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      MY BROTHER FINDS HIMSELF IN TWO PLACES AT ONCE.

      The quick, quiet unlocking and then the closing of the hall door on the floor below told me that Jerry had come in; so I sat up, roused as I always was when I felt him about. He put life into any place,—even into an Astor Street marble mansion in the somnolence of two-thirty on a morning after everybody else has gone to bed.

      

      Since my light was on, although it was only a shaded reading lamp and although the double blinds before my window must have prevented more than the merest glint outside, I was sure Jerry had noticed from the street that I was awake; for he notices everything; and everything bears to him a meaning which he has the clear head and the nervous energy to make out. I never realized, till I began analyzing Jerry, how much more you need than a brain for thinking; to get anywhere, you must have a sort of habitual energy to tackle incidents and carry them in your mind beyond the first, simple registry of the observed fact.

      

      Take that evening we came home late together, when my cousin Janet with her new husband was stopping with us. They'd arrived only that day, and Jerry hadn't seen Janet since she married and he had never met Lew Hollings at all or heard anything about him except that they were married and were to visit us. It was a very hot night and they'd gone to their rooms early to rest from the train. We'd given them our best guest rooms,—the pair of bedrooms on the third floor in front with a dressing room in between. I noticed, as we approached the house, that the dressing room light was burning and the bedrooms both were dark with the windows open. Somebody'd forgotten the light; that's all it meant to me. Jerry looked up at the house.

      

      "Why, that's too bad, Steve!" he said. "That" was so plain to him that it didn't occur to him that he needed to explain when he finished. "I thought Janet and Hollings were getting along all right."

      

      "They are," I said. "They're perfectly happy. What gave you the sudden idea they're not?"

      

      "Oh, closed doors on a night when it's eighty-eight and no breeze, Steve. Neither has a door open, even to the dressing room; they don't know the lights on. They've each shut themselves in one room without opening a door even for a current of air to-night."

      

      "You're crazy, Jerry," I said. "I had dinner with them. There's nothing the matter." That was what my people thought too until Janet and Lew separated, openly, a couple of weeks later.

      

      Jerry came into my room and, as soon as I saw him, I flung my book to the foot of the bed; for it was perfectly plain, even to my sort of wits, that something mighty amazing to him had happened. He was pale and his blue eyes looked positively big; he has fine eyes, Jerry; you like them, though they take hold of you and seem to look through you; the reason you like them, in spite of this, is that while finding out something of you, they grant you a good deal of him. So they told me now that Jerry was afraid; and, though we have been companions for twenty-eight years—that is, since we were babies—and though that companionship includes service in the Argonne, I had never seen him so afraid before.

      

      He'd come upstairs with his overcoat on, over his evening clothes, for he'd been at Ina Sparling's wedding, and he hadn't even dropped his hat downstairs.

      

      "How long you been home, Steve?" he asked, coming beside me.

      

      "Since half-past twelve," I said.

      

      "Awake all the time?"

      

      "Yes, Jerry."

      

      "Anybody call for me?"

      

      "No."

      

      "You've not heard the 'phone at all?"

      

      "No. What's the matter, old fellow?"

      

      "Dot!" said Jerry, staring down at me without now seeing me at all.

      

      "Dorothy Crewe?" I asked, in the way I have of asking perfectly obvious questions.

      

      "Yes, Steve."

      

      "Oh; you've quarrelled?" I said, imagining I saw a light. "That's it."

      

      "I'd trade a good many quarrels for what happened—probably, Steve."

      

      "To her?" I said again, stupidly.

      

      He did not exactly nod his head but he inclined it a trifle lower. "The damnedest thing, Steve; the queerest affair!" he said, looking quickly at me again. He brushed my book to the floor and dropped on the foot of the bed and sat there, staring straight ahead without speaking for a minute while he listened for sounds in the street or below; but there was nothing.

      

      He swung about and demanded of me suddenly, "You noticed Dot to-night?"

      

      "Of course, old fellow. Besides, she was with you most of the time."

      

      He jerked, wincing at that; and Jerry's not jerky. He's excitable and capable, I've always felt, even of violence. But he possesses not one bad nerve; he might hit in anger but he would hit perfectly steadily if he hit to kill.

      

      "Yes, of course she was with me. I was responsible for her to-night. Did you notice what she was wearing, Steve?"

      

      "Blue dress, wasn't it—pale blue? She certainly was stunning, Jerry."

      

      "Her necklace, Steve; didn't you see it? Those damned diamonds and sapphires her father brought back from abroad with him!"

      

      "Of course I saw them. So—she lost them to-night, did she? Or they were stolen? That's it?" But I realized by this time it was far more than that.

      

      "Steve, let's go over it just as it happened," Jerry entreated. "When did you leave the Sparlings'?"

      

      "Twelve o'clock. Ten minutes after," I added more precisely and he did not question me further on that; he knows I always keep track of time.

      

      "You saw Dot about midnight?"

      

      "Within a quarter of an hour of the time I left, Jerry."

      

      "When did you see me last?"

      

      He tried not to—I thought—but he could not help bending toward me a little and he could not keep his voice from going a little up and down.

      

      "Why, at the door when I went, Jerry!" I said, my own voice cracking a little, excited from him.

      

      "At the door of the Sparlings at ten minutes after twelve, Steve?" he begged of me.

      

      "Why, yes, Jerry."

      

      "I, Steve? You saw me there?"

      

      "Why not? What is it, Jerry? I've told you I did."

      

      "You know me; or you ought to know me, if any one in the world does. And you wouldn't joke about it with me, would you, Steve? If all the rest of them were doing it, if they'd sworn you in, too, in the hoax, you'd tell me the truth now, wouldn't you? For you see Dot's taken! If she's not really taken, I believe she is; that's the same to me! Oh, I know you wouldn't be in on anything like that against me!"

      

      "Dot taken? Where? How? What is it that's happened?"

      

      "That's what no one knows, Steve. Oh—we've got to go over it just as it came on. Up to half-past eleven, you know everything. That is, there's nothing in particular to tell. We were all at the Sparlings' dancing about after the wedding; about half-past eleven people began drifting over to the Drake to Casoway's dance. Dot and I meant to go; with Jim and Laura Townsend in their car. In the coat room I was held up a few minutes finding my things; this was still at the Sparlings', Steve. When I came down to the carriage door, I couldn't find Dot. The Townsends were gone; somebody said she'd gone with them, so I followed on in the next machine for the Drake. Don't know whose it was; just some people said, 'Going to the Drake? Get in.' So I got in and soon as I got to the Drake went on a hunt for Dot but couldn't find her right away. Awful jam there, Steve; couldn't find the Townsends for twenty minutes; then they said they hadn't brought Dot. Thought maybe the Westmans might have; they came over at the same time. So I chased up Sally Westman; she hadn't brought Dot; but I ran on Tom Downs just coming in; this was twelve o'clock then, Steve.

      

      "'Hello, Jerry,' he said to me. 'How the devil'd you beat me over here?'

      

      "'When'd you leave the Sparlings'?' I said.

      

      "'Just now; oh, three minutes ago.'

      

      "'Was Dorothy Crewe over there?' I said.

      

      "'When I left?' Tom said. 'Why, certainly; she was with you. You said you were coming over; but not right away. But you seem to have passed me.'

      

      "'I've been here half an hour,' I said, and he laughed and went on. Thought I was joking and I thought he simply remembered seeing me with Dot before I came over and he got mixed on his time. I wasn't sure even that Dot had stayed at the Sparlings', so I asked some more people who had just come over; and they'd just left her at the Sparlings' with me, Steve!"

      

      I didn't try to say anything now; he was trying to tell me as quickly as he could.

      

      "They were positive about it and wondered how I got over so quick. Steve, I tell you it sent a shiver through me right then. I decided to go back to the Sparlings' to get her; so I 'phoned and Gibson, Sparling's man, you know, answered. I know his voice. I said:

      

      "'Is Miss Crewe still there, Gibson?'

      

      "'Yes, sir,' he said. 'Just in the next room.'

      

      "'Let me speak with her,' I said.

      

      "'Yes, sir,' said Gibson. 'Who shall I say?'

      

      "'Fanneal,' I said.

      

      "'Mr. Stephen Fanneal?' said Gibson.

      

      "I thought everybody was going crazy; how could Gibson mix up your voice and mine, Steve? 'Jerry Fanneal,' I told him, only to have him come back with a 'What, sir?' So I told him again; and he gave me, 'But Mr. Jeremy Fanneal is here, sir.'

      

      "That got a 'what' out of me, Steve. 'Right there now?' I got after Gibson.

      

      "'Yes, sir.'

      

      "'You can see him, Gibson?'

      

      "'Yes, sir; just this minute he passed in the hall with Miss Crewe.'

      

      "'Get him to the 'phone then, right away,' I said.

      

      "'What name shall I give him, sir?' said Gibson.

      

      "'Never mind the name. Tell him he's wanted on the 'phone.' And then, by God, Steve, he talked to me!"

      

      I was leaning toward Jerry now. "Who?"

      

      "Myself, Steve! Don't look at me as if I'm a loon. I tell you that fellow who came to the 'phone gave me a jump higher than yours. He didn't talk exactly like me; I mean, didn't say words I'd have said—quite; but he said 'em the way I speak, Steve. After I'd heard him, 'Who in the devil are you?' I said.

      

      "'Jerry Fanneal,' he said, cool. 'Who's this?'

      

      "Of course that left me without a comeback! 'You're with Dorothy Crewe?' I said. 'Let me talk to her!'

      

      "'All right,' he said; and like a fool I waited three minutes for somebody to come. Of course nobody did; and I couldn't rouse anybody else; he'd left the receiver off. But in four minutes I came to and grabbed a cab and got over to the Sparlings' to find I'd just gone half a minute before with Dorothy. I'd taken her alone in a cab for the Drake; they wanted to know what was the matter; why I'd come back? Where was Dorothy? I didn't wait to explain; I cut back to the Drake; but she didn't come; and I didn't come! I mean the other fellow that was me never showed up anywhere. Nobody saw more of us than me after that. There I was, all right; where was Dorothy?

      

      "By God, Steve; it's near three now; and she never came; she's not gone home or anywhere else where she would go. If it wasn't for those damned diamonds and sapphires they hung on her to-night, I might believe there's a chance for, a joke somewhere. But she's a couple of hundred thousand on her neck to-night; or anyway, she had, Steve. And the papers were telling all about it; 'Harrison Crewe brings to Chicago royal jewels' and all that stuff; you saw it, Steve.—I've been to the Crewes'; just came from them. They don't think anything's happened; nothing's ever happened in their family, you know. Things only happen to other people—things like what may be happening to Dorothy, Steve! Of course I couldn't make myself awfully clear; all they feel what has happened is that Dorothy, probably for good reasons of her own, dropped me and went off from the Sparlings' with somebody else and I'm overexcited about it. They don't think it's time yet to call in the police. You know them; I worried them but not to the point of having in the police and the newspapers on an affair of their own. But I called headquarters on my way out of their building, from the porter's room under their apartment. Told police to call me here; so you'll take any call for me, won't you? I'm going out on the street again and I'll 'phone you for report within every fifteen minutes. Have it now, Steve?"

      

      "Yes," I said, to try to help him. It wasn't true, yet truer, perhaps than "no"; for I did have the essential fact which was that he tremendously feared that harm had come to Dorothy Crewe through an extraordinary event which he, himself, could not yet make out.

      

      "Get dressed then, Steve; and stay here for me."

      

      I stood up; he stared me over again and started for the door but caught at my telephone on the stand in the corner. It is an extension of one of the instruments downstairs and the bell is below; but it can be plainly heard in my room, especially at night. It had not even jingled, I'm sure. So Jerry's grab at the receiver was solely from his impatience; and when he had it up, no one was on the line; he had to give central the order: "Police; central detective bureau." When he had them, "This is Jeremy Fanneal, of——" he gave our telephone number and house number on Astor Street. "I called you a while ago asking you to call me immediately if you——What?" Then I was trying to get to him; but he heard it first. "Steve! They have her! They found her in the street in her blue dress and her light hair! Dot, Steve! Her necklace is gone but there's marks.—Oh, Steve, they're waiting for me to come and identify her."

      

      I took hold of him. "She's dead?"

      

      "They think so; or as good as dead."

      

      I held to him. "You wait for me," I said, "or I'll not let you go. You'll save time in the end. Your word, Jerry."

      

      He looked at me straight. "You'll jump, Steve," was all he said.
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      AND ESCAPES FROM BOTH.

      I got into my clothes in a minute; Jerry hadn't been able to remain in the house, but I found him walking up and down beside the cab which he had kept.

      
      "Chicago Avenue police station," he said to the driver, and he was in ahead of me. "They took her there," he told me, "from where they found her—on West Division Street near the river."

      
      He had no doubt whatever that she was Dorothy Crewe—his Dot whom he had loved; and, for what had come to her, he was holding himself guilty.

      
      "Steve, she thought she was going with me!" he cried out. "It was my Keeban! There is a Keeban, you see; my Keeban took her away and killed her!"

      
      I jerked in spite of myself. You, of course, cannot understand why without this word of explanation. Jerry and I, as most of our acquaintances know—and the Chicago papers, in their occasional discussions of the Fanneals, always veiledly refer to the fact—are not blood brothers. It is a perfectly evident fact to any one who has seen both of us; for I am the Fanneal type,—tall and with big bones, strong and spare in flesh but slow moving; my features are Rhode Island Yankee transplanted to Illinois, regular enough but too angular; too much nose, a bit too much chin, also, My hair is sandy brown; my eyes blue. Jerry's eyes are blue but mine have no quality of the living color of his; when I set the word down, it suggests that our eyes, at least, are alike, whereas we are nowhere more different. Mine are merchants' eyes, come down from ten recorded generations of cautious traders; Jerry's are—who knows? Jerry's long, graceful body is not so strong but twice as quick as mine; Jerry's clear, dark skin and his soft, black hair on his daredevil head; his small-boned but strong hands; the laugh and the lilt of him and his élan are—French, perhaps? Or Spanish, or Italian? All three together or none, but some other marvellous blend of energetic, passionate people? No one can say, least of all, Jerry himself. For one day, when I was about two years old and my nurse had me playing carefully by myself in a selected and remote spot in Lincoln Park, Jerry appeared under the trees and ran across the grass to play with me. Of course my nurse immediately jumped to protect me from contamination from a dark stranger, though it is remembered that he was clean and nicely clothed; she tried to send him away and, when he wouldn't but eluded her and hugged me—and I hugged him—she parted us and tried to take him back to his mother. But she couldn't find his mother or any one else who claimed him; she couldn't find even a policeman. (Obviously I had no memory of my own about this but was told it long afterwards.) Then my mother was driven by that way and found Jerry and me together.

      
      It seemed that mother considered my nurse to blame for Jerry becoming detached from his own party; my mother always fixed blame for occurrences; also, she always felt responsibility. She felt that now for Jerry and took him in her carriage and brought him home where she kept him isolated in a guest room while she had the police notified and advertisements put in the papers. She said she would persist in efforts to return Jerry to his parents until she got results; the authorities—she thought—were too careless about such matters and too soon gave up, and merely sent a child to an institution. Accordingly, Jerry remained at our house; and then, when my mother's efforts brought no result, she still kept him. A child's specialist examined him and found him reassuringly sound, with excellent development, no ascertainable defects or hereditary taints, all senses acute, and decidedly "bright." Apparently, he was about two years old; "of European parentage" was as far as the doctor would commit himself.

      
      "French," my mother decided. "He says his name is 'Jerry.' I don't think that it is his name; it probably represents 'mon cheri.'"

      
      "Spanish," my father always said, for no reason, I believe, other than he thought my mother was too positive and also he particularly liked the Spanish. They couldn't help liking Jerry, who knew, besides his name, only the usual hundred or so ordinary words which a child picks up first; English words, they were, at first spoken with a marked French accent, my, mother said.

      
      So they let Jerry and me play together; I was an only child. A companion, therefore, was "good for me"; and we have been together ever since. I cannot remember a time when there was not Jerry; he cannot consciously recall any home previous to ours or any one previous to us,—besides the nameless "mama" and "papa" whom he asked for, at first, and "Keeban."

      
      Keeban, apparently, was another child; a brother or sister; or perhaps only a playmate. Jerry could not describe him, of course; he could only go about looking for and asking for Keeban. Naturally, as time went on, my mother and father replaced Jerry's own nameless mama and papa; but I never replaced Keeban; and Jerry never forgot him. As we became older, Jerry's idea of Keeban became at the same time more imaginary and more definite; for Keeban changed from some one for whom Jerry searched to some one always with us,—an imaginary companion, a third to us two, interesting, always up to something and most convenient to accuse when we were caught in heinous wrong.

      
      I can remember, when we were about seven, asking Jerry what Keeban was like. I did not consider that Keeban represented a real person; he was, to me, merely one of Jerry's interesting imaginations.

      
      "Keeban," said Jerry, "is another me. Don't you never have a Keeban, too?"

      
      "No," I said; but I had Jerry's—that other imaginary boy, the duplicate of Jerry, who came to see us, whom we played with, who did extraordinary things and went away. Then, gradually, we dropped him; that is, Jerry ceased to mention him and we stopped having him "come." I think I forgot him until we were in Princeton University together; a lot of us had been to New York over the week-end and after we'd been back a few days, Jim Townsend dropped into Jerry's and my room, when Jerry was out, and said:

      
      "Steve, I wouldn't say a word against Jerry to anybody but you; but you ought to know how queer he is sometimes."

      
      "When?" I said.

      
      "Last Saturday in New York; I was down on the east side with a bunch of our class, just knocking about the ordinary way, when we ran on Jerry in a rum lot, I tell you. He pretended not to recognize any of us; in fact, he was in a bunch that tried to rough us; we had rather a go. When it was over, I got at Jerry, he made me so damn mad going in with that lot of muckers against us. I told him what I thought and he looked at me as cool as could be. 'Who do you think I am?' he asked me, as though I didn't know him in Bowery 'suitings'; for he had on the whole get-up of his friends, Steve. I gave him up, I tell you; and he wasn't drunk, either. Since he didn't know me, I decided I wouldn't know him, next time I saw him here; so I passed him outside just now without speaking. He came after me and asked why. I told him; and what do you suppose he did? Denied he'd even been on the east side Saturday; he said I hadn't seen him; that wasn't he."

      
      "It wasn't, Jim," I said. "Jerry was with me all Saturday on Broadway. We never got east of Fifth Avenue at all."

      
      "That's right, Steve. Stand up for him; I would, too," Jim said; and nothing I could say would shake him that he'd seen Jerry. He was so sure about it, and so were the rest of the bunch who'd been with him, that it got me wondering, particularly when I remembered later that Jerry hadn't stayed with me all Saturday; we were separated for a couple of hours.

      
      I said nothing to him about it; and it soon blew over until, a couple of months later, another bunch of fellows from the college ran into Jerry on the same side of town, but peacefully, this time; so peacefully, in fact, that he borrowed a hundred dollars from them. Said he would be in trouble down there unless he had the money. I heard about this from several men and then from Jerry.

      
      "Tell me straight, Steve; do you believe I do queer things?" he asked me suddenly one night.

      
      "Of course not," I said.

      
      "I know you wouldn't think it when I'm myself; but do you think there's a chance that sometimes I'm not myself and I go queer—like that fight with Jim Townsend a few weeks ago; and borrowing a hundred dollars from Davis in New York last Saturday. I swear to you, Steve, I haven't the slightest remembrance of even seeing Fred or any of the fellows with him who saw me and saw him hand me the hundred."

      
      "They must have gone queer themselves," I said.

      
      "No," said Jerry. "What they say is true. I don't remember seeing them; but I feel it,"

      
      "Feel what?" I said.

      
      "That they did meet me; for there's another me about, Steve; you know I've felt that. I know now he must be one of two things—either another personality living in me which turns Jerry Fanneal off, sometimes, and turns on—Keeban, Steve, like the dual personality cases in the psychology books; or he must be a real, physical duplicate of me—Keeban; that's possible, too, of course. But the way I feel him usually is another way; and the one way he can't possibly be; he seems to be me going on and growing up and living my life, as it would have been, if I'd never come to you, Steve. So, that way, sometimes he seems more me than myself; for I seem to be somebody else and he, when I think of him that way, seems to be me."

      
      We couldn't get any further than that; Jerry and I went to New York the next day and poked about the district where Davis claimed to have met Jerry, but we couldn't find trace of anybody like him. Jerry paid the hundred to Davis, I remember; he considered himself in some way responsible and soon the incident passed off as the fight had; Jerry lived it down and nothing like it occurred again for years, until this night when Jerry, at the Drake, talked to himself at the Sparlings and he went back to the Sparlings to learn that he had just that moment gone out with Dorothy Crewe.

      
      If what Jerry had just told me was exactly true, there was—of course—no explanation of it but one; there existed, physically, another Jerry. I could not say to myself that Jerry had not told me the truth as he knew it; but I could not help wondering how much of it he knew. Was he actually at the Drake at the same time "he" also was at the Sparlings'; could he have talked to "himself"; and done the other things he related? Or was there, living outside of him most of the time, Keeban—the man he would have become had he never come to us—who occasionally, at long intervals, could take command of Jerry's body? That idea had never seized me until to-night as I sat beside him in the cab which was hurrying us to the police station where Dorothy Crewe lay; for now I no longer doubted, either, that she was Dot.

      
      Ahead on the dark and still street showed lighted windows and a police ambulance stood end to the curb; we saw it was empty and so we went at once into the station.

      
      In a little, dingy room a girl lay on the stretcher by which she had been carried; an ambulance doctor and two police detectives bent over her. The police turned to us when we entered.

      
      Jerry stepped ahead of me but over his shoulder I saw Dorothy Crewe. She lay almost as if she were asleep in her pale blue dress in which she had danced that night; her hair was beautiful as ever—corn-color hair, little disarranged; her face and neck and arms were white and run with red where cuts and scratches showed. There were signs of street soil on her dress but none on her body; some one had washed them away.

      
      "She's not dead!" Jerry cried; then, in a whisper, "How is she?"

      
      Said the ambulance surgeon, "We don't know."

      
      "But she's not dead!"

      
      "No; not yet, anyway."

      
      Jerry's face hovered over hers as he searched hers; then, very softly, he kissed her. "You'll not die!" he whispered to her; then, to the surgeon, "Don't let her die, doctor," he said

      
      "What's happened here?" I asked the officers.

      
      It seemed that she'd been found in the street by a patrolman walking his beat; he thought she was dead so he sent her to the station. Now, having found life in her, the doctor was for taking her to a hospital; but he honestly thought it no use at all.

      
      "What do you know?" the police came back at us.

      
      "She's Dorothy Crewe," Jerry told them, and added her father's name and number of his home. "To-night I took her to a dance at the Sparlings'. She had a necklace—here."

      
      Gently he touched her throat where were marks made by him who had snatched at her necklace and torn it away.

      
      "Diamonds and sapphires," Jerry went on and seemed to forget what he said.

      
      A police captain named Mullaney kept at me. "When did she leave Mr. Sparling's?"

      
      "About half-past twelve," I said. "She was going from there to a dance at the Drake hotel given by Mr. Casoway. She never arrived there."

      
      "Go on," said the captain.

      
      Jerry went on. "She left the Sparlings' wearing, besides what she has on, a blue silk cloak and a necklace of diamonds and sapphires on a platinum chain, which her father brought her from Paris."

      
      "Perhaps you've read about it," I put in. "They were supposed to be worth a quarter million."

      
      "I suppose," said Jerry, "they were gone when found her."

      
      "She had on her a quarter million in stones!" the captain repeated. "Well, that makes it some plainer, sir. They was off her when we found her. Now go right on, Mr. Fanneal. She left Mr. Sparling's big house on the Drive to go to the Drake hotel at half-past twelve, you say? She didn't go off, at that hour, alone?"

      
      Jerry swung quickly and looked at me. "I'll tell 'em, Steve!"

      
      "Go ahead," I said. God knows, I didn't want to. I had no idea how to tell it; my thoughts, on the subject of Keeban, were absolutely a blob, just then.

      
      "She did not leave alone, Captain," Jerry told. "There is some confusion over who she went with. That was why, when she did not come to the Drake or return home, we became alarmed and I telephoned to you. Some people thought she went away with me; but she did not."

      
      "Go on," said Mullaney again.

      
      "You'll find a good many that say she went with me, Captain; Gibson, the doorman, and probably Mrs. Sparling and some of the guests. But it wasn't me, Captain."

      
      Mullaney squinted his eyes as he looked at Jerry and then he looked at me.

      
      "Where was you, Mr. Steve Fanneal?" he challenged.

      
      "I'd gone home, then."

      
      "Then where was you?" he swung back to Jerry.

      
      "I'd gone to the Drake."

      
      "Leavin' your partner at Mr. Sparling's? I thought you said you took her there."

      
      "I did."

      
      "Then why didn't you take her away?"

      
      "I'll tell him, Jerry," I said; for I felt the sudden strength of his suspicion. At first, he had spoken alike to Jerry
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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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