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      When I received the manuscript for this book, the first thing that jumped out at me was the word “volatile.” I laughed. It’s the perfect word to describe working for any newspaper. In the Cambridge Dictionary, the definition of the word “volatile” reads: “Likely to change suddenly and unexpectedly, or suddenly violent or angry.” Another good word to describe it would be “toxic,” of which the definition is: “Poisonous, or relating to poisonous substances.” Both words accurately describe my three decades of working for the LGBTQ press. However, I learned early on how to survive – ignore everyone else and stay focused. You also need a thick skin, the hide of a rhinoceros.

      Writing for a newspaper is setting yourself up as a target. I’ve been professionally stabbed in the back so often, that I’m beginning to look like a hedgehog. I don’t mind, I quite like hedgehogs. Insults, character assassinations, etc. only work if the recipient plays the role of victim and either collapses under the weight of it all or takes the bait and fights back. I do neither. I don’t even notice. I was once on a panel at the Harold Washington Library with three other notables in the Chicago gay community. After it was over, a woman approached me from the audience and said, “I’m sorry you had to go through that.” “Go through what?” I asked. “Two of those people on the panel were very nasty to you.” She named them. I won’t but you know who they are. I hadn’t even noticed. I was too busy answering questions from the audience.

      When I was working for the LGBTQ press, I gave myself this brief – to educate and entertain the readers, bring advertisers to the paper, and cover every aspect of the community. Instead of engaging in time-consuming ugly brawls with competitors, I put my energy into writing articles to the best of my ability. In short, I ignored everybody else. If I want somebody else’s input, I’ll ask for it. But don’t hold your breath. It’s not happening.

      So yes, “volatile” is a perfect word.

      Rick Karlin and I began working for the LGBTQ press around the same time. I was in Britain writing columns and feature articles for Capital Gay, Gay Times, and the Pink Paper. Karlin was in Chicago, that great metropolis along the shores of Lake Michigan. I arrived in the Windy City in 1991 and began writing for Tracy Baim’s Outlines soon after that. I know it’s a sexist generalization, but I prefer working for women. Not because they’re warm and cuddly and have maternal instincts … no, no, no. I prefer working for women because when you screw up, they’ll tell you upfront. No gossiping behind your back, no nudging you out. You know where you stand. I’ve always had a good working relationship with Ms. Baim. I have nothing but admiration for everything she has achieved. After Outlines, Nightspots, and Windy City Times, I moved to Chicago Free Press, then Gay Chicago and ChicagoPride.com. Like most writers in the LGBTQ press in Chicago, I was passed around like a joint at a Grateful Dead concert. But that’s my story.

      Paper Cuts: My Life in Chicago’s Volatile LGBTQ Press is the story of Rick Karlin’s life writing for Chicago’s newspapers, balancing that with his family life outside of it. Joining the staff at GayLife in 1978 gave Karlin a front-row seat at some of the momentous events in post-Stonewall LGBTQ history. From the privileged vantage point of a newspaper office, he watched the rise and fall of disco, the AIDS crisis, same sex marriage, bars opening and closing, and LGBTQ newspapers coming and going. Like gossip columnists, Hedda Hopper and Louella Parsons, Karlin knew the dirt going on behind the scenes. He wasn’t frightened to publish it in his gossip column either, sometimes to his detriment.

      When I embark on history research for my books and articles, I look back at LGBTQ newspapers and go to the gossip column first. I’m interested in the minutiae of the goings on. Gossip columns about the rich and famous don’t interest me. I’d rather read that a certain local drag queen is working three jobs to save enough money to move to New York. It tells us about the everyday lives of LGBTQ’s in Chicago. Not what Boy George, Elton John, or Ellen Degeneres are up to. But how regular people like us lived. How we lived, loved, and struggled to survive in a hostile world.

      As Karlin alludes to in his book, working for a newspaper can be a lonely business. It can also be a thankless task. I’ve never been enamored with being a celebrity myself. Though I have to say that getting your name and face in the paper every week does open doors for you. Like Karlin, I’ve been to some of the most select fundraisers, at which I take pictures, ask questions, and leave. I don’t care to schmooze, hit the buffet, or suck up.

      As a reporter for the LGBTQ press, I never considered myself to be a part of the gay community. I had my own private life, and I “covered” the LGBTQ community. To the reader it looked like I was in the middle of it all. Some readers could be forgiven for thinking that I was a “mover and shaker,” out there with all the local celebrities and A gays. That’s a laugh, not once was I ever invited to their BBQ’s or social events at their homes. They just wanted me to put them in the paper. They didn’t want me as a friend. I knew that. Not quite true, now I come to think about it. Local businessman and bar/baths owner, Chuck Renslow, once invited me for Thanksgiving dinner and to join his Freemason’s Lodge. I didn’t go to dinner as it would be a conflict of interest. And I’d rather get my eyeballs pierced than join the Freemason’s. But I very much appreciated the offer, though. Chuck was a true gentleman.

      As I mostly stayed clear of the “newspaper wars,” I was fascinated by Paper Cuts because it documents the “goings-on” behind the scenes of the LGBTQ press in Chicago. Not something you usually read about. When I was the Associate Editor of Windy City Times and Managing Editor of Nightspots magazine, I never had time to think about what the other papers were up to. Now I know. Paper Cuts tells the story of a man wrestling with fatherhood while trying to carve out an identity for himself as a gay man in the 1970s. Like all of our lives, Karlin had his highs and lows.

      So why do we do it? Why do we work in a toxic environment for little pay? The rough and tumble of a newspaper office is not pretty. Tensions run high, exhaustion is an enemy, the next step is drugs and alcohol. I’m no stranger to those two. Longevity in the gay press is about picking your battles and knowing when to shut up. To work for the gay press is to be an activist. In my case, I never joined ACT UP protests, Queer Nation stunts, etc. As a reporter, I had to remain impartial. Activism, for me, was covering the story. Karlin wasn’t a waving the banner type of activist either. Instead, he was an editor, gossip columnist, food writer and also a playwright. His activism served the LGBTQ community in raising thousands of dollars for various charities. Nobody organizes fundraisers like Rick Karlin. It’s a gift. A gift of stubbornness and tenacity.

      Karlin recently became the Director of Communications for the Chicago LGBTQ Hall of Fame. It seems so fitting that his memoir is framed within the bios of those Chicago news folks inducted. Of course, the bios are frozen in time like Andy Warhol’s screen prints of Marilyn Monroe, Elizabeth Taylor, Mick Jagger, and Elvis Presley. The Hall of Fame bios are never updated, they stand like stone monuments, a sort of PressHenge.

      Scratch the veneer of what Karlin calls his “so-called celebrity” and you will find a man of conviction, morals, and a keen sense of community. In short, Rick Karlin is a jewel in the crown of Chicago’s LGBTQ press. In 1978 he dived into a polluted pool and, holding his nose, swam in it for decades. And Chicago is all the better for it.

      

      — St Sukie de la Croix, Palm Springs, CA 2019
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      When I was 25 years old, I was asked a question that would change my life, “Do you think you could do it?”

      Perhaps I should back up a bit. It was 1978 and the media was full of articles about, and coverage of “Gay Lib.” It was the era when, “The love that dare not speak its name,” refused to be silent any longer. Even with all that media coverage, you didn’t hear much about guys like me; a newly out gay man with a young son.

      My coming out story is similar to so many others, stories that have been told a thousand times. The only difference was I had a child, and I wasn’t going to give up on being a father. It was the one thing that I knew I could do right. After I came out, I found a support group for other gays and lesbians with children. Since I worked downtown, I was asked to drop off the classified ad about the group’s meetings at GayLife newspaper each week. One day I mentioned to GayLife staff that I missed some of the cooking columns they had run. I asked if they planned to reinstate the column at any time in the future. They informed me that the writer had moved out of town and offered to let me write it, asking that loaded question, “Do you think you could do it?”

      I was shocked to hear myself say that I would try. I’d previously never risen to that kind of challenge. Still, I don’t think I’d ever been given that kind of opportunity before. That simple answer led me on an incredible journey. It allowed me to meet people I would have never had the chance to meet. It also allowed me to experience a broader spectrum of life than I would have thought possible.

      More than 40 years later, that unsure 25-year-old became one of the elders of Chicago’s LGBTQ media. As papers folded, I moved on to others, expanded the focus of my writing, and adapted to changes in the business. Am I the best writer that Chicago LGBTQ press has seen? Not by far. Am I the most prolific writer? No, many others who hold that title. Yet, somehow, not only did I manage to survive, I thrived.

      In his extensive history of the LGBTQ press, Unspeakable: The Rise of the Gay and Lesbian Press in America Rodger Streitmatter states, “The most important contribution lesbian and gay journalism has made – and will continue to make … reading gay publications has served as a first tenuous step for men and women embarking on the very personal and often profoundly difficult journey toward acknowledging their homosexuality to themselves and the world around them.”

      That proved especially true for me. The LGBTQ press provided the opportunity for me to take those first tenuous steps, made easier because I now knew that I was not alone. Those steps, like Dorothy on the Yellow Brick Road, led me to experiences I otherwise never would have encountered.

      Paper Cuts is my recollection of writing for Chicago’s LGBTQ press for more than four decades. I don’t purport to be historically objective. Some timelines may have gotten a little jumbled – after all, I did live through the ’70s and ’80s. But I hope to give an accurate report of my journey, ranging from the time when I handed in “hard copy,” to electronically uploading my files, to syncing computers across the country – and always facing a deadline.
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      All my life, I felt ashamed about the way I looked, about the way I walked, about the way I did … everything. My father constantly taunted me about my weight and how useless I was. I now realize that my parents were overwhelmed with raising five kids. How else to explain that they never noticed I was so near-sighted as to be nearly blind? It wasn’t until I was 13 years old and failed an eye-test at school that they bothered to take me to an eye doctor. Of course, I was terrible at sports – Hello! I couldn’t see the ball. I couldn’t handle tools or fix things – it turns out I’m dyslexic as well! As far as my father was concerned, I was a useless sissy.

      I was in kindergarten when I realized I was not like other boys. I remember watching a man jumping on a trampoline on television. With every bounce, an article of clothing flew off. When his pants came off, I felt a tingle in my groin. Somehow, even then, I knew that I shouldn’t feel that excitement. In 1969 I read the bestselling Everything You Always Wanted to Know About Sex: But Were Afraid to Ask by Dr. David Reuben. The dismal, and inaccurate, description of gay life only reinforced my fear and self-loathing. I was 11 years old when I first acted upon my desires. I “fooled around” with Stevie, a distant cousin a few years older than I was. It ended disastrously. Basically, Stevie let me fondle him until he got an erection. Then he panicked and pushed me away. I, of course, thought that I did it wrong. Another thing I wasn’t good at!

      A couple of days later, my mother called me into her bedroom. I knew I was in trouble. Stevie must have told on me. My mother had tears in her eyes as she explained that Stevie had died that night. She knew we were close – the two oldest boys in the family – and she knew I’d be upset by the news, but I don’t think even she was ready for my reaction. I ran into my bedroom and slammed the door. I literally crawled into my closet and asked God to forgive me. I was sure it was my fault. It wasn’t until years later I found out he was drinking beer with friends and had passed out and drowned in his own vomit.

      Of course, there were other times growing up when boys made overtures, as boys, gay or straight, often do when they’re raging with hormones. I’d pretend I didn’t know what they meant. I had one sexual experience in high school with a classmate. Another time I was fondled by a neighborhood barber. Each time I was wracked with guilt. I was so sure they would die as Stevie had, that I never followed through on the experience, kicking myself later for my cowardice.

      In my freshman year of college, I met a beautiful Chinese-American woman in an art class. We went on a few dates, and she said she loved me. Although I was not sexually attracted to her, I thought, as many people of that time did, that the love of a good woman would help curb my desires. Soon after we married, I realized I still had those feelings and that the marriage wasn’t going to help. I decided to tell her about my feelings and ask for a divorce. The day when I finally worked up the courage to talk to her, she told me she was pregnant.

      Then I thought that maybe being a father would make the attraction to men go away. As much as I loved my son Adam when he was born, it didn’t. But that was all right, as I was so in love with my son and being a father that I thought nothing else mattered. About six months after my son was born, I was at a downtown subway stop waiting for the train after working my night shift at a bank. When the train arrived shortly after midnight, I found myself sitting across from a very handsome man.  He had dirty blond hair that feathered away from his head with bangs that swept over his dark brows. He was holding a giant stuffed toy giraffe. He smiled and winked. I turned around to see who was behind me. Since it was after midnight, we were the only two people in the train car. When I turned back, he laughed and pointed to me and said, “You’re so cute.”

      I looked down and mumbled something. He crossed the aisle and sat next to me, putting the giraffe on the other side of him. I asked about the stuffed animal, and he told me it was for a friend who just had a baby. As we talked, he occasionally stroked my arm or leg. I was enchanted. The train pulled into a station; he rose and headed for the car door. He turned and smiled and said, “I hope I see you again.”

      Even though it wasn’t my stop, I exited with him and followed him up the stairs. He turned and smiled and said, “Well, it took you long enough. I’ve been flirting with you since Division Street. He told me his name was Chris Carlson and asked if I had a place nearby. Not only was I miles from my house, but my wife and son were also at home. When I explained that I didn’t have a place we could go to, he said that he was supposed to meet friends anyway. After an awkward silence, he asked if we could meet up that weekend. As luck would have it, my wife was taking the baby to Florida to see her sister. I didn’t have any vacation time, so I couldn’t go with her. Chris and I could meet, but I didn’t tell him about my wife.

      I almost didn’t go through with our meeting, but on that Saturday, I found myself standing on the pre-determined spot, both hoping and dreading that he would show up. Ten minutes after our appointed time, I was just about to leave when he came around the corner. I had never been so happy to see anyone before. Within five minutes, I admitted my wife was away, and we went back to my apartment and made love for hours. He was much more experienced than I was and was a tender and patient lover. I finally knew what I had been missing from my life; passion. I had never felt so alive – or so guilty.

      As he later revealed, Chris was also married. His wife Judy had just come home from the hospital with the baby the night we met – hence the stuffed giraffe. For about three months we carried on a clandestine love affair. We both worked the four to midnight shift downtown. Like most urban centers at the time, Chicago’s “Loop” was deserted at night. There were few places open, we opted for Ron Briskman’s Hideout, a restaurant in the lower level of an office building. It was a bustling spot during the day serving lunch to office and department store workers. In the evening, it catered to a mostly gay clientele. We would both take long dinner breaks, even if it meant we had to work later. During our trysts, we’d hold hands and make out. Our waiter Vinny, the first “screaming queen” I had ever met, thought we were the most romantic thing. Vinny became a friend and let us use his place on Saturday afternoons when our wives thought we were running errands. I was in love for the first time in my life.

      After a few months, my guilt and the fact that I knew I would never be happy with my wife, led me to come out to her. It was one of the most painful things I ever did. A few days afterward, I told Chris what I’d done. The next day, he broke the news to me that the hotel chain he worked for was transferring him to Denver. By the end of the month, he was gone.

      My wife and I decided to remain together until the baby was old enough to go into daycare. Now we were living like roommates and barely spoke to each other. After Chris left, I still went to the Hideout for dinner and found a copy of GayLife, the city’s gay newspaper. Other than my waiter friend Vinny, I didn’t know any gay people and sank into a deep depression. GayLife became my lifeline. It gave me a sense of belonging to a community. Most of the events I read about in GayLife took place in bars and clubs. I had never gone to bars, either when I was single or married. It just wasn’t what my friends did – I guess we were nerds. The idea of going to a gay bar hadn’t entered my mind. In fact, the thought of entering a gay bar terrified me.

      I knew there was such a thing as a gay bar. As a child, there was one in our neighborhood. My parents had always warned us to stay away from it. Of course, that made me even more curious. While riding my bike, I would take a surreptitious look in the small windows that flanked the front door. They were covered by a heavy curtain. Not that I would have seen much anyway, as it was during the day that I rode past it.

      One night I noticed an ad for a bar called the 21 Club, on Irving Park Rd., just a few blocks from where my wife and I lived on the city’s near Northwest side. That evening my loneliness got the better of me, and I decided to check it out. I got out of work at midnight, so it was about one in the morning when I approached the bar’s entrance. I looked both ways on the street to make sure no-one I knew was around, then stepped into the recessed vestibule and grabbed the door handle. Like many gay bars at the time, you had to be buzzed in. When I pulled on the handle, the door didn’t open; instead, I propelled myself forward, bumping the door with my head. I heard a buzz, so I walked in. The bar ran the length of the room. The men sitting at it all turned and looked at me. I took a seat, ordered a rum and Coke, and looked around. It all seemed so ordinary! I had honestly expected it to look like an opium den from the movie, Thoroughly Modern Millie. But instead, it was just a group of working-class men sitting at a bar, drinking beer, and having quiet conversations. Everyone was quite friendly, and I continued to stop by for a drink every night.

      I loved hearing the older gay men – they must have been at least 40! – tell stories about the old days. I learned a lot about the gay culture at that bar. Being one of only three gay bars on Chicago’s northwest side, it served as a meeting place for all sorts of people. Queens, toughs, “rough trade” and the occasional drag queen or Leatherman. There were no women in the bar, ever!

      And yet, I didn’t quite fit in the 21 Club either. When they found out I had a two-year-old son, they looked at me as if I were from another planet. More than once I was asked if I was sure I was gay.

      A year later, my wife and I separated. She and her recently divorced sister shared an apartment together in the suburbs, and Adam went to a nursery school while my wife was at work. I kept our small city apartment, which suddenly seemed spacious, as I had no furniture. I didn’t tell my family or friends why we separated, but since we’d married so young, they weren’t surprised.

      One week, soon after we separated, there was an ad in the classified section of GayLife for a gay parents’ rap group. It had been placed by a lesbian mother of two, who bravely listed her phone number as a contact. I called it immediately. Kathy Ramos, the woman who placed the ad, and I hit it off and talked on the phone several times before the first meeting. After a few weeks, enough people had responded, so Kathy invited everyone over to her apartment. As soon as I walked in, I felt that I had found my place in the community. These were gay people who, like me, were glad to be mothers and fathers. Some were still married, some divorced, and many were still in the closet, as was I.

      The classified ads in GayLife provided other contacts that changed my life. One was positive; I saw an advertisement about organizing a fundraiser for WTTW, the local PBS station. It had recently aired The Word is Out, one of the first documentaries to present gay people in a positive light. I called the number and spoke to the organizer, Chris Clason, and went to a few meetings. I don’t remember much about what we did, or how often we met, but it must have done some good.

      
        
        Chris Clason

      

      

      
        
        For several years in the 1970s and 1980s, Chris Clason was a talented, entertaining figure as a singer-comic on local stages. He was also an Actors Equity member and worked onstage and backstage in community theater, children’s theater, and professional dinner theater as well as modeling. He had several other jobs in restaurants, catering, even the U.S. Environmental Protection Agency.

        But Clason is best remmbered as the chief founder of Test Positive Aware Network (TPAN), which in his nonbureaucratic, visionary, and proactive way he established in 1987 on the basis of responses to an ad he had placed in Gay Chicago. He then served as its first executive director for two years.

        TPAN was the first support network organized to reach out to all people who have tested positive for HIV, providing a combination of information and moral support. After his TPAN tenure, Clason moved to Howard Brown Memorial Clinic (now Health Center), where he served as education manager for nine months.

        Clason was also a three-year member of the WTTW community advisory board and a member of city and state AIDS advisory councils. He organized The Word Is Thanks, a fundraiser in response to WTTW’s presentation of the historical documentary Word Is Out.

        Born in 1953 in Detroit, Clason graduated from Kimball High School in Royal Oak, Michigan, and completed two years as a theater major at Eastern Michigan University before moving to Chicago in 1972. In March 1990, in declining health, he moved to his parents’ home in Oklahoma City. In Oklahoma, Chris sang in a gay chorus, took part in a bowling league, and helped plan the yearly gay and lesbian parade. He was also a speaker for the Regional AIDS Interfaith Network in Oklahoma City, where he died at age 38 in 1991 from complications of HIV infection.

        Looking back in 1990 on his activist career during an interview with Bob Hultz, he characteristically spoke in favor of trying to maintain perspective as well as optimism: “I think our best focus for [TPAN] is to listen to the membership, to hear what people say. Look and see what draws people in, what satisfies them and provide that. . . . When everything about your life is attached to HIV and AIDS, it’s like wearing yellow sunglasses all the time. Your world starts to get colored. But there are other colors in the rainbow. . . .

        “Death and dying issues are major issues; we have all had to deal with the death of more friends and acquaintances than any of our parents. My parents are in their late 70s but they have not been exposed to the kind of death that I’ve been exposed to. . . . It will not be the same for generations after us. . . . It will be better and it will be worse. Just try to maintain the flexibility to handle whatever is coming up. I think death and dying is an important issue, but I think health and living is a very important issue; both deserve equal focus, if not a little extra on health and living issues.”

        

        Source: The Chicago LGBT Hall of Fame website at glhalloffame.org — Clason was inducted in 2004, deceased 1991

        

      

      Another classified ad drew my attention a few years later. I was paying my ex-wife more than a quarter of my salary in child support. I didn’t have a problem with that – I knew she needed it to raise Adam – but the economic impact on me made my life difficult. My job as a pediatric therapist didn’t pay well. Looking at the classifieds in GayLife, I saw an ad for part-time work, as an assistant to a contractor. I’d never done manual labor before, but I figured I could manage it if the guy was willing to teach me. I called the number and spoke to the man who placed the ad. He asked a lot of questions about my age and what I looked like. I figured out quickly that he wanted handsome young men, and I knew that I didn’t qualify, so I started to end the conversation. Then he said that he’d meet with me, take me to his shop and see what I could do. As much as I wanted and needed that job, something didn’t feel right. When he asked where I lived, I just told him the neighborhood. He offered to pick me up, so I told him I lived at home with my parents and asked him if we could meet elsewhere. He said he sometimes hung out at a neighborhood tavern on Elston Avenue, not too far from my apartment, and suggested a nearby intersection.

      On the day of the appointment, I wore a pair of skimpy cut-off jean shorts and a tight T-shirt. I took a look in the mirror before I walked out the door. I was only a couple of years older than the 18-22 age range he’d noted in the ad. There was no way I was going to be thin or pretty, which I knew he expected. I decided not to show up. I hadn’t given him my number, so he couldn’t call me. It wasn’t until a few months later that I realized how lucky I was. I am pretty confident that the contractor who wanted to meet me was the

      serial killer John Wayne Gacy. He often ran ads in GayLife looking for construction assistants, and he was known to frequent a bar close to where he asked me to meet him.

      It was the ad for the parents’ group in GayLife that most changed my life. I had become co-leader of the group and was responsible for submitting the group’s classified ad in the paper each week. The ads were free but had to be mailed to or dropped off at the newspaper’s downtown office. I expected the offices of GayLife to look like a scene from the movie, The Front Page. Instead, I found a dreary looking office and was greeted by a woman who looked like a heavier version of Janis Joplin. She stopped her furious typing long enough to take the 3”x5” card with the parents’ group information and drop it into a wire basket with dozens of others.

      That scene repeated itself every week for a few months. Eventually the woman was joined at a neighboring desk by a thin man with an enormous mustache. As the months went by, I worked up the courage to speak to them. I soon learned their names were Sarah Craig and Steve Kulieke, the editors of the newspaper. One day I mentioned to them that I enjoyed the cooking columns they’d run. Sarah said that the writer of that column had left town and asked me if I would like to take it over. I was a product of the Chicago Public School system and had never written anything more than a few essays in English class. Could I write? I didn’t know. Since I didn’t know what else to say, I told them I’d try and would bring them a column soon.

      The cooking part didn’t faze me; I’ve been interested in cooking since I was a child. When my son was born, I dropped out of college. I then managed to talk my way into a job at one of the city’s most
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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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