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      Sydney Nichols washed the dinner dishes as quietly and quickly as she could.  The less attention she drew to herself, the better.  Byron, her mate, was in the next room.  No, mate wasn’t really the right word for him.  He wasn’t her truemate, the one male that had been made for her.  She had been given to him against her will, powerless to refuse or change her circumstances.  As far as she was concerned, Byron was her mate in title only, and in no way was he the mate of her heart.  That knowledge, that little secret that she kept locked up tightly in her mind, was the only thing that kept her sane when things got really bad.  When his fists flew at her blindingly fast and his hateful words filled the air like buzzing insects, she could hold onto the truth:  he was not really her mate.

      She could picture him in her mind without even seeing him, and knew exactly what he was doing at that moment.  He was stretched out on the beat-up leather recliner, which had been repaired with duct tape so often that it was more silver than brown, his dirty work boots on the footrest, one hand wrapped around a beer.  The television blared through the thin walls of the single-wide trailer where she lived.  She had never called it her home, because home was supposed to be a place where you were loved and kept safe.  No, the walls that surrounded her were more like prison bars, and Byron was her jailer.

      She settled the last dish in the drainer, released the plug to let the water drain out, and pulled the rubber gloves off her hands.  Picking up a threadbare dishtowel, she looked out the small window over the sink and dried the dishes.

      She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been happy.  It certainly had been a long time ago.  She had grown up in a single-parent home with her mother, in the busy city of Baltimore.  Sydney was the product of a one-night-stand with a werewolf whose name she was never told.  Sydney wasn’t even sure that her mom knew the male’s name.  Her mother had a reputation for being the pack slut.  Her earliest memories of her were the tight, revealing clothing that she wore whenever she went out.  Sydney spent a lot of time alone as a child.  Her mother’s parents had moved out of the country to retire and never had any contact with them, and the mothers of the other pack children never wanted Sydney to play with their kids, because they were worried about her mother trying to have sex with their mates.

      She’d still managed to find a few friends in school who were human.  The female wolves from her pack assumed she would take after her mother and become a whore too, and wanted nothing to do with her.  The males also made that assumption, but unlike the females, they were hoping it was true.  But Sydney wasn’t her mom, and had no intention of becoming like her.

      Her eighteenth birthday had not come fast enough in her mind.  That hot July day had been one full of celebration with her friends.  In a few weeks, she would be moving out of her mother’s home and sharing an apartment with two friends, then starting community college in September.  She felt like her whole life was spread out in front of her, and she had an opportunity to start fresh and become anyone that she wanted to be.

      That night she came home after a dinner out, to change into more comfortable clothes before going to a drive-in.  While she was changing she heard the doorbell ring, and assumed that her friends had come back to pick her up.  When she came into the kitchen, it wasn’t her friends she found waiting for her, but a man that she had never met before.  Her mother introduced him as Harris Monroe, alpha of a wolf pack that lived in the mountains in Virginia.  Sydney noticed that her mother held a suitcase in one hand, and her stomach twisted in knots.

      “Mom?” she asked.

      Her mother smiled at her, but it wasn’t a sweet, loving smile.  It was cold and distant.  “Alpha Monroe is taking you back with him to his pack.  He will assign you a mate and you will be a good wife and mother to your cubs.”

      Sydney went pale.  “What?  What are you talking about?  I’m going to start college in September.  I don’t want to leave.”

      “It’s already done.”  Her mom set the suitcase down next to Sydney.  “As your mother, according to pack law, it is my right to choose a suitable mate for you.”

      Hot tears welled up in Sydney’s eyes.  “Why are you doing this to me?  I’ll leave, I promise I won’t come back, just don’t send me away to be mated.  Please, Mom, please!”

      The male that her mother had been dating for the last month came into the kitchen and settled his arm over her mother’s shoulder.  His mouth curled up into a nasty smile, which he directed toward Sydney.  “Your momma don’t want you around anymore, little bitch.  She’s ready to have her life back now that you’re going to be mated off.”

      A firm, calloused hand clamped down on Sydney’s arm and she was jerked abruptly toward the visitor.  “Get your bag and follow me immediately.”

      He released her arm and gave her a stern look.  “No!”  Sydney shouted.  “Mom!  Please!”

      Alpha Monroe slapped her across the face so hard that she saw spots and blood filled her mouth.  She whimpered as her teeth cut into her cheek, pressing her hand gently to the inflamed area.  “Now,” Alpha Monroe growled.

      She’d known that her mother hadn’t really enjoyed being a mom.  She’d known that she thought of her as an inconvenience and not a cherished child.  But she never imagined her mother would betray her.  Fear knotted in her stomach as she picked up her suitcase and followed Monroe outside.  An older-model black van was idling in the gravel driveway, with a man behind the wheel.  Monroe went to the back and opened the door.

      He pointed to the floor behind the third row and said, “The floor is for cargo.”

      When she didn’t understand what he meant, he grabbed her by her long blonde ponytail and yanked her toward the van.  Her legs crashed onto the floor of the van and her suitcase slid under the seat.  With practiced ease, he slipped a dog collar that was chained to the inside of the van around her neck.

      Gripping her chin firmly in his hand, he stared into her eyes and she only saw menace and anger.  “If you make a sound, I will gag you.  Are we clear?”

      She opened her mouth to respond, thought better of it, and nodded.

      “The bitch can learn,” he mused, releasing her chin.  He slammed the back door shut and she could hear his footsteps as he moved around the van before opening the passenger door and getting in.

      “You really going to give her to Byron?” the man in the front seat asked as the van backed out of the driveway.

      “My grandson needs a mate, and he’s bored with the females in the pack.”

      The man chuckled.  “After living with Byron, she’ll probably think this shithole is paradise.”

      How right the man, who Sydney came to know as Monroe’s beta, Gregory, would turn out to be.  She’d been taken from the van straight to a clearing on the pack’s property, where the entire pack stood.  Monroe told the pack that she and Byron were now mates, and the pack had cheered.  There was no real mating ceremony, no vows exchanged, just a statement.  As coldly delivered as a deli order.  Sydney remembered looking around at the pack in bewilderment.  The males were enthusiastic, but the females all looked at her with pity.  Later, she would find out that they felt sorry for her because Byron didn’t know the meaning of the word ‘tender’.  The night of their mating he brutalized her virgin body, slaking his need with her in the roughest and vilest of ways.  Her cries of pain only seemed to spur him on.

      She soon came to find out that Byron had a hair trigger and a violent temper.  Once, when she’d only been with him for a few weeks, she hadn’t been able to get the laundry done before he got home from work.  After throwing her against the wall in anger, he stripped her, took all her clothes and tossed them onto the grill, lighting them on fire.  He said she needed to learn her place in the house, and that she had to earn her clothing by being obedient.  Years later, he got a DUI and came home spoiling for a fight.  After beating her so badly that she couldn’t see out of one eye for almost a week, he decided that, to save up the money needed to pay off the ticket, he would cut the amount of food she was allowed to eat.  He put a padlock on the refrigerator, and only left out a small quantity of food for her during the day.  Sometimes he forgot altogether.  She still had to make his dinner, but he decided what she was allowed to eat.  She’d been so hungry.  A part of her had always hoped that he’d grow bored with her, the way that he supposedly had with the other females in the pack, but after six years, nothing had changed about her situation.

      Byron rarely let her leave the house.  He worked during the day, pouring concrete for his grandfather’s company.  He would lock her in the house, where she would spend her time wishing she could run away.  But escape was a pipe dream.  She had no money, no identification, no where to go.  For so long she’d resigned herself to someday dying at Byron’s hand that when help finally came, she almost didn’t believe it.

      Byron’s grandmother grew ill in August.  Byron and Monroe decided that Sydney would handle caring for Katharine.  Sydney didn’t mind, because Katharine was one of the few females who would actually speak to her, and that Byron would allow to visit.  Although she’d never been really kind to Sydney, she hadn’t been outright horrible or mean, and her emotionally starved heart was willing to take anything.

      She had tirelessly taken care of Katharine as she grew weaker and weaker with each passing day.  Normally, wolves didn’t get sick, so everyone was puzzled.  She was only seventy, too young to waste away.

      After the first week, when Sydney was spoon-feeding Katharine some broth because she was too weak to hold the bowl, she turned her head away from the spoon.

      “Can I get you something else, Katharine?”

      Katharine looked at her with soft gray eyes.  She’d never considered her to be a real grandmother, because there was no tenderness between them, but now she could almost imagine it.  “You can go to the bookshelf and find the book Songs and Poems of a Winter’s Night.  It has a black leather cover.”

      Sydney found the book, pulled it from the shelf, and brought it over to Katharine.  She opened the cover and Sydney was surprised to see that the interior of the book had been hollowed out.  Inside the small space was a tiny cell phone and a scrap of paper.

      “Katharine?” Sydney asked in confusion, when she handed the phone to her after turning it on.

      Katharine’s eyes hardened.  “I was never allowed to love you the way that I wanted to.  Harris refused to allow me to be overly kind to you, saying that it would only coddle you against the realities of life.  You see, child, Byron learned how to treat women from Harris.  I have suffered through his brutality since I was sixteen.  It’s taken me a long time, but I am finally almost free of this life.  I won’t go into the beyond and leave you defenseless.”

      Sydney looked down at the phone.

      “What are you saying?”

      Katharine licked her dry lips.  “There is a group of wolves that will help a female in your situation, Sydney.  They’re called the Were-animal Relocation Group.  You send a text to them and explain your situation and they will help you get away from Byron and the pack and start your life over.”

      Her whole world narrowed down to those last few words.  She could start her life over again?  She could actually be free of Byron and his abuse?  The fragile seed of hope, which had never quite died completely, bloomed to life inside her.  Fear and relief twined in her chest.  Dare she hope that she might be free?

      Her hands trembled and her eyes filled with tears.  “I don’t know what to say.  It sounds too good to be true.  Why would strangers help me?”

      Katharine sighed.  “Not all packs are like ours, Sydney.  There are males out there that revere and love their mates and never strike them.  This group is like that.  They want to help people like you.”

      Sydney wiped away the tears on her cheeks.  “Why haven’t you called them?”

      Katharine smiled and coughed a few times.  “I didn’t find out about them until a few weeks ago.  It’s too late for me now, child, but it’s not too late for you.  Start your life right and find the male that is right for you, one that will worship you and treat you like a queen.  Have lots of cubs and live a long, happy life.”

      Happiness.  Was it really a text away?

      She’d never been allowed to have a cell in high school because her mother couldn’t afford one, so she didn’t know how to send a text.  Katharine taught her how to open a text message, and Sydney texted the phone number on the scrap of paper with the message that Katharine dictated:  I need help.  My mate beats and rapes me.  My alpha refuses to intervene.  My name is Sydney Nichols.”

      When she pressed the ‘send’ button, Katharine showed her how to turn off the phone and slipped it and the scrap of paper into the book before closing it gently.  “You need to run away, Sydney.  Do you have any family?”

      “My mother’s parents are in Europe somewhere, and she has a cousin in Alaska.”

      “The relocation group will find a way to get you to safety.  You must flee soon.  Harris is riding Byron about your inability to provide children, and they’re going to take matters into their own hands soon.”

      Sydney’s mouth went dry.  From time to time, Byron liked to inject Sydney with drugs that made her full moon desires ramp up.  On a normal full moon, a she-wolf would be horny and excitable, but the drugs made her insatiable, turning her desires into pain-filled hours that would only ease when she was having sex.

      Tears filled her eyes.  “I can’t do this anymore, Katharine.”

      “Then leave, child.  My time on this earth isn’t much longer.  The last good thing I do in life will be to help you get free.”

      Sydney hugged the book to her chest, not sure she really believed it was possible.  Could she really find freedom somewhere beyond the walls of her prison?  Outside of the pack’s territory?

      “Hand me the bottle of pills on the dresser, dear,” Katharine said.  Sydney fetched them.  “I think I’ll take three this time.”

      Sydney held the glass of water for her as she placed three white oval pills on her tongue and then finished the water.  Sydney returned the empty glass and the pills to the dresser.

      “It won’t be long now, child,” Katharine said wearily.

      “What won’t be?”  Sydney smoothed the blanket.

      “The pills are taking me from this life, slowly, so that it won’t draw any attention to what I’m doing.  Harris thinks they’re vitamins, but they’re poison.  Promise me, dear.  Promise me that you’ll get free and live the life that I could have had if I hadn’t mated Harris.  Or that you could have had if your mother hadn’t betrayed you.”

      “I promise, Katharine,” Sydney whispered, crying softly.

      The old woman’s eyes closed in sleep and Sydney leaned up and kissed her forehead, whispering thank you, before gathering the dishes and leaving the room.  She glanced back at the frail-looking woman, who was sleeping soundly.  She hadn’t known that Katharine wasn’t allowed to be kind to her, and she wondered if the other females were under similar orders from Monroe or Byron.  It didn’t make her feel any less lonely, but she understood now why she’d been so isolated.  She would have given anything for a few conversations with Katharine like this one.  To know she wasn’t alone in her suffering.  She opened the bedroom door and stepped out, and as she closed it, she silently wished for Katharine to find peace.

      Katharine died in her sleep that night, and Monroe and Byron were beside themselves with grief.  Sydney was mourning as well, but only because she wished that she’d had an opportunity to get to know her better, without the threats that hung over both of their heads.

      Each day when Byron left for work, she retrieved the phone from the book and turned it on, waiting for a return text.  It took a full week before they contacted her, and over the last three weeks she had been in contact with them as they explained her extraction plan.

      Tomorrow night, Byron would be playing poker like he did every Friday night with his friends.  Normally, he would wander home at three or four in the morning, dead drunk and spoiling for a fight.  But this time, he would find the house empty and her long gone.

      She had never done anything so daring in all her life, but the promise that she’d made to Katharine spurred her on.  She would leave Byron or she would die trying; there was no middle ground.
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      Orion Stone rubbed at the headache forming behind his eyes as he stared at a spreadsheet on the computer screen.  He was sitting in his office in Stone’s Gym, where he did the books.  It wasn’t that it was particularly difficult to handle the gym’s finances; his headache was borne of two sleepless nights.

      His brother Crux walked into the office and sat down in one of the two chairs across from the metal desk.  He looked as bad as Orion felt, but more than an apparent lack of sleep, Crux also looked concerned.  Immediately, Orion’s thoughts flickered to their parents.  Was something wrong?

      Crux cleared his throat.  “The relo group just called.  They want us to get the girl on Friday night.”

      Blowing out a breath of relief that his mind had jumped to false conclusions, he said, “All right.  What are the details?”

      Sterling, the youngest and quietest brother of the three, leaned against the doorframe and folded his massive arms across his chest.  Crux looked at Sterling and then said, “Her name is Sydney Nichols.  She’ll be waiting at a bus station at midnight and then we’ll bring her back here.”  Crux looked like he wanted to say something further, but after a moment he closed his mouth and leaned back in his chair.

      Orion mused on the situation.  He’d never been around a woman that had been abused before.  According to what they’d learned already of Sydney, she was in an abusive mating with a wolf, and up to this point hadn’t been able to leave of her own free will.  When he thought of a woman — any woman — being abused, it made his blood boil.  Women were to be treated with respect, and mates were to be cherished above all else.

      Crux said, “It’ll take about six hours to drive there.  Weather forecast is for rain, so we’ll want to leave about five to make sure we get there without any delays.”

      “All right.  Make sure that Nyte is ready to cover our shift tomorrow,” Orion said.  He turned his attention back to the computer, assuming the conversation was over.  When neither brother moved, he looked at them questioningly.

      “Are we going to let her stay with us?  I mean, if she wants to?”  Crux asked.  He leaned forward, his elbows on his knees, and laced his fingers together.

      He opened his mouth to say that he hadn’t really given it any thought, except that wasn’t true.  Ever since the Were-animal Relocation Group contacted their cousin Dante for help in extracting Sydney from her dangerous situation, Orion had thought of little else.  He was worried six ways from Sunday about her.  Worried that she would get hurt or killed trying to escape.  Worried that they wouldn’t be able to find her.  Worried about having her in their home, for however long it would be.  Sydney had a cousin in a pack in Alaska, and the pack were supposed to be the ones to go and rescue her.  But an unexpected storm had stranded them, and the relo group had called on the hyena baro to take their place.

      Realizing he’d been quiet for too long, Orion said, “We said we’d keep her safe until she can go to her cousin’s pack.  As far as I’m concerned, that means that she needs to stay with us.”

      Sterling, who generally was a quiet person, said, “She can have my room.  I’ll bunk in the den.”

      Orion wasn’t surprised.  His youngest brother was selfless to a fault.  “Thanks, man.”

      Sterling looked at Crux and said, “You handle it.”

      Crux chuckled as Sterling turned and walked away.  “I guess I’ll do some shopping, then, and get her room set up.  At least we’ll have the weekend with her, to help her acclimate to being away from her pack and mate before we have to come back to work.”  Crux stood and walked for the door.

      “She’s not staying with us for a long time, you know.  Probably two months at the most.”  Even as he spoke those words, something inside him howled in dismay.

      “I know.  I just want to help her.”

      Nodding, Orion turned back to the computer as Crux walked into the gym.  Orion wanted to help her, too.  He just didn’t know how to do that, and he didn’t know why he hadn’t been able to stop thinking of her when he knew so little about her.
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        * * *

      

      When Sterling and his brothers had agreed to move from their home baro in Gorge, Tennessee to Dalton, Kentucky to work at their cousins’ gym, he hadn’t been keen on becoming a trainer.  It wasn’t that he didn’t love lifting weights, because he did.  His carefully honed body was a testament to how much he enjoyed keeping in shape.  But he wasn’t a people person by any stretch, and Orion’s suggestion that they work at the gym as trainers for the night shift from 3 p.m. to 11 p.m. had sounded like nails on a chalkboard in Sterling’s mind.  The last thing that Sterling wanted to do was teach people how to lift weights.  Crux had been willing, had just received his certificate, and was now taking clients during their late shift.

      Dante was disappointed that Sterling wasn’t interested in getting certified, but then one of the machines broke and Sterling fixed it, and that had sealed his job at the gym.  They teased him by giving him the title of Maintenance Engineer, but he was really just a handyman.  One day he’d be replacing a broken window, and the next day he was testing the water pH in the lap pool.  He liked working with his brothers and his cousins, and he got to work out whenever he felt like it, which was a bonus in his book.

      As he turned his attention back to the new weight rack he was putting together, his thoughts immediately drifted to the she-wolf they were going to help tomorrow night.  It bothered him to know that there were females that were abused, forced to stay in matings that they didn’t want.  A human female in a similar situation had resources she could use, like police and shelters.  But she-wolves in Sydney’s situation were often forced into the mating by their alpha or family, and were kept locked up like prisoners, rarely allowed out in public in the human cities where they might be able to ask for help.  Although they generally lived in the same towns and worked at the same places, humans and shifters were very much separate groups.  Humans didn’t interfere with shifter business, and vice versa.  Most shifter groups — hyenas, for example — were very secretive and kept to their baros, not mixing with outsiders other than for business and casual relationships.

      He tried to concentrate on the weight rack, but his thoughts drifted to Sydney.  A need to protect her rose up inside him.  She might be a stranger, but she needed help, and he and his brothers had promised that they would keep her safe.  No matter what came, he would make sure she remained protected.
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        * * *

      

      By the time Crux woke up Friday morning, Sterling had moved his things from his bedroom into the den in the basement.  When Crux and his brothers had moved from Gorge to Dalton, Dante and his brothers offered to let them build a home on their one hundred-acre wooded lot.  Dante and his clan had a large home.  Crux and his brothers weren’t the showy sort, but they knew that eventually they would find their shared mate, so they wanted to build a home big enough for their future family.

      They chose to build their home one thousand feet away from Dante’s home, erecting a five-bedroom modular home on top of a spacious basement in eight weeks.  Hyenas engaged in a denning-in during the winter months, taking to an underground hideaway with their clan.  While they would go to work and leave the den from time to time, it was a time of reflection and closeness that he enjoyed.  They hadn’t really had a den in their home in Gorge, choosing to install light-proof shutters over the windows to create a den-like atmosphere.  He preferred the basement-style den, which was like an apartment.

      The den under their home contained a small kitchen, a living area, a sleeping area, a workout room, an office, and a large bathroom and closet.  Upstairs, they each had a bedroom, Orion taking the master, which would eventually become their shared bedroom when they found their mate.

      Since he had no need to move clothes and personal items from Sterling’s bedroom, he tossed the sheets in the wash and walked to Dante’s house.  They worked the morning shift at the gym from six a.m. to three p.m., but since Alyssa was now six months pregnant, she had cut her time at the gym down to three days a week, and one of her mates was always home with her.  When he knocked on the sliding door at the back of the house, Mason called for him to come in.

      “Morning, Sterling,” Mason said in between bites of breakfast.

      “Morning, Mase.  Alyssa.”

      She smiled and greeted him warmly.

      “I was hoping you could help me get some stuff ready for Sydney for when she comes back with us,” he said, sitting down at the kitchen table and looking at Alyssa.

      “Of course!  I have some clothes that might fit her, some loose dresses and tops and bottoms.  Are you going shopping?”

      “Yeah.”

      She smiled, brown eyes crinkling.  “Want some company?”

      Blowing out a relieved breath, he said, “Yes.  If you don’t mind.”

      Mason shrugged.  “Alyssa was just saying that she wanted to hit up the farmers’ market and get some eggplant for dinner, so we were going out anyway.  We’ll go shopping and then stop in there on the way back.”

      “Good, because I need all the help I can get.  I have no idea what to have on hand for her.”

      After Alyssa and Mason finished breakfast, Crux rode with them to a nearby mall, where Alyssa picked out some necessities and things he would never have thought of, including a robe, nightgown, and undergarments.  At the pharmacy she helped him choose toiletries.  They finished up their shopping at the farmers’ market, where he stocked up on fresh fruits and vegetables, rotisserie chicken, and steaks for the grill.

      “We still have tons of brats and burgers from dinner Sunday,” Alyssa said when they dropped him off at his home.  “If you want some of them, just text Mason and he’ll bring over a tray.”

      “Thanks, I will.  And thanks for helping me out.  I want her to be comfortable and I just didn’t know how to do that.”

      Alyssa looked sad.  “My sister said that the hardest part for her when she escaped her mate was worrying that he was going to find her.  She feels safe in her pack now, but I know she didn’t for a while.  I think that if you just understand that she’s going to be afraid of things for a while and give her time to come to terms with her freedom, you’ll be just fine.”  She pulled a thick pamphlet from her purse.  “Marie asked me to get this for you.  It’s a pamphlet on abuse victims and will help you to understand a bit about what she’s going through, and give you tips on how to help her.”

      Nodding, he took the pamphlet and waved at them as they pulled out of the driveway.  He took the bags into the house, and after putting away the groceries, he sat down and read through the pamphlet.  He realized that he was very uninformed about abusive relationships.  Even though it was written for human females, the advice would still apply.  Sydney would need time to come to terms with her freedom and they should not expect her to be willing to share her past with them immediately, or to even trust them.  She wasn’t simply being held physically captive by her mate and his pack, but most likely had been emotionally and psychologically abused as well.

      Whatever she needed to heal, he and his brothers would provide, for as long as she was here in their home.  If she needed privacy and space, they would give that to her.  If she needed a shoulder to cry on or a sympathetic ear, they would be those things, too.  She had a hard road of reconstructing her life without the fear and oppression that she most likely lived with, and they would be there every step of the way, if she wanted them to be.

      By the time Orion and Sterling were ready to leave to get Sydney, the house was as ready for her as it could be.  The bed was made with fresh sheets, flowers sat in a vase on the nightstand, and the clothes that Alyssa was giving to her, along with the new purchases, were in the closet and drawers.

      “Looks like a storm is kicking up,” Orion said as he got behind the wheel of his black Escalade.  In the distance, dark clouds were visible.

      “Let’s hope it passes us by,” Crux said, sitting in the passenger seat and pulling up the bus station on the GPS system.

      Sterling nodded from the backseat, his features tense.  Crux realized that all of them were tense, and it was all because so much rode on their shoulders tonight.  This might be Sydney’s only chance to be free, and nothing had ever been more important than making sure that she broke free of her bonds and could live her life the way she wanted.

      We’re coming for you, Sydney, he thought as they started on their journey.
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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.


