. Even Max—Dean’s dog—looked overstretched, and Max was the fastest thing Dean had ever seen. A small Jack Russell no larger than a cat, Max had wiry fur and could run forever without getting tired. Whenever Dean and his mum took him to the park to chase tennis balls, he’d turn into a blur. Max gave Dean an excuse to leave the house and have a valid reason for it. When things got to be too much, he, Max, and his mum would go for a walk.

      Dean watched his dad’s broad back while he followed him through the long grass. His dad didn’t even turn to look at him as he spoke over his shoulder. “I’ve been too fucking kind to you. You need to get ready to deal with the real world. There are some absolute arseholes out there, Dean.”

      Even from a few meters back, Dean smelled the alcohol on his dad’s breath.

      The leaves from the autumnal trees crunched beneath Dean’s feet. Having an October birthday meant the trees were always brown and leaves littered the ground. The strong wind cut to Dean’s core, and he wrapped himself in a hug with his skinny arms. When they’d left the house, his dad had made him wear just a T-shirt. A man didn’t need a coat. Although he had a quilted shirt on with long sleeves.

      Max dragged against his lead, and Dean’s dad snapped it so hard Max flipped over and yelped. Wherever he planned on taking them, Max didn’t want to go either.

      The darkness of the early morning surrounded them, and Dean couldn’t
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PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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