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        apocalyptia: also Apocalyptia, noun.

        1. the period or state of being after the apocalypse;

        2. city on the new coast of California established in 2014

      

      

      

      Nicole Mathers bent to grab the bottle of apple-scented shampoo just as California took a nosedive. The shower floor jolted from under her feet and her head slammed against the tile wall. Light flashed behind her eyes and when she squinted through the clear shower curtain, a blurry halo of dust surrounded the ceiling lamp. The floor continued to jump and dance, tossing her about as she reached for a towel and her robe on her way out of the bathroom.

      The earthquake showed no signs of stopping. Each dragging second rang with crashes, shattering glass and screams from the neighboring apartments. Her cheap bookshelf fell, the lime green vase on top doing a belly flop before shattering on the carpet.

      Unsteady on her feet, Niki waited out the movement, praying, pleading for it to stop. As quickly as the shaking started, the room settled with one last jolt.

      A huge boom outside shook her building. Niki’s heart jolted. She drew a deep breath and she clutched her robe against her chest. Clothes. Shoes. Phone. Her brain shouted orders that her body ignored. She was too frightened to move.

      The center of her living room bucked beneath her feet in a second round of quaking. One minute she knew where the front door was, the next, she wasn’t sure what room she was in. Her apartment began to shake.

      Remembering the advice she’d once seen on the news, she dove to the floor in front of her couch just as the ceiling came crashing down. Tucked up tight in front of the couch, she wrapped her arms over her head and prayed. And prayed.

      Stop!

      But the floor kept shifting. Chunks of the building fell around her. Dust filled her nose. Moments seemed like hours. She thought it would never end. There wasn’t even time for her life to pass before her eyes. Yet it felt like lifetimes passed.

      And the earthquake stopped with a fading shimmy.

      Dead silence reigned. A spooky lack of the noises of life, broken only by an occasional chink of something falling. Weight pressed down on her left leg, digging into her ankle. Niki dared to open her eyes and coughed against the dust that threatened to choke her. Shifting her arms, she lifted her head to survey the damage. Her line of sight was blocked by rubble.

      Niki’s upper body was in a cavity walled by the couch on one side and a large section of the ceiling angled over her. She couldn’t see past her waist, but only felt the heaviness pinning one leg. Was her other leg free, or numb?

      A wave of panic grabbed at her like an undertow.

      She couldn’t give in. She was alive, that was all that mattered. That, and getting out of her apartment.

      Hoping the lump beneath her was her robe, she lifted her shoulders as far off the carpet as she could in an attempt to free the garment.

      She had to get out quickly. Aftershocks could bring down any walls that hadn’t already fallen. Her apartment was on the bottom floor of the two-story building. That thought sent waves of nausea through her. If the whole thing was on top of her, how would she escape? Her sister needed to know she was all right. Crystal would wake in her home in Santa Maria in an hour or two to get ready for school and would panic hearing the news of a huge earthquake in Bakersfield.

      In the absolute darkness of the pre-dawn, Niki couldn’t even see her hands. She tried to lift her hips under the weight of the debris, testing how stable the pile was. Nothing moved, so she squirmed to her side. Her left leg was pinned in place.

      Reaching down past her hips, she tried to move whatever held her back. No go. Tugging her leg from behind her knee only caused pain where something dug into her ankle.

      The only way she was going to get free was if someone dug her out. “Help!”

      Silence answered her. People should be screaming, digging out of their apartments, calling for loved ones. Where was everyone? The quiet bothered her the most. Like she was the last person on earth.

      Dear God, please don’t let me be the only one alive.

      And don’t let me die slowly.

      Her stomach growled. She’d kill for a latte. She’d kill to see the bitchiest of customers again. Anything, just get her out of this hole. She tried to determine how much time had passed, and noticed weak sunlight slicing through the darkness at her waist. Dawn had come.

      And still no one was moving around. “Help, somebody, please. Hello! I’m in here.”

      A moan sounded from somewhere above her. She couldn’t imagine how much rubble might be on top of her.

      “Is someone there? I’m Nicole. I live in apartment 101A. I’m stuck.”

      Somewhere in the distance, a child cried hysterically.

      Reaching again for the object pinning her, Niki pushed, rested, pushed and rested. Then pushed again, straining until she thought her head would burst. Suddenly the object shifted. But only an inch or so, not enough to pull her leg free. “Damn it.”

      Her nostrils were filled with dust, her mouth pasty from panting so much of it in. Her wet hair chilled her skin with the cold morning air. Tears of frustration pooled in her eyes, which made her angry. She never cried. Tears were a waste of energy. Yet a lump burned in her throat, waiting to be cried loose.

      She could tell time was passing by the changing shadows made by the wedge of sunlight in her little cave. There was no sound of anyone digging in her building. Was this the end? She was going to die, hungry, naked, trapped in a rundown apartment in the poorest section of Oildale. She had just been promoted to first assistant manager at Taco Shack at the age of eighteen, the youngest person to do so, according to her district supervisor. And she was going to die before she interviewed her first prospective employee. She’d never see her sister again, or get married and have kids. All her dreams were going to wither under a gazillion tons of concrete and two-by-fours.

      I don’t want to die.

      A male voice she didn’t recognize called out nearby. “Nicole.”

      Relief brought the painful lump back in her throat. “I’m here!”

      She heard footsteps, debris shifting. Then the voice again. “Say it again. I don’t want to walk on top of you.”

      “I’m here.”

      Grunts, something heavy sliding, and a thump when it landed. “Keep talking.”

      “Please, you’ve got to get me out of here.”

      His voice sounded tighter. “I’m working on it. Keep your pants on.”

      Crap. She had no pants to keep on. She was naked, her robe trapped underneath her and who knew where the towel ended up. She squirmed and tugged again at the lump of fabric until she pulled it free, her ankle protesting the movements. Even so, she couldn’t put the robe on in the space she had.

      The guy was taking forever to move toward her. What was taking him so long? Her skin was frozen. If she could just get warm again…“Can’t you hurry?”

      “Not if you don’t want the rest of the building to fall on us.”

      “How bad is it? Did the whole thing collapse?” Of course it did, stupid. Where else would all the cement and crap have come from?

      “Don’t worry about the building, just focus on getting out.”

      He sounded nearer, and his voice struck a note in her memory. “Do I know you?” she asked.

      “I don’t know. We both went to North High. I live in Building D.”

      “What’s your name?”

      “I’m JC. JC Phillips.”

      A thump of falling debris followed his words and she jumped. She didn’t recognize his name, but then she hadn’t had a lot of friends in school. “Be careful. It’s creepy in here.”

      He cleared his throat. “Don’t expect that to change much when you get out.”

      More than just her building must have fallen. Once, she’d seen an old newspaper article about a big quake that hit Bakersfield in the ‘50s, when several of the brick buildings downtown had collapsed. The earthquakes since that one had been smaller. This was the strongest quake she’d ever been through. She thought again about her sister and how worried she’d be. “Do you have a cell phone?”

      “Yeah. No signal. I’ll bet most of the cell towers are down.”

      “I need to let my little sister know I’m okay. She’ll be worried.” Gnawing on her lower lip, she tried to remember where her laptop was. She’d last used it while sitting on the couch. It should have been on the coffee table, and the coffee table was to her left. Or that’s where it had been before the shaking started.

      She poked at anything she could reach, but it all felt like sticks and stones. Maybe if she had more light, or maybe when JC pulled her out she would better be able to tell what was what.

      Near her head, the pile shifted and an avalanche of debris fell, sending her into a coughing fit at the clouds of dust.

      “Damn it,” JC shouted. “Are you okay?”

      She cleared her throat. It felt like she could hawk up a mud ball. “Yeah. What was that?”

      “I guess I moved something I shouldn’t have. It’s kind of hard to tell.” He sounded close.

      “Where are you? It sounds like you’re right above me.”

      He tapped and she was sure she could reach out and touch him, if she could only see him.

      “I’m under here. Please hurry.” She pushed at the large cement chunk over her head but it didn’t budge.

      “I can’t hurry. I told you. It’s too unstable.”

      “I know. I’m just getting claustrophobic.” Her left leg was growing numb from the weight, and her right arm was asleep.

      “Picture yourself somewhere open, like the beach. What beach do you like to go to?”

      Visions of sand and water appeared in her mind. “We used to go to Lake Buena Vista when I was a kid and we played on the beach. I didn’t see the ocean until I could drive myself there.”

      “No kidding? But it’s so close. My buddies and I used to go to Pismo almost every weekend during the summer. Before I got a job.”

      Scraping sounded near the end of the couch and she tried to turn her head.

      JC grunted and something small fell. “Hey, I think I’m almost there. Can you see my hand?”

      “Where?”

      “Here.” He tapped near where the scraping had been.

      She worked her arm above her head and slithered her hand into an opening. Suddenly fingers touched hers. “I feel you,” she cried out.

      Her sense of urgency doubled. Time froze as she remained trapped while he continued to move debris and create an opening large enough for her to get through. Finally, sunlight filled her small cave and she saw his face. He reached his arm down to her. “Grab my hand.”

      She did, and clutched her robe to her chest with the other. As he pulled, she tried to inch toward him, but her leg was still pinned. “I’m stuck. My leg.”

      “Hang on.” His arm disappeared and it seemed hours more passed before the block on her leg moved.

      Pain shot through her ankle. She cried out. The weight was gone, and she drew her knees up. Pins and needles pricked at her foot from her blood flowing into it again. “I’m free. I’m coming out now.”

      Squirming, scraping and listening for the threat of another avalanche, she made her way toward the light. The tunnel seemed endless and JC was nowhere in sight. Panic crept in and took root. She hurried in a combat crawl on her elbows, dragging the rest of her body behind. All the while she kept her robe tucked under one arm.

      When she reached the edge of the opening, the sunlight was blinding. She laughed briefly, pulled her legs through and knelt long enough to tug on the robe. “I’m out! I’m alive. JC, where are you?”

      “Right behind you, move your ass,” he grunted, coming through the hole. He stood, coated in dust, looking like he’d crawled from a flour bin except for the sharp, stark redness of his eyes.

      Clutching her robe closed, she threw her free arm over his shoulder and hugged him. “Thank you. My God, thank you.”

      Embarrassed at her emotional display, she stepped back, cutting her foot on something sharp. She cried out.

      JC calmly bent, lifted her foot as if she was a horse, and plucked a bit of metal out. “You need shoes.”

      “I need clothes.” She didn’t even have the tie to keep her robe closed.

      Standing on the cement walkway outside where her front door should be, reality sank in. Building A, her apartment and eleven others, had been reduced to a pile of unrecognizable rubble. She spun and looked at the other buildings. JC’s was also flattened. In fact, only one of the four in the small complex stood partially intact.

      She limped out into the grassy common area. Her knees wavered at the realization she had been buried alive, and might have died there if not for JC’s help. Glancing back, she saw him standing where she left him, staring blankly after her.

      At the next building over, a Hispanic man lay on the grass, reaching into the ruins. His voice was hoarse, as if he’d been screaming a lot. Behind him stood two young children in their pajamas. A baby cried out near another building, pulling Niki’s attention away momentarily. When she looked back, the man was alone.

      She didn’t see where the children had disappeared to. The more she looked around the small complex, the heavier the feeling of helplessness became. She didn’t know where to start, who she could help. Who was beyond help.

      Suddenly she remembered hearing moans from within her building. She returned to the mess that had been her building, where JC still stood. “Someone else is trapped.”

      “You have a roommate?”

      “No. One of my neighbors. I heard someone moaning.” She struggled to remember what direction the sound had come from. “Down that way.”

      They skirted the building, and Niki looked for anything resembling a human in the pile of plaster and broken furniture. “The bedrooms are all at the inside. I can’t walk over all that.”

      Her feet felt like ice cubes. Glancing down, she saw pink toes at the end of feet coated in white powder. She probably was covered in the dust, her hair now cement dreadlocks. While JC climbed awkwardly on shifting rubble, she bent and looked into crevices. She found the corner of a door and lifted with her free hand. A pair of bare feet appeared. “Over here.”

      JC scrambled toward her, slipping once when a table collapsed under him. “Step back.”

      She did, wrapping her arms around herself while she waited.

      He lifted the door higher, shouldering it as he bent toward the man. Niki peered around him. A dark pool of dried blood circled the man’s head, but before Niki could see more, JC straightened and lowered the door carefully. He took her shoulder and steered her away. “It’s too late.”

      Nausea cramped her stomach. She tugged free of JC’s grip. An urgent need to talk to her boss, Lisa, hit hard. She was the closest thing Niki had to a mother. But JC said there was no signal on his phone. The Taco Shack where she’d worked up until her promotion last week was only a few miles away, much closer than Lisa’s house. Someone would be there. Anne, who took over her shifts, should be overseeing the preparations for opening. With luck, the phones there would be working and she could call Lisa and Crystal.

      JC stopped beside her. His jeans hung low the way the gang-bangers wore theirs, his graphic t-shirt baggy and hanging untucked beneath his thick hoodie. His gray beanie slouched toward the back of his head. He must work the early shift at his job, to have been fully dressed when the earthquake hit, although what kind of job he was dressed for, she couldn’t say. “Hey, Mouse⁠—”

      “Don’t call me Mouse.” In a flash, she remembered who he was. Old memories of hateful teasing came crashing down on her, bringing back the pain of being so far outside the accepted crowd in high school. In their minds she was a rodent, eating trash and living in filth. She’d survived by fighting back with more name-calling, which hadn’t made her any friends.

      His use of that nickname showed how far apart they were. She was an assistant manager of a new Taco Shack and he was stuck in high school in his head. His clothes spelled out who he was. Loser.

      Inwardly, she cringed. Snark much, Niki? That loser just saved your life. “Thank you for pulling me out of there. No one would have come looking for me, except maybe my boss.”

      “I was worried about you. Thought you might be hurt.”

      He was worried about her. That surprised her. She hadn’t thought about him, ever, that she could remember, although she’d noticed him around the apartment complex. They’d spoken maybe twice in the six months since they graduated, and not much more than that in the year she attended North High with him. He and his “bros” had been random faces passing in the hallways, making smartass remarks at the geeks she hung out with. “I need to find a phone and call Crystal. And my boss. Lisa will be worried if I don’t show up for work.”

      He glanced at the slow motion, unearthly quiet chaos around them. “I don’t think anyone’s showing up for work today, Mouse.”
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      Standing close in the bright sunlight, Niki saw JC’s face, pale beneath the dust, his eyes rimmed in red as if he’d been up all night. Or was high. He didn’t act as if he was tweaking or stoned, but in their neighborhood, you never knew.

      A breeze kicked up sending shivers across her skin. She suddenly remembered she had a spare uniform and a pair of shoes in the trunk of her car, for those times she was called into work when someone didn’t show up. She headed for the parking lot of the apartment complex.

      “Be careful,” JC warned, hurrying to catch up with her. “You’ll cut your feet again.”

      Her ankle throbbed with each step. She had no choice but to walk barefoot, if she wanted to reach her shoes, and she ignored the pokes and pinches of the gravel beneath her feet. Ignored the footsteps telling her JC followed. “I’ll be fine. You can go back to your mom and sister now. I’ve got clothes in my car and I’ll go find my boss. Her house is probably fine and I can crash there for now.”

      Damn. She stopped short. “I don’t have my keys.” Her keys were in her purse, and her purse was under two apartments’ worth of concrete and plaster. She wasn’t driving anywhere anytime soon. Neither was she opening her trunk where her clothes were. Deciding to break a window if she had to, she continued around the van parked near the walkway.

      Her ancient Chevy was directly behind the van. And directly under a lamppost. It had toppled across her trunk. She couldn’t win. “No,” she whined as she got close. “My poor car.”

      With one hand clutching her robe closed, she wrestled the lamppost off the trunk and circled her car, trying the door handles on the odd chance she’d left one unlocked.

      No luck.

      “Do you have a hide-a-key?” JC asked.

      “No. I don’t even have a spare. I bought the car used.”

      “I can help,” he said in quiet monotone and walked away.

      She shook her head, watching him disappear around the van. His robotic, flat emotions were probably due to the shock of the quake. People reacted differently to emergencies. She became hyper, frantic and energetic to fix the problem. He apparently shut down emotionally.

      Standing alone gave her time to notice how cold the morning air was and how undressed she still was. The soles of her feet stung on the chilly pavement. Her left shin had a massive bruise, and the scrape on her ankle was crusting over. Maybe when she got to Lisa’s she could shower again. And borrow some underwear. She only had pants, a blouse and her awful black safety-soled shoes in the car.

      Looking toward the street, she wondered where the emergency vehicles were. The sun was midway in the sky, so where was help? She didn’t even hear sirens in the distance. There should be rescue crews rushing in to save survivors. Ambulances taking victims to the hospital. The Sheriff’s Department should have squad cars patrolling the damage and helping where they could. But no one drove on the streets, as if the city itself was in shock.

      Or everyone was dead.

      Chimneys of black smoke dotted the horizon where buildings burned. Most were thin and scattered, but a huge cloud hung over the edge of Oildale where the oilfields were.

      JC returned and silently went to work breaking into her car with a piece of scrap metal. Once he had the door open, he popped the trunk latch from the dashboard button. She used the open trunk lid as a shield to dress behind. The cold fabric brought her skin temperature down even more. Shivering, she yanked the bathrobe on over her clothes and slid her feet into her shoes.

      Suddenly her car’s engine purred to life. She walked to the driver’s door where JC’s legs stuck out. “How did you do that?”

      He sat up from beneath the dash, his face expressionless. “Just something I learned in auto shop.”

      “They don’t teach you how to hotwire cars in auto shop. Do they?” Stupid question. Of course they didn’t.

      He climbed out of the car and she got behind the wheel. “I guess I owe you thanks again. I’m, uh, gonna go find Lisa. Then go see my sister in Santa Maria. I’ll see you around. I guess.”

      He didn’t move, so she couldn’t shut the door. His eyes stayed locked on her. “You shouldn’t go.”

      Motioning toward the complex, she said, “My apartment is gone. There’s nothing to stay here for.”

      He glanced over his shoulder at the street. “It’s not safe out there. Power’s off all over. I talked to some deputies this morning. They said there were quakes all over the state. It’s not safe to travel in town, much less all the way to Santa Maria.”

      Her hands loosened their grasp on the steering wheel as her gut dropped. “Were there any earthquakes on the coast? Is…is Santa Maria okay?”

      “I don’t know. They didn’t say how bad it hit in any certain spot. But still…the roads…they might be broken up. And people will be going crazy, who knows, maybe shooting and robbing. You can’t go alone.”

      “I have to see my sister.” With renewed determination, she grabbed the armrest on her door. “JC, move, please. I need to get going.”

      He stayed put. “Mouse, it’s not safe out there. It’s not safe anywhere right now, but you should stay here where your friends can watch out for you. Where I can watch out for you. At least until they say it’s safe to travel.”

      What the freak? He’d never been a friend. And right now, he was a little creepy following her around. She wasted time talking to him when she needed to be with Crystal. What if her sister needed her? She leaned into the opening to look up at him. “Look, I know you have family here. Why don’t you go take care of them? I’ll be fine now.”

      JC’s jaw tightened. His face went white, then red. Niki sat back quickly, uncertain what he would do. Was he a tweaker? Was he high on meth? God, why did he have to pick on her? She’d thanked him already, he should leave.

      His head dropped and he took a loud breath, his shoulders shaking. Niki waited, unable to do anything else. Finally, he lifted his head and pierced her with the pain in his eyes.

      Realization hit hard, knocking her breathless. She swallowed a lump that settled in her stomach like lead. His family was dead. She couldn’t bear thinking of the pain he must be suffering. “Oh, God, I’m so sorry,” she whispered.

      “I wasn’t home. I couldn’t help them, got there too late.” His voice cracked. “I should’ve been there.”

      Moisture pooled in his eyes. Niki wanted to hurl. Instead, she took a deep breath. “Don’t you need to do something, take care of whatever? Make arrangements?”

      He let go of the car door, straightening and shoving his hands in his front pockets. “There’s nothing I can do for them now. But I can watch out for you. If you’re going to Santa Maria, I’m going with you.”

      She watched his face as a million emotions passed over it. Guilt plagued her. On the one hand, he’d saved her life. On the other, she didn’t really know this guy, and what she did know of him wasn’t anything she’d look for on a job application. More likely, she’d toss his application in the not if he were the last guy in Bako pile. But he was alone now. Just like she was. Like she’d been for years. She knew what that hollowness felt like, how it threatened to swallow you like quicksand. She had no idea what the road conditions were between Bakersfield and Santa Maria. If things were as bad as he said, it’d probably be nice to have some muscle on her side. Not that he appeared to have much muscle on that lanky frame.

      “Come with me.” As she nodded to him and waited for him to get in the passenger side, she wondered who was saving whom.
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        * * *

      

      JC buckled his seatbelt automatically, although he couldn’t care less at this point if he died. He was cold, achingly cold. If he weren’t so numb, his bones would hurt. He’d had a headache when he first woke up but that had faded by the time he’d reached the apartment complex.

      He was such a loser. No, worse. He couldn’t even think of a word to describe what he was. All the swear words he knew didn’t come close.

      If he hadn’t gotten drunk last night, his mom and sister would be alive. It was that simple. There were no take-backs with death. No do-overs. No, I promise Mom, I’ll be good next time. There were no more levels to play to earn another chance. Game over.

      He couldn’t even feel good about rescuing Mouse. As much as he thanked God he’d gotten to her in time, it wasn’t enough. If he spent the rest of his life trying to help people, it would never be enough.

      Shit, he had to quit calling her Mouse. He hadn’t learned her real name until months after his friends had started teasing her. He should’ve stood up to those losers, or made better friends, but he wasn’t good at that. Standing up or making friends.

      He liked to think of her as Mouse, though. It suited her. Small. Innocent. He’d had a pet mouse when he was a kid and it used to sit on his shoulder everywhere he went. He wished he’d tried to make friend with Mouse, no, Niki, back in school.

      He wished he’d done a lot of things differently. But mostly he wished he’d come home last night.
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        * * *

      

      The desolate scenery didn’t change as Niki drove out of their neighborhood. Most of the tiny houses, built before World War II, were now piles of sticks. Small groups of people huddled together up and down the streets. Trees were uprooted, lampposts leaned at crazy angles or were completely toppled. The traffic signals were out, some blinking red, some completely blank, and the few cars on the road moved cautiously through the intersections.

      Brick buildings in the older stretch of Chester Avenue had walls missing. Plate glass windows were shattered, but no one ran in and out of the businesses, stealing everything they could get their hands on. On one block she smelled gas, and she sped up to get away from the area as quickly as she could.

      Approaching the local fire station, she saw part of the reason for the lack of emergency vehicles. The firefighters were digging their trucks out from the brick building. The front corner of the station had collapsed on top of the trucks.

      Niki shivered as she drove, not from cold but from nerves. She turned up the car heater a notch. Cars around them moved in slow motion. Everything seemed to happen in slo-mo, and she didn’t think it was only her perception. The damage to homes and businesses was massive, the surreal stillness reminding her of a tour at Universal Studios. Any minute she expected to see zombies stagger from an alleyway and one of those cameras on wheels roll past.

      Only three cars were in the parking lot at the
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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.






