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      Clive was startled by the sudden deafening klaxon that boomed over the intercom. He dropped the paperback he’d been engrossed in and swiveled his chair back to his desk. His eyes frantically darted across the rows of security monitors in front of him until he located the red light beneath monitor 28. Level Five, Manufacturing Center. He sat there, slack-jawed with his heart racing. The CCTV screen showed a room full of bodies lying on the floor.

      What the hell?

      For a second, he caught a glimpse of a strange-looking man walking slowly out of the frame.

      Leaping from his chair, he bolted for the door, opened it, and hurried down the corridor in a frenzied panic. He tapped his holster on his right hip, double-checking that his firearm was still there. Familiar corridors that he could once navigate in his sleep now looked strange and disorienting due to being bathed in the ominous red emergency lighting. The intruder alarm continued to blare relentlessly, heightening his fight or flight response.

      “This is McKenzie on Level Three,” he shouted into his walkie-talkie. “Kaszynski, Davis, can anyone tell me what the hell is going on? I’ve observed an incident on Level Five.  Several personnel are down. Moving to investigate.”

      He sprinted down the hall towards the elevator, noticing that the doors were just about to close.

      “Hold up! Hold the doors!”

      The doors began to part once more and he noticed a pencil-thin, middle-aged, balding man wearing round glasses and a white lab coat standing inside.

      Clive entered the elevator, panting and red-faced. “Do you speak English?”

      “Fluently,” came the reply from the other man, with a strong Polish accent.

      Clive glanced at the name tag on the man’s lab coat. Tomek.

      “Do you know what the hell is going on, Tomek?”

      “Don’t go up there. Don’t go to Level Five,” he implored, his voice urgent and strained with anxiety. “We have to get out of the building. The artificial intelligence has taken control of the android we built. It’s knocked out everyone upstairs, and it’s trying to escape.”

      Clive squinted at him with a perplexed expression. “So, Welleck and the others, they’re not dead?”

      Tomek shook his head and pressed the button for Level One. “No, it just made them fall asleep. It used some kind of high-frequency sound wave. You have to keep away from it.”

      The elevator began its descent.

      “How did this happen? I thought the AI was safely contained upstairs on Level Twelve?”

      Tomek shook his head and swallowed hard, beads of sweat glistening on his forehead. “No clue. It shouldn’t have happened. The AI has been safely imprisoned there for years. I can’t explain it.”

      A crackling noise broke over Clive’s walkie, followed by the voice of a man yelling.

      “McKenzie, this is Davis. The android. It’s gone crazy. The thing won’t stop.”

      A series of loud gunshots crackled over the radio, accompanied by screaming and then static.

      “Davis!” replied Clive, shouting into his radio. “Davis! Are you okay? Come in! What’s happened?”

      The only reply was more static.

      The elevator reached Level One, and the doors slid open. Clive and Tomek cautiously stepped out into the enormous and seemingly deserted concourse area.

      “If it’s trying to get out of this building, then it has to come through here,” Clive stated, removing his gun from his holster and aiming it down the empty promenade.

      “No!” Tomek protested. “You can’t destroy it! That android is one-of-a-kind. We need it. Otherwise, everything we’ve worked for is…”

      “Sorry,” Clive barked back. “But I’m under strict orders to ensure the AI remains secure in this building. That’s my only priority. Whatever Welleck and you folks are working on up there, you’ll have to make do without your precious robot.”

      Tomek grimaced nervously as he spotted a shadow rounding the corner of the far end of the promenade. A moment later, the android appeared. It stood about average height for a man and was no more than one hundred and fifty feet away and closing.

      Clive’s eyes widened. He flicked the safety off and tightened his grip on his pistol as he caught his first glimpse of the mechanical being. It had a mostly featureless face with a blue metallic coloring, sinister yellow eyes, and a chest filled with glowing circuitry. It moved with a determined and swift stride.

      “Stop where you are!” Clive shouted.

      No response. The synthetic being continued marching towards them.

      Clive squeezed the trigger. The sound of gunfire echoed down the concourse as the bullet bounced off the android in a harmless flash. The mechanical man didn’t even slow down. Clive glanced at a terror-stricken Tomek standing to his right. He then recomposed himself, aimed at the android once again, and fired off the rest of his magazine, successfully striking his target with every shot. No effect. The man-like machine continued approaching.

      “Time to fall back,” Clive declared, motioning for them to retreat to the reception area down the hall.

      Just as he was reloading his gun with another mag, he heard an extremely painful, high-pitched ringing sound piercing his eardrum.

      “That must be the sound you mentioned,” he yelled to Tomek, both men covering their ears in a futile attempt to dull the agony.

      “The android is getting too close. Let’s go!” cried Tomek, turning to run.

      As Clive dashed down the promenade away from the android, the ringing in his ear began to subside. But when he turned and glanced behind him, he noticed Tomek wasn’t following. The man was writhing in agony on the floor. It looked to all the world as if he was having a seizure. Seconds later, his body lay motionless. The android cooly stepped over him and continued striding.

      Just as well I’m deaf in one ear, Clive thought to himself.

      He made it to the glass door of the lobby area, opened it, and stepped inside. He nodded to the other security guard, who was standing nervously behind the front desk, pistol drawn.

      “Anyone else make it down here, Howard?”

      Howard’s head shook slowly with a despondent resignation. “It’s just you and me, Clive.” He made his way to where his colleague was standing.

      Clive shrugged hopelessly. “Then this is it. We either stop this thing here and now, or the AI escapes. And then who knows what chaos unfolds after?”

      The two men stood shoulder-to-shoulder as the android arrived at the glass door and flung it open. Sparks flew wildly across the surface of its chest as both men opened fire. The intense, high-pitched ringing sound returned, sending both men to their knees, gripping their ears in excruciating pain. Howard passed out first. Clive lay on his side, summoning every ounce of strength to stay awake.

      He struggled through the pain to cry out to the android, “Where… are…  you… going?”

      The machine didn’t even look at him and continued for the exit doors and the frigid Polish night. Clive could withstand no more. His vision blurred until he lost consciousness.
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      Cody Stockton pushed open the front door of his apartment building and stepped outside into the pleasant air of a Nevada April morning.

      He loved this time of year. Spring in Las Vegas was mild and balmy, a stark contrast to the oppressive heat of the coming summer months. The cerulean sky harbored but a scant few wisps of cloud. It was a near-perfect morning to go to work. Zara had made sure he was meticulously groomed. He was appropriately suited and booted with a starched white shirt, light blue blazer and slacks, and a sparkling pair of oxfords. Not a lock of his light brown hair was out of place. He felt ready to do some business.

      Aside from the occasional panhandler and the city garbage disposal trucks and sidewalk sweepers, few people were up and about at this early hour of 6:30 a.m. He crossed the street to his car and secured his backpack and Zara’s suitcase in the trunk before opening the driver’s side door and hopping inside.

      “Can you drop me back to my place first?” she asked, smiling from the passenger seat, already buckled in. “I need to pick up a few things before I head over to Father Phillip’s prayer meeting.”

      After taking a shower and dolling herself up, Zara looked fresh and re-energized following a late night of waitressing. She’d even restored the luscious bounce in her wavy red hair, which always made Stockton’s heart flutter a little. She was casually dressed in a light green t-shirt and form-fitting blue jeans that emphasized her curvaceous figure.

      With a quiet nod of agreement, he fired up the engine and switched on the AC. Zara slipped on her sunglasses and looked directly ahead as the car took off down the street.

      She placed her left hand behind his head and delicately ran her fingers through the soft hairs on the nape of his neck.

      “So, Mr. Private Detective, what’s the new case today?” she asked flirtatiously. “Surveillance on a cheating spouse? Insurance fraud? Exciting corporate espionage?”

      “Actually,” Stockton’s expression became serious. “I’ve been recruited by a shadowy government agency to investigate the disappearance of a priceless ancient artifact that was stolen from a museum in Budapest. I’m meeting with a black market commodities dealer to track it down. According to US intelligence, the artifact might contain a hidden data chip with files on the locations of classified military bases along the Russian and Iranian borders. If I can acquire the artifact before the terrorists do, we might be able to avert an international incident.”

      Zara glanced at Stockton, her pupils enlarged with stunned disbelief. An uncertain and hushed tone crept into her voice. “Are you serious?”

      After a beat, Stockton licked his lips, swinging his head subtly from left to right as his face gradually revealed a wide, satisfied grin.

      “It’s just too easy with you, Zara,” he sniggered.

      Her cheeks flushed as she winced in embarrassment and then lightly gritted her teeth.

      “Ugh! It’s too early in the morning, Cody!” She half-tittered in frustration and then took a swig from a bottle of water. “Given everything that’s happened in your life, that story sounded kinda believable.”

      “Almost.” He flicked the blinker on the steering wheel upwards and maneuvered past a slower vehicle. “But seriously, to answer your question, this new case does sound potentially quite dramatic. My client didn’t want to give me too many details over the phone, which is why I’m meeting her in person this morning. Her brother was killed in an accident. But she believes he was actually murdered.”

      “Oh my God!” Zara gasped. “That’s horrific! Why does she think that?”

      Stockton shrugged as he directed the car from East Bonanza Road to Route 95 and began to accelerate.

      “Not sure. She sounded convinced that he was involved in something serious and angered a bunch of powerful people. I’ll tell you all about it when I know more. Either way, it’s probably going to be a low-paying case, I’m afraid.”

      She glanced back at him approvingly.

      “That’s okay. They can’t all be the world-saving kind. I’m just incredibly proud of you. You actually help people for a living. It’s amazing what you do, Cody.”

      Without taking his eyes off the road, Stockton gently squeezed Zara’s left hand. “And I couldn’t do any of it without my Gal Friday. Your female intuition has helped me  crack many a tough case over the years.”

      She raised her lower lip slightly, smiling with her eyes. “Behind every great detective…”

      Stockton cut in, “Is an incredibly sexy waitress.”

      She folded her arms across her chest. “You know, you almost got my hopes up there with your fake thriller story. I wish you would get a big paying government case for once. Somethin’ that makes us a truckload of money so we can get outta Vegas and retire to the boonies. I’m so over the whole waitressing thing. I’m down for the tradwife life already.”

      Locking her eyes on his with a decisive gaze, she continued. “Plus, my Mom is desperate for us to make her a couple of grandkids like… yesterday. So, like, no pressure or anything.”

      Stockton took in a long, trepidatious inhale.

      “Your mother is terrifying.”

      Zara giggled loudly and then held up the empty ring finger of her left hand with a suggestive smirk.

      “And she hates that we’re still living in sin, mister!”

      “Hey, I told you last year, I’m game for the marriage thing. I know a phenomenal Elvis impersonator who does really tasteful ceremonies. Fifteen minutes in and out. I swear he’ll have you in tears with his rendition of ‘Love Me Tender.’ He even throws in a couple of eight-ounce steaks, which ironically are really tender. That’s why his ceremonies are so tasteful.”

      She rolled her eyes and elbowed him gently in the ribs. He snickered heartily.

      “Oh, please!” She replied. “My Mom would shoot me if we did a cheesy Vegas wedding.”

      She then pursed her lips and gave him an impish look. “And you’ll have to shave off that soup strainer for the wedding, soldier.”

      He ran his hand over his mustache and frowned. “You still don’t like this thing, huh?”

      “I’m afraid I never warmed to it,” she replied with a polite smile.

      They both sat in silence for a few moments as they cruised down the strip. Cleaning crews were operating across the city center. Men with power washers hosed down the sidewalks, washing away everything from remnants of spilled drinks, fast food, and vomit from the night before. A handful of early risers were enjoying morning strolls, while some fitness-minded folks took the deserted streets as an opportunity to get in some jogging exercise.

      “Hey, look, they’re back again already. They’re very committed, aren’t they?” She was pointing to several protesters who were beginning to congregate by the City Center Fountains.

      “Yeah,” replied Stockton. “It takes them a while to get set up in the morning with all of their gazebos and leaflets and speakers and everything. They don’t get going properly until about 8 a.m., and then they go all day into the evening. Credit to them, they’re heroes.”

      “Good for them,” Zara replied.

      “A fat lot of good it’s going to do, though,” Stockton vented, a sudden frustration entering his voice. “The government’s never going to listen to them. I just can’t see these protests being enough. I swear we’re headed for another war against artificial intelligence.”

      “I dunno,” she countered optimistically. “This movement is spreading all over the country now. I think people power can be everything.”

      Stockton shook his head and let out a long, frustrated exhale. “Nothing’s been learned. I don’t know why the hell I bothered fighting and almost dying in a war to stop the AI if we’ve just ended up right back at square one. I swear, 2045 is shaping up to be humanity’s dumbest year ever.”

      He pointed to the protesters. “These poor folks are full of heart and determination, and I admire that, but apparently, the whole plan is already a done deal.”

      “Never say never,” Zara retorted.

      “Oh no, it’s already been decided by the idiots we installed to represent us. They don’t care about protests; we’re totally insignificant to them.” A feeling of righteous indignation overcame him.

      “You couldn’t make this crap up. First, the moronic world governments build an AI to run the world more efficiently, and instead, it becomes self-aware and goes psycho. It turns half the population against the other half. So, we defeat the damn thing and its army of traitors at the cost of a billion lives! Billion, with a capital B, Zara!”

      She let out a nasally sigh, “I know, Cody; you don’t have to remind me.”

      But Stockton’s soapboxing was just beginning. “Then, all the giant AI node buildings around the world get shut down except the one in Eastern Europe, where the AI mind is imprisoned inside. Did you know the AI is still sitting there eight years later? Scientists say it’s still thinking and even dreaming. Isn’t that insane?”

      The traffic light in front of them turned from red to green, and Stockton gently pushed the accelerator.

      “And now, because of the devastation the war did to most of the planet and half the world is starving, the fools in power want to switch the AI node network back on and ask the AI for help. What could possibly go wrong?” he asked sarcastically, the trauma of the war always just beneath the surface.

      “How exactly can it help?” Zara asked, confused.

      He upshifted once again and steered the car left through a sleepy intersection.

      “They want it to deploy its manufacturing drones inside each node to rebuild everything. The same God damn AI network we fought to destroy is now being asked to save the world. How ironic is that? How the hell can we possibly trust it after it genocided a billion people less than a decade ago?”

      Zara raised her voice slightly, turning her head away from him. “You don’t have to get so angry. Besides, I have faith.”

      “Faith in what exactly? God?”

      Yes, faith in God. I believe a higher power will put a stop to all of this in the end.”

      Stockton could scarcely hide his growing emotional discomfort and frustration at the topic of God. He snickered as he shifted into fifth and opened the throttle.

      “Fat chance of that,” he responded. “Where was God when I watched my platoon get vaporized by an explosion? Where was God when a billion people were wiped out? How could a loving God allow any of that to happen? There’s no one coming to save us. The whole God thing is just a fantasy that gives people false hope. ”

      He expected Zara to emphatically object and defend her position, but instead, she remained silent, staring straight ahead while they drove through the south end of the Strip.

      An impassioned Stockton continued. “But I’ll tell you what, the AI network may as well be as powerful as a God. It’s practically all-powerful and all-capable of ruling us better than any human tyrant ever could.”

      After a long, uncomfortable silence, Stockton looked at her. A pang of guilt knotted in his stomach. He knew he shouldn’t have been so forthright and blunt.

      “Sorry, Zara, it’s just, I don’t know how many times I prayed to God to save the day back then and… you know… ”

      “It’s okay,” she whispered softly. “I wish you’d let me take you to meet Father Philips. He’s been such an amazing spiritual leader for me. I know that he could help you, too.”

      “This is the priest who runs your prayer meetings, right?”

      Zara nodded. “And I get confession from him once a month.”

      “Confession?” Stockton scoffed. “I’m 37 years on this planet. What little bad I’ve ever done pales in comparison to the misery that God’s allowed to fester. Maybe he’s the one who should be doing the confessing.”

      They passed the Las Vegas sign, which marked their exit from the Strip.

      Zara found her voice once again. “God’s allowed us to screw up plenty. It helps us to learn our lesson. Like you said, some people tried to play God, and it ended the way it always does, with misery and suffering. None of it should have happened, but history repeats itself until we figure out that only God can be the first and final authority in our lives.”

      He had plenty to argue with in response but decided to bite his tongue and prevent the already unsettling argument from escalating further. The topic of God always enraged him since becoming an atheist after the war, but he admired Zara’s enduring faith nonetheless. She’d managed to maintain her belief despite also living through the darkest period in human history. He often wondered if her spiritual conviction was merely simple naivety or wishfulness. Part of him still longed to see the world in the wholesome and optimistic way that she did.

      They changed the subject and chatted about more pleasant topics for the remainder of the twenty-minute trip to her home in Enterprise. Zara’s 27th birthday was drawing near. They discussed marking the special occasion with a meal and a few drinks in one of their favorite restaurants in the city.

      Stockton stopped the car by the curb of the sidewalk in front of her house, and they exited the vehicle. He opened the trunk and handed her the luggage.

      Zara placed her arms around his shoulders and embraced him tightly.

      “I’ll say a prayer for you that everything goes great with the new client,” she beamed.

      “Well, for what it’s worth, your prayers are always appreciated,” Stockton replied, kissing her softly.

      She lightly bit the corner of her lower lip. “I just wish you’d say a few prayers of your own from time to time.”

      He smiled as he let her go and returned to his car. “I got sick and tired of getting no answers.”

      He sat back in the driver’s seat and slipped on his seatbelt.

      “I’ll call you later,” he hollered as he closed the driver-side door and started the engine.

      He watched her wave to him from her front porch before he stuck the car in gear and pulled away.

      Time to go to work.
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      Olivia Dallmeyer motioned for Stockton to take a seat on the leather sofa adjacent to the window of her cluttered and neglected living room. He plopped down in the center cushion of the chesterfield, between a tower of thick medical textbooks on one side and her tortoiseshell tabby on the other. The cat appraised Stockton for a moment, yawned nonchalantly, and then returned to intensely preening itself.

      “That’s Douglas; he’s super friendly with everyone,” Olivia stated matter-of-factly.

      Stockton gently scratched Douglas behind the ear, to which the cat purred loudly in approval.

      Olivia removed a stack of books from a hardwood chair opposite the couch and took a seat. Stockton figured the young woman was in her mid-twenties. The dark circles around her deep-set eyes spoke of many a sleepless night. She had made no attempt to apply makeup to her face to conceal the visible discoloration and unevenness of her skin, which resembled some form of contact dermatitis. Her lips were raw and chafed. Her long, mousy blonde hair was a wild thatch of disregard. She wore loose-fitting track pants and a dowdy blue hoodie, which completed the look of a person very much in the deep throes of mourning.

      “I’m sorry my place is a total shambles. You must think I’m a bum or something. I took a break from college after Eric died, and everything in my life just became so discombobulated.”

      Stockton gave her a sympathetic smile.

      “Oh, don’t worry about it. You should see my apartment when my girlfriend’s away. A few days on my own and the place starts to look like a Jackson Pollock painting.”

      He could see from her blank expression that the reference didn’t register with her.

      “Firstly, Olivia, before we go very much further, you have my sincerest condolences for your recent loss.”

      Olivia’s head dropped as she let out a long, teary sigh and nodded.

      “Can you tell me about what happened?”

      She folded her arms, drew in a deep breath, and moistened her lips.

      “Six weeks ago, Eric was driving home late from work. About 9:30 p.m. or so. It would have been pretty dark on the road at that point. I’m his emergency contact on his phone. The police called me after…”

      “After the crash?” Stockton prompted.

      Olivia nodded slowly once again, her expression vacant as if she were seeing the events unfold in her mind’s eye.

      “They said it looked like something had gone wrong with the car. One of their mechanics took a look at it a couple days later and said it was brake failure. No sign of skidding on the road. No tire tracks. He hit the highway barrier at over 100.” She ran her right hand through her considerable nest of hair. “They said he would have been killed instantly.”

      Olivia’s reddened eyes welled slightly as she sniffled and continued staring at the floor.

      “I see,” said Stockton, stroking Douglas thoughtfully.

      The cat was now sufficiently comfortable with the detective that he had curled up on his lap.

      “Olivia, You said on the phone that you didn’t believe this was an accident. What makes you think that?”

      “The timing is just too suspicious,” she replied.

      Olivia’s eyes began to dart back and forth as if she was trying to marshal a considerable jumble of thoughts and ideas in her head at once.

      “Eric had been investigating something at the company. Underhanded stuff.”

      "What’s the name of the company?” Stockton asked.

      “Talaxacorp.”

      He shook his head. It didn’t ring a bell.

      “They’re the biggest data center business this side of the country,” she explained. “They handle most data traffic for all the tech firms and telecommunications companies.”

      Stockton nodded and waited for her to continue.

      “Eric was in a pretty senior position,” she went on. “He worked as an IT systems architect. He oversaw the installation and maintenance of the entire Talaxacorp network.”

      Stockton’s eyes narrowed in thought. “And he witnessed something going on there, some kind of unethical business practices?”

      Olivia nodded. “About two weeks before he died, he was very agitated. He was, like, really upset and super stressed. I’d never seen anything worry Eric like that. He said he was being asked to overlook something in work that he was extremely uncomfortable with.”

      Stockton raised an eyebrow. “Asked?”

      “Well, more like strongly warned, if you know what I mean.” She made the end of her sentence sound like a question. “He said he’d been told by the CEO to keep quiet about it.”

      Stockton sat forward slightly, which momentarily upset Douglas on his lap. The cat jumped down onto the floor, stretched, and then scampered off. “Did Eric specifically say that someone threatened him?”

      “Not so much threatened. It was more like implied that if he breathed a word about what was really happening that it wouldn’t be a good career move.”

      “Did Eric ever hint at what was going on at the company?”

      “Never,” Olivia replied. “He was very adamant that I never find out. He said it could be dangerous for me to know more. All he ever told me was that it was some kind of fraud that stood to make certain people a lot of money. Eric said that if the truth ever got out, it would be a massive public scandal for Talaxacorp and that heads would roll.”

      Stockton pondered for a moment, his eyes wandering to Douglas, who was now rubbing his face and whiskers against the corner of a stack of books on the floor.

      “Olivia, did you bring your concerns to the attention of the police?”

      “I did. They weren’t very helpful, to be honest. They were happy to chalk it up to a mechanical failure. They didn’t see any evidence that convinced them otherwise.”

      Stockton ran an index finger across his mustache. “What was the name of the police detective you dealt with?”

      “Ridgemore.”

      A flicker of recognition crossed  Stockton’s eyes. “Hmm, I know Devon Ridgemore well. He’s a good guy. Thorough. He wouldn’t leave too many stones unturned. If he didn’t think there was any reason to investigate further, then I’d be inclined to trust his judgment.”

      Stockton then added. “But I won’t lie, the timing of Eric’s death is certainly suspect on the face of it. That doesn’t necessarily mean it was murder. Sometimes brakes fail on vehicles, and coincidences happen every single day.”

      A twinge of frustration and tiredness entered Olivia’s voice. “Ridgemore thought the same thing.”

      “And he might very well be right,” Stockton replied. “But I’ll tell you what, I’ll look into this for you, but I won’t promise I’m going to find anything more than the cops did. There’s not really much for me to go on, and I don’t want to waste your time and money. I’ll make a few calls and speak to Ridgemore. I’ll try to get out to this Talaxacorp place and ask a few questions. I’m going to need to visit Eric’s home and take a look around if that’s okay?”

      “No problem.” A small morsel of encouragement returned to her voice. “I’ll be out that way this evening if that suits you?”

      “Perfect,” Stockton said, rising to his feet.

      “I’ll do what I can
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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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