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      “Harker, wake up!” Ryker’s voice was saturated with urgency.

      I shrugged off the arms of sleep and rolled onto my back, wiping drool from my chin. “Waaa?”

      “Suit up, babe. We got a Code Shade.”

      I was instantly awake and alert. “Where?”

      “Black Wing Mansion is under attack.”

      My body was already in motion—out of the bed and scrambling for the clothes I’d discarded on the floor. “Time?”

      “Three in the morning.”

      Tidiness hadn’t been on my mind when I’d crawled into bed less than two hours ago, and now my trousers were missing. Shit. “Where are the others?”

      “We’re meeting at the van.” Ryker threw my slacks at me.

      “Thanks.” I pulled them on under my sleep-T and then gripped the edges of my shirt, ready to peel it off, but stopped just in time.

      Ryker averted his gaze. “I’ll meet you downstairs.”

      The door shut behind him, and I scrambled to finish dressing. This was the fourth Code Shade this week—a term coined by yours truly. The last three had been sightings by our operatives trained in spotting the signs. The Deep had been hit first, and several nephs and humans had been infected. After that, two residential areas had been targeted, but I’d managed to expel the shades rooted inside the five humans who were showing symptoms of disorientation and aggression. I’d killed the shades in the humans whose souls had been completely devoured. We’d learned to distinguish between the two. Fully taken humans developed crimson irises, nephs didn’t. For some reason, the shades couldn’t mask this aspect in a human host like they could in a neph body. So, red eyes equaled no human soul in residence. Killing a shade in a human host that still had his soul was not an option. In burning the shade up, I also burned through the soul. I swallowed, recalling the time I’d killed a shade in a human host whose eyes hadn’t turned yet—his screams had echoed alongside the shade’s as I’d burned him to a cinder. Now, the shades tended to scatter when I showed up, afraid I’d burn them out of existence, or expel them, but there was only one of me and hundreds of them. I couldn’t keep this up forever, especially when they chose to hit two spots at the same time. Fuckers knew I couldn’t be everywhere and neither could our officers.

      Asher hadn’t made a grab for me yet though, which was worrying. I’d killed two of his shades in the Order lair and many since, and yet, he’d stayed under the radar. I guess having the Order’s wards all over the MPD building and grounds helped keep the big bad at bay, but still, I kinda just wanted to get it over with—for him to come for me and for me to kick his arse and be done with it. He was a shade just like the rest. So it stood to reason I should be able to kill him, right? It was probably why he was playing coy and sending his minions at me instead. Probably trying to tire me out, and sod, it was working, just not in the way he was probably hoping. Deciding to keep the shade presence in Midnight quiet, deciding to deal with it ourselves, was proving harder and harder with each attack.

      My body was wrecked, out of balance, and simmering with power I wasn’t sure how to control. It was growing faster than I could use it, expanding within me, leaving my skin itchy and tight. Expelling the shades didn’t count, because for that I utilized my aether ability. The only thing that seemed to ease the discomfort was killing them. I hadn’t even needed to feed for the past two weeks.

      It’s all right, we’ll figure it out, my daimon reassured. Just like we’d figured out how her darkness had shrouded the light within me, and how my feeding had given her the power to keep my true nature hidden until the time was right. Now it was activated, there was no stopping it.

      The others were bound to notice how it was affecting me soon. It was getting harder to hide the discomfort between exterminations. My body was a pressure cooker needing to blow off steam. Thank goodness the fuckers were attacking—I’d get to release some of the excess power. We were coping for now, my daimon and I. No point officially stressing until we had to. Right now, we had a Code Shade, and if they were hitting the Black Wings, then we’d be dealing with soulless hosts controlled by shades—the perfect chance for me to relieve some of the tension.

      Zipping up my boots and grabbing my jacket, I headed out the door.

      Marika and a couple of the Order of Merlin members met me in the foyer. Ryker was in the doorway, letting the cool night drift in and ruffle my hair. Marika’s face was pale, and the dark smudges under her eyes spoke of lack of sleep.

      “Sit this one out.” I cupped her shoulder. “You may have access to the arcane, but your body is human.”

      Her lips tightened. “If Ava and her unit can help, then so can we.”

      More Order members jogged into the foyer. This was their home for now, and thank God we had the space for them. They’d moved in after the shit had hit the fan a couple of weeks ago, and then Ava and her unit had moved in last week. The mansion was quickly becoming operations central, but it wasn’t enough. We needed more boots on the ground. More help.

      I sighed. “Fine, but then you need to get some sleep. Promise?”

      She nodded, and gave me a half-smile. “Okay, Mom.”

      We poured out of the mansion.
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      I’d never get completely used to the sensation of flying, especially when my defiance of gravity was dependent on another. Bane’s arms were solid bands of steel around me. We were almost at the cliff house. I just hoped we got there in time. The van far below carried Orin, Cassie, River, and Ryker. Another three vans followed, filled with the rest of our officers, the Order members, Ava, and several of her unit.

      If the shades were attacking the Black Wings, it meant they were confident in their numbers. It meant we were running out of time.

      I was no fan of the winged, but better the devil you know, right? The shades were aggressive and single-minded, and who knew what their real agenda was. Asher had said that they had no grievance against humanity, that their issue was with God and the winged, but what was stopping them from turning on us once the winged were gone? What was their end game, anyway? It was unlikely they’d just sit back and chill out once their objective was achieved. Right now, the winged were the only thing standing between humanity and the shades.

      “Your thinking is giving me a headache,” Bane said. His breath ruffled the hair at the nape of my neck.

      We were flying with his chest to my back. I liked to get an aerial view. “I just hope we’re in time to help.”

      His lips teased my earlobe. “The Black Wings are expert fighters. They won’t go down easily.”

      I suppressed a shiver. “And the shades predate them. Who knows what they can do. They wouldn’t be attacking if they couldn’t hurt or even kill the Black Wings.”

      Bane was silent, which told me he had come to the same conclusion.

      A horrific thought occurred to me. “You don’t think the shades can infect the winged, do you?”

      “If they could do that, then why attack to kill them? They would have just taken the Black Wings as hosts. The message that came to me was clear. The shades were attacking to kill, and a dead host is a useless host.”

      Thank goodness he’d taken it upon himself to fill the rest of the MPD in about his relationship with the Black Wings, otherwise explaining how he’d known they were in trouble would have been awkward.

      The screech of tires drifted up to us. We were losing altitude in preparation for landing.

      “The others are in,” Bane said. “It looks like the shades took down the gates. I’m going to drop you just inside. I need to get to the tower.”

      “The tower?”

      “Abbadon needs me.”

      He was communicating with Abbadon again.

      “Is he okay?”

      “I don’t know.”

      Below us, the ground was a sea of bodies in combat, Black Wings against humans and nephs, fifty against at least a hundred. Asher wasn’t fucking around this time. He meant to take the Black Wings out of the picture tonight.

      Time to kiss the ground. “Okay, do it. I’m ready.”

      Bane dropped me from a twenty-foot height. I hit the ground in a crouch and was up and running into the fray a split second later. Ryker’s scent hit me from the left, and Rivers’s from the right.

      We surged toward the battle where Black Wings fought shades snug in neph and human skin: a young woman here, a teenager there, an old man, a young girl. It was disconcerting, and my feet faltered. The Black Wings must have been feeling the same distress because they were fighting, but not as hard as they probably could. They held back against the human hosts, their pledge to protect humans forcing them to pull their punches.

      I switched to aether-sight, and the human skins melted away, leaving only the powerful long-limbed shades, inky black, crimson-eyed, and lethal. A Black Wing, right ahead of me, jumped back to avoid the swipe of a teenage girl’s blade. He ducked and evaded while she slashed with the power of the shade she now was. There was no longer a human soul in that body, and the Black Wing needed to accept that and bloody fight back properly. There was nothing to save here, but he didn’t know that. He couldn’t see what I could.

      The girl laughed. It was a tinkling sound that cut through the grunts and clanks of battle. She made what would have been a lethal strike, but I was already in motion, sliding between her and her target. Her eyes widened at the sight of me, the thing inside her recognizing me for what I was. I slammed my hand onto her face and blasted her with the divine power inside me. Yeah, my daimon and I had made that connection a week ago. Malphas had told me that the weapons had been made from a drop of God’s grace, and if the power from the weapons was inside me, then …

      The shade screamed as it died, and the body of the girl dropped.

      I rounded on the Black Wing. “There are no humans here. Just shades. Did you see her eyes? Crimson. The human soul is gone. You get that?”

      His jaw tightened, and his eyes blazed with defiance, and for a moment I thought he’d strike me down, but then his wings unfurled, and he raised his head and bellowed, “Strike hard, strike true, there are no human souls here!”

      It was as if his words had unlocked the phantom shackles holding the Black Wings back. Shrieks and battle cries rose up like angry smoke. The shades fell under sword and whip and blade, and I set to work, burning them to death with my power one by one while they were incapacitated. They couldn’t die from their wounds, but what the Black Wings were doing was forcing them to consider retreat, and in the meantime, I was finishing them off.

      I caught a glimpse of Malphas, his face etched in steely determination as he parried against what had once been a Lupin. Shit. Lupins were higher-level nephs, and this was the first one I’d seen infected by a shade.

      Ryker appeared at my back, ready to swing his axe to ward off an attack by shades while I incinerated their brethren. Cassie and Orin worked together like a well-oiled machine in the periphery of my vision, and Rivers was to my far left, working back-to-back with a Black Wing while surrounded by shades inhabiting minor nephs. There was no hesitation on his part. Good.

      My body burned with power as I took out enemy after enemy. Ryker swung his axe in an arc to force back a wave of shades. Black Wings surged forward to help but ended up cutting us off from each other.

      I took out an old guy and then spun to counter the attack of another shade, but he skidded to a halt a meter away. I caught the flash of terror in his eyes as his attention went from the old guy’s body and back up to me. He turned and ran. Nope. Not getting away. I broke into a sprint after him, leaped, and tackled him to the ground. My hand closed on the nape of his neck and then he was gone, ash and cinder and death. The human shell relaxed beneath me. But there was no time to breathe because there was a shitload more of the fuckers to kill.

      Something landed on my back, taking me down, flattening me against the limp human body. Bones dug into my abdomen and chest, forcing the breath from my lungs.

      “Shade killer. Now you die,” the voice rasped in my ear.

      A blade bit my skin, bringing tears to my eyes. My daimon roared in rage, and then a shadow was hurtling over my head, slamming into my attacker and taking him down. I scrambled up to see the shade that had attacked me pinned under Drayton. My heart slammed into my rib cage, hand coming up to stem the blood flow from the snick at my throat. He’d saved me … Drayton was still in there. I’d been right!

      “Alive!” Drayton slammed the shade’s head against the ground. “Asher wants her alive, you moron.”

      “I’m sorry, Xavier. I lost my head,” the shade said.

      The bubble in my chest deflated. He wasn’t saving me. Well he was, but not for the reasons I’d hoped.

      Drayton climbed off the shade and stood to face me. He cracked his neck and smiled. And then he rushed me. It was unexpected, and my body froze for a fraction of a second too long. His hands wrapped around my waist, and then I was airborne for a moment before slamming back down onto his shoulder, too winded to do anything but dangle like a sack of potatoes.

      Fucking hell. He had me.

      I twisted and bucked, but he was strong, too strong, and moving way too fast. Shit. Wait. This was my chance. I could expel the shade. Get it out of Drayton. I pressed my hand to his back and slipped into the aether. The skin beneath me morphed into the black sinewy body of a shade, larger than the average, with power thrumming beneath its inky skin. This was … different. I delved, searching for a grip, but my ethereal hands slipped and slid against his essence.

      His laughter echoed in my ears. “That won’t work on me, shade killer. I’m a little too high up the food chain for you to expel. If you want me gone, you’re going to have to kill me, and that would mean killing him too.”

      My pulse skipped and jumped. No. Drayton was gone. Xavier was lying now to save himself. I delved deeper, and brushed against something small and bright and pulsing weakly.

      Shit. My eyes pricked. Drayton. Oh, God.

      The building rushed toward us. Xavier was taking me into the manor. Ryker? Where the fuck was he? Orin, Cassie, Rivers, anyone? But then we were inside the building, climbing stairs. What the fuck?

      “Where are you taking me?”

      “To Asher.”

      Shit!
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      Xavier carried me up the winding staircase to the top of the tower. Even though his body had been invaded, he smelled the same as Drayton, and that damn aroma told my body to relax, that it would be okay, even though my savvy brain knew different.

      I twisted one last time, trying to break free and failing. “You don’t have to do this.”

      “Oh, but I want to,” he replied simply.

      What was I doing trying to reason with Asher’s general? But it wasn’t Xavier I was speaking to, not really. A part of me was hoping to tap into Drayton—that light inside that was struggling to hold on.

      Oh, God. How much longer did he have left before Xavier took over completely? How had he survived this long? A chill ran up my spine. What if this was the way with all neph hosts? Cassie had held on for weeks, right? Why hadn’t I thought of that? What if neph souls took longer to die, which would mean I’d killed a ton of innocent nephs tonight believing their souls had been devoured.

      Xavier pushed through a door and entered the tower room. Cold air smacked against my ass, seeping into the fabric of my trousers.

      “Xavier, you brought me a gift.” The voice was mellow, chilled with an edge of dark humor.

      I’d only heard it once, but I’d recognize it anywhere. Asher.

      “Fuck, no.” This voice was rough and bone-tinglingly deep.

      Bane.

      Asher laughed. “Well. We have what we came for, so we’ll be on our way.”

      I twisted against fake Drayton’s back, trying to get a view of the damn room. The bits I could see were unfurnished and had arched, glassless, shutter-bordered windows. And shit, was that Abbadon crumpled on the ground?

      “Let her go,” Bane demanded.

      His voice came from behind me, to my left and out of view.

      “Harker? Harker, talk to me,” Bane demanded.

      “I’m okay.” I lifted a hand in a wave.

      Xavier slapped my arse. Hard.

      I let out a yelp of pain. That fucker was gonna pay for that.

      “She took out too many,” Xavier said. “We need to end this.”

      “And we will,” Asher said. “Just as soon as I get what is mine. Set her down.”

      Xavier dropped me. I landed on my side, hip scraping against bare floorboards. The bastard just smiled thinly, and it was easy to see him behind Drayton’s chocolate-brown eyes—soulless steel where there had once been warmth. And then I got a look at Bane. He was pinned to the wall by an invisible force, his shirt was torn, his head was bleeding, and his eyes blazed with murderous, impotent intent.

      Asher was doing this. Using his host body’s magic to hold Bane captive. Had he used it to knock Abbadon out too? He pinned his gaze on me now, scanning and searching for the precious last piece of Merlin’s soul.

      Satisfaction was a burning ember in my chest. It was my turn to smile, smug as shit. “Looking for something?”

      Asher’s dark brows slammed down over his obsidian eyes. “What have you done? Where is it?”

      I shrugged. “Gone.”

      “No. That’s impossible. If it was gone, then I’d be in control. I’d be free.” He turned his hands over as if expecting them to yield the answer to his quandary.

      I pulled myself to my feet and brushed the dirt off my clothes, focusing on masking the tremble in my hands. This was Merlin, the Merlin, with a tankload of power at his disposal and a shade commander in the driver’s seat. He could probably break my neck with a thought, and the only reason I was still alive was because he needed something from me. Something even I didn’t know the location of, but at least I knew Ambrosius must still be out there somewhere, existing. I needed to play this right.

      “What can I tell you? Ambrosius has a mind of his own. We aren’t always joined at the hip.” Let him think I still had access to Ambrosius and knew where he was. Let him believe I had the power to summon him.

      Asher’s eyes narrowed. “But you can call him to you? You can speak to him.”

      “If I wanted to.” Why did I expect alarm bells to go off at my lie?

      He took a measured step toward me, his gaze speculative. “Can you bring him here or not?”

      My pulse accelerated. If he found out I’d lost my connection with Ambrosius completely, then I was dead. But light bulbs were going off in my head. A plan formed. It was a shitty, weak plan, but even a shitty, weak plan was better than no plan at all.

      I lifted my chin. “I can. But I’m not going to.”

      Xavier growled in exasperation. “Commander, she’s bluffing. How do we know that when cutting the connection between the host body and the soul, she didn’t cut her own connection to it?”

      Bastard. He needed to keep his stinking mouth shut. My thoughts didn’t play on my face, though. At least I hoped they didn’t. Right now, I needed that poker face real bad.

      I lifted my chin and smiled. “You don’t know. You can’t be sure of anything. So, you’re just going to have to take my word for it. If you want Ambrosius, then let Bane and Abbadon go.”

      Asher arched a brow. “You’re trying to negotiate with me?” He sounded genuinely surprised. And then the surprise morphed into anger. “You’re trying to negotiate with me?” His voice went up an octave.

      “Are you deaf or just stupid?”

      In the beat of a breath, he was in my personal space. His hand wrapped around my throat, his perfect face contorted in rage. Yes. This was what I needed. Him, up close and personal, so that I could⁠—

      “Commander, no!” Xavier cried out.

      But he was too late. I blasted him with power, channeling it into him, and waited for the burn, the cinders, and the screams.

      And waited.

      His eyes widened, and his mouth twisted in a wince—the only sign that I’d affected him. And then the hand tightened around my throat. “Sorry to disappoint, Miss Harker, but you’ll need a lot more juice than that to hurt me.”

      My gut clenched. Plan A had failed. The fucker was too powerful while infused with arcane power. Merlin’s power. But plan B was working, because in this moment, his focus was completely on me. And if there was one thing I’d learned about arcane magic since hanging with Marika, it was that it required focus.

      Asher had just lost his.

      Bane snapped free with an inhuman roar, smashing into me and ripping me out of Asher’s surprised grasp. He sprinted for the nearest arch.

      “Wait! Abbadon!”

      His arms flexed around me, but we didn’t stop. We flew straight toward the window and out into the night.
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      So many dead Black Wings, humans, and nephs. In the humans’ case, they’d died a while back, when the shade took them over completely, but the nephs may have been alive and trapped inside their bodies. I’d unwittingly killed them. I needed to tell the others what I’d done. The bodies lay like broken dolls strewn across the clifftop grounds. Malphas, Abigor, and the remaining Black Wings stood dazed and lost amidst the carnage. They’d prepared for battle against their White Wing brothers—a battle that would have taken place in an orderly heavenly fashion. This … this had been anything but.

      Ryker slung an arm around my shoulder and pulled me into a hug. “Fucking hell, we thought we lost you.”

      “We almost did,” Bane said. “If not for Harker’s quick thinking.” He frowned. “That was your plan, right? To goad him into attacking you and take his focus off me?”

      I sighed. “Yes, Bane. That was the plan.” But we’d left Abbadon behind. “The plan wasn’t a complete success, though, was it?”

      He shook his head and tucked in his chin. “If we’d stopped for Abbadon, then we’d have lost our advantage. Asher’s magic at close range is powerful, but it’s limited over distance. He confessed as much in a mini-rant. I do believe the shade commander is unhinged. If he ever got his hands on Ambrosius then he’d be unstoppable.”

      I glanced up at the tower to the east, where we’d left Abbadon. He was gone now. Asher had taken him. “What will they do with him?”

      Bane’s expression tightened. “I don’t know. And dwelling won’t help.”

      I closed my eyes and tucked in my chin. Asher had the Black Wing leader, and there was nothing we could do about it. He’d try and use him as a bargaining chip, no doubt, while continuing to build his army. Killing them wasn’t getting us anywhere fast enough. We needed to attack the root of the problem. Cut them off at the knees. An idea bloomed in my mind. They needed hosts to influence our world. So, we needed to take away their supply. It was so stunningly simple it was shocking that we hadn’t been focusing on it all along.

      “We have to stop the shades from taking hosts.” I locked gazes with Bane. “We stop them from replenishing their numbers. It’s the only way to fight them. We need to cut off their host supply.”

      “Great plan,” Cassie said sarcastically. “And how do you intend to execute it?”

      She was wound tight. We all were, so I’d let her tone slide this one time. “I don’t know. But I say we gather everyone: Lupin, Sanguinata, the MED, and Tristan. We tell them the truth, and we get everyone in on solving the problem.”

      “Finally.” Ava threw up her hands.

      I arched a brow in response to her outburst.

      She grinned sheepishly. “It’s the right thing to do.”

      When we’d thought we could nip this in the bud without causing panic, then it had been fine to keep it quiet. But it’d been almost two weeks, and now this attack … “We can’t fight the shades alone. We need more soldiers, and we need more brains.”

      There was no argument, only a murmur of consent.

      Abigor joined us.

      I took in his disheveled state, the downturn of his pretty mouth, and the sorrow in his eyes. He’d kidnapped me and held me hostage not too long ago, but it was impossible to hate him right now. Now that he’d lost so many of his comrades, and his friend and commander, Abbadon, had been taken.

      I met his gaze and inclined my head in greeting. “We need to formulate a plan to get Abbadon back.”

      He took a deep, shuddering breath. “No.”

      Had I heard right? “No?”

      His smile was tired and laced with sorrow. “We agreed that if one of us was taken we would assume they were dead. We would not negotiate for their life, and we would take no unnecessary risk to liberate them.”

      Logic agreed that this was the right move. We couldn’t risk a ton of lives to save one. The threat to our world was too great, and we needed the manpower to stave it off, but my sense of injustice wouldn’t be silent. “We can’t just leave him in their hands.”

      Abigor’s eyes lit up with fury. “We can, and we will. Those were his orders, and I will not dishonor him by disobeying.”

      That was the difference between us and them. They lived by a code, by orders that could not be circumvented. But the MPD … We’d usually rather die than leave a man behind. Except this time, we had, and my stomach ached with the horror of it.

      Abigor broke eye contact with me and addressed Bane. “Our defenses have been breached, our numbers are diminished. If we remain here and are attacked again, then we may not be able to fend off the shades.”

      Bane’s jaw flexed. “Our grounds are warded, and we have ample room in the east wing of the mansion.”

      Ryker’s mouth turned down, and Orin’s brows flicked up, but it was Cassie who spoke.

      “How does it feel to need help, huh?” Her drawl had real bite.

      Abigor blinked down at her in surprise. “Excuse me?”

      She crossed her arms under her breasts. “You sit here in your fucking clifftop house, just watching shit go down all the time, when you have the power to help. You’re lucky we didn’t do the same to you.”

      Abigor’s eyes narrowed, and his lips thinned. “Believe me, sitting back and doing nothing has been the hardest thing we’ve ever had to do.”

      Cassie frowned, confused.

      They didn’t know the truth about the deal between the White Wings and the Black Wings. They didn’t realize that to interfere in Midnight’s human affairs would mean handing humanity’s free will to the White Wings. Malphas had said we weren’t permitted to tell humans about the deal, but it was time the nephs found out. If we were going to work together, there had to be trust and a level of respect.

      It was time to spill the beans. “Cassie, there’s something you need to understand …”

      I filled her and the others in. Abigor didn’t try to stop me. There were no humans nearby to eavesdrop. No live ones anyway.

      “Are we winning?” Orin asked once I was done. “Which side has the most humans?”

      Abigor’s lip curled. “Right now, after all the humans we’ve lost to the shades, the White Wings are in the lead.”

      “Fuck!” Ryker hung his head, hands on hips.

      “Yes. Fuck is the right word,” Abigor said. “Because the White Wings have proven that they don’t consider the shades their problem. They’re just counting down the days until they can claim their prize.”

      “At this rate, there won’t be a prize to claim,” Orin pointed out.

      “They have tunnel vision, and with the divine wards they’ve placed around Dawn, there is no way to force them to see the truth.”

      The truth? The truth was that in a few months the century would be up and the barriers around Arcadia would come down. The White Wings would get to claim all the humans outside of our little prison, and the shades … the shades would be free. Oh, shit. I met Abigor’s eyes and saw my thoughts reflected there. He inclined his head in acknowledgement. I still hadn’t forgiven him for kidnapping me from Desert Rock, but even I knew when to call a truce. The White Wings were complete idiots.

      “So, what do we do?” Cassie asked.

      I took a deep breath. “We do what we always do. We stop the shades from taking out any more humans. We fix this.”
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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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