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      Deep beneath the city of New Vancouver, the living heart of the Martian Military Government skipped a beat. The declaration of martial law had been a formality, the mere dropping of a flimsy pretense. An evacuation of senior officials had been a mainly z-axis maneuver. Everyone important that could be rounded up on short notice—and who hadn’t already fled early on in the crisis—had been gathered here, in this nameless emergency bunker not far from the civic center.

      Eric had been caught in that wide net. And it had been three days now that he’d been impersonating Vice Admiral Stuart “Stooie” Quatermain before a gaggle of his supposed peers.

      And each of those three days had started the same: with a briefing.

      Day by day, it seemed, Eric started the briefing farther from the end where General Bob held court.

      “Elections. Fucking elections!” the supreme leader of Mars bellowed. “They try to blow up our planetary nominating convention, and they have the gall to announce elections of their own?”

      Eric studied his coffee, which was hard because it was plain black coffee of the sort they give soldiers in the field, filled with sciencey goo to keep it from spoiling. He’d forgone a chemical sweetener he couldn’t pronounce and a form of powdered “cream” with an expiration date he’d be lucky to outlive. While all the additives might have made it worthy of a second look, it kept him from daring to drink it.

      Sure, maybe he looked like Stooie Quatermain, but he was still Eric Ramsey. He had his health to consider.

      “What if we got them back in kind?” Admiral Hershey suggested. “You know, send some spooks their way, even if it doesn’t amount to much?”

      Admiral Fallon scoffed openly. “After that wizard barbecued two-thirds of Earth’s senate already? We’d look like the runt who comes over to kick a dead body his gang buddies just ventilated.”

      “In that case, why not just park our whole fleet in orbit and demand they turn over Tiffany Bell?”

      There was a moment of expectant silence. Furtive eyes turned Eric’s way. It took a hasty recreation in the Village of Eternity, consulting the real Stooie Quatermain’s mind to determine the reason. Apparently, the vice admiral Eric inhabited had once pulled the maneuver described on a border colony that had sabotaged one of his shuttles while his subordinates were taking shore leave. But he hadn’t accounted for the colony having real orbital defenses, and he’d been forced to withdraw ingloriously.

      “Wasn’t funny then. Isn’t funny now,” he moped, trying to mimic Stooie Quatermain’s reaction in the recreation of this same bunker in the Village.

      “Leave Stooie out of this,” General Bob barked. “Last thing we need is dead-end trips down nostalgia lane. Earth’s not looking which way they’re punching, and we need to spot the opening for a snapback.”

      One thing Eric had been picking up on had been the supreme general’s boxing analogies. Unfortunately, among the varied personas dwelling in his mind, knowledge of the sport was scattershot, conflicting, and sparse. Colonial adaptations, alien influences, and holo-sport modifications warred with Earth traditionalism. Ringing the bell ended a round in Earth Standard, but Kalendris colony used two different bells to mark points in a scored bout, with each fighter getting audio confirmation of a clean strike. Slipping a punch was a dodge in most forms but an illegal technique in Orionese Line Boxing.

      If Vice Admiral Quatermain had been a local devotee, he might have kept up with the supreme general. But if anything, he only confused Eric further with an incomplete understanding based on an older sister who wrote sports romances. Coincidentally, Eric had a copy of The Old One-Two in the Grand Village Library, free to replicate in any world that needed it, but the details on the boxing weren’t even consistent within the pages. Though the relationship between Tracy Tatum and Sam Steubin seemed more about sweat and sculpted muscle than athletic jargon.

      “I don’t care if we have to run the next whole goddamn administration from down here,” General Bob continued. “We need our people on the outside to get off their asses and track down every last conspirator. Every supplier who didn’t triple-check credentials. Every security checkpoint that glanced instead of scanning. Every landlord who might have given a hardcoin discount to keep a lease off the omni. I want these poisonous weeds pulled up by the roots before any of us sets foot outside again. They got inside our security perimeter once, and I want to be damn sure they’re not still lurking. One clean load of plasma through the right skull, and we’re in chaos at the worst possible time.

      “In parallel, I want psyops working on our target admirals. The imperial loyalists might not join us, but if we can convince a few to fracture off and drop out of Earth’s pocket, we can worry about them later. Also, I think it’s time to bring fleet action to the core. No… to Sol! If we can seize control of the Great Moons, we can leave Earth isolated in the solar core.”

      How many more moons did General Bob want? Eric wondered. Phobos and Deimos were givens. They had Ganymede locked up. Titan was practically a planet and firmly on Earth’s side. And it wasn’t like Europa, Io, or Callisto were liable to change sides without a LOT of fighting.

      But that was Stooie Quatermain’s assessment, not Eric’s. Eric had no idea how any of this all worked. It was too many people. Too many ideas. Reducing populations in the hundreds of millions or small billions to mere names on a galactic map was an abstraction too far.

      All of it was too much.

      But he couldn’t just sneak away.

      Well, he probably could find a way to magic and lie and disguise and wheedle his way to freedom. It would involve several new applicants to the Villain Intervention Project, but he felt like it was doable.

      What Eric couldn’t abide was letting these crazy, militaristic Martians throw whole planets into chaos and kill millions to adjust the squiggles on a few maps.

      He could put a stop to this.

      Murder would only move the problem. The opportunity to kill 94 top officials and slink away to spend years cleaning the stain from his conscience had passed. Fewer than a quarter of the relevant parties had made it to this underground stronghold, and Eric wasn’t even prepared to slaughter the ones he had in front of him.

      He needed a real solution.

      What if he found a way to turn back time? Sure, everyone had told him it wasn’t possible, but so much of what he did fell under that ratty, hole-riddled umbrella that he couldn’t take the claims at face value. His own failures to do any better than create a loop, which he hadn’t started prior to the origins of this mess, couldn’t be the final word on the matter.

      What if…?

      What… if… ?

      What if time really was a loop? A big loop. An entire loop. Beginning to end. Wrapping around. Starting over.

      Big bang.

      Space rocks.

      Dinosaurs.

      Monkeys.

      Babylonians.

      Scientists.

      Lunchtime Letters.

      Same universe. Same people. Like a holovid rerun, happening just like before every time around.

      If Eric could go forward far enough, he’d start the loop again. His time loop to save Dad might have been the clue that the universe thought in loops.

      It wouldn’t be easy. He’d have doubted it was the right solution if it was. But if Eric could launch himself so far forward in time that he came out the back end, he could change a near-identical universe with him as the only variable.

      But where to make a change so momentous?

      People claimed that the Earth/Mars fracture wasn’t Eric’s fault. But maybe this wasn’t his first time through the loop. Maybe he already ruined one timeline and failed to remember it. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d intentionally forgotten something.

      And what parts of his current life would he lose?

      Reconnecting with Jessie?

      Getting to go on a grand adventure with Trebla?

      Ever meeting Charlotte in the first place?

      Eric had been steeling himself against personal hardships with the first two. But the possibility of never getting to know Charlotte—whether at Oxford or after the pirate rescue—hit him in the gut so hard that the admirals to either side of Stooie Quatermain gave a quick glance before deciding he wasn’t worth checking on.

      No.

      Eric would figure something out. But he wasn’t going to sacrifice his happiness in the process. He didn’t need a solution right this second. He just needed to survive and, ideally, keep Mars from causing galactic calamity. In the meantime, he’d work it all out.

      If it took until Plan ZXQ—or longer!—he was going to have his cake, eat it too, and share it with everyone he cared about.

      After all, he had all the time in the galaxy.
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        * * *

      

      The fact that Earth hadn’t made any provisions for getting their shuttle back strongly implied that they’d installed some kind of tracking device. As she landed it in the Arete’s hangar, Jessie still hadn’t decided whether any amount of scanning and disassembly could convince her it was clean and safe to keep long term.

      They touched down with a little thud.

      “Not bad,” Carl commented from the copilot’s seat. “Command hasn’t made you too rusty.”

      Jessie kept her grumbles inward. He’d noticed. Of course he had. Since taking kip-tie-mahl lessons, she’d noticed a little clumsiness when it came to tech. She’d clear a pilot’s cert no problem, even probably qualify as a starfighter pilot if she re-enlisted. But she wouldn’t have been top of her class anymore.

      But Jessie wasn’t a starfighter pilot anymore. She wasn’t special operations for Earth Navy. The Arete was her ship. Everyone in the hangar waiting to shower them with welcome was her crew. She didn’t need to be able to fly circles around eyndar pilots or dogfight colonial militia. If anyone cared to bring up her shortcomings, she could flying-spin-kick them through a bulkhead.

      With a glance at her smirking father as she unbuckled from the pilot’s seat, she considered doing just that to him.

      Comm silence had seemed only prudent on the way here. The Arete could lurk in Earth territory, in the vast hidden cracks between planets and notable stars, and only be at minimal risk if discovered. The rendezvous plan had been intended to shorten the peril to the escapees, if any, from the rescue mission.

      Days without contact, with only Dad for company, had been…

      Well, it had bothered her not knowing the status of her ship and crew, but her father’s company had been remarkably less than horrible.

      “Hey, hey, hey!” Carl announced, arms wide, as the boarding ramp dropped to allow them off.

      Then again, he’d always been kind of fine when it was just the two of them. He was at his most obnoxious in front of an audience, whether it was Mom, Eric, and Ozzy or a couple dozen drunks at a knockoff British pub.

      A round of applause broke out from the gathering in the hangar awaiting the returning heroes. Didn’t those idiots know they were just feeding an addiction? And didn’t they realize that it was her and Mort that had done all the work? Aunt Tiffany had basically crammed the two of them into this shuttle with Dad in a bathrobe and slippers, reeking of expensive beer and scented bath oils.

      Carl took a bow, clutching a rolled-up baton of a canvas in his hand, the same canvas she’d been forbidden to touch lest Jessie ruin its resale value. Now, the priceless masterpiece (she presumed) waved like a royal scepter as her father accepted the adulation of her crew.

      As the cheers died down, Jessie emerged, and the crew roared. Self-conscious, she flashed a tight smile and a quick salute before Charlotte swooped in to rescue her.

      “Captain, welcome home,” her XO called out, sounding weird and looking weirder. She’d heard her own voice often enough in recordings to know it, but it was supposed to be limited to playback of things she’d actually said, not new words coming out of a life-sized, fully tangible doppelganger.

      “Status report?” Jessie inquired, unprepared for the hug that came instead of a list of how her command had fared in her absence.

      Powerful arms clamped around her. “We’re alright, here. The Arete is on course to meet up with the Scylla.”

      That rang a tiny alarm bell in her brain. “Shouldn’t you have already picked up Eric by now?”

      “They don’t have him,” Charlotte replied in Jessie’s whispered voice. “We’re meeting up to transfer personnel and take over the lead in the pickup operation.”

      Now the hug made sense. Jessie nonetheless extracted herself from it. She kept her voice down as Charlotte fell in beside her. Carl had the rest of the crew distracted, regaling them with tales of his misadventure, framed as an Odysseus-like journey in which he was a noble hero rather than a dumbass who’d run off to find his vigilante sister and gotten captured. “Where is he?”

      “Unknown. The team from Earth was wiped out, and the leaked intel about the failed attack on the Martian nominating convention accounts for everyone but him. Sparta has reassured me that had he perished, she should have felt the ripple—whatever that means. I don’t pretend to understand oracles, but I do know your brother better than anyone. I fear he’s gotten himself stuck somewhere on Mars and doesn’t know how to extricate himself in any satisfactory manner.”

      Jessie hadn’t found a word to wedge into that monologue until Charlotte paused for breath. “We went comm dark. What’s the political fallout? Any word from Mort’s end?”

      Charlotte harrumphed daintily, which sounded weird. Jessie resolved never to use her own vocal cords for that. “Mordecai has slaughtered most of the imperial loyalists at the top of the government. He’s largely being hailed as some biblical angel of vengeance. Mostly, in my opinion, because the ones who’d loudly hold a contrary opinion are still smoldering. He was emperor, let’s not forget. He knew who propped him up, and he seems to have expertly undercut his own foundations.”

      There were times, growing up, when Jessie had wondered whether she had a guardian angel looking out for her. Mom had tried too hard to keep her on a short leash. Dad had let her run free. The gap between evading Mom’s swaddling safety and the point at which Dad had showed up at a decommissioned mid-core sewage bypass to drag her home from an unsanctioned Bronze League fight had been considerable.

      She’d known how to take care of herself. Dates that didn’t end well knew better than to come looking for her at the ship.

      But Eric?

      He wandered off as much as Jessie and with little sense between his ears. Sure, maybe he didn’t openly go looking for beatable gambling games, a quick high, or to fool around as a teenager. But he hadn’t been much of a wizard back then, either.

      Maybe he was the one with the guardian angel looking out for him. How many times had Uncle Enzio brought Eric home after a prolonged wander worried everyone? It had become a joke. Ha. Ha. Silly Eric. Got lost again. Took a wizard to find him.

      In retrospect, Jessie had to wonder how many murders Eric had witnessed as a kid.

      “Eric will be fine,” Jessie assured Charlotte as they reached the lift. Much as she wouldn’t mind a shower, a beer, and a fresh uniform, she felt a duty to check in on the bridge first. “He’s far from helpless.”

      “I’m more worried he’s embroiled himself in somehow fixing whatever troubles he may have caused.”

      That did sound like the sort of self-imposed bullshit Eric might pull. Jessie didn’t want to dwell on that. Last thing she needed right now was to get furious at her brother for making things hard on everyone around him. “Well, be thankful for the delay. Wouldn’t be much of a homecoming with two of me and none of you here.”

      Charlotte sneered. “Your taste in undergarments alone was enough to make me eager for a return to my own form.”

      Suddenly suspicious, Jessie checked out her own duplicated body. “What am I wearing under that uniform?”

      “I kept up the ruse with the shapeless burlap you insisted upon. But once the need for impersonation passed, I raided my own dresser for silk panties. And, as one might have mentioned to you at some point, you do not, in the strictest fashion sense, require a bra.”

      Face flushing, Jessie looked away, somehow embarrassed in both the first and second person.

      The two women stood shoulder to shoulder, facing the lift doors as their ride ended.

      “You can’t be back to normal soon enough.”

      “Agreed. And if you feel a need for reciprocity, I assure you that spending weeks in my own body would come with far more comfortable attire. And less perspiration.”
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        * * *

      

      He’d forgotten how good the food had been around here. Not that the cooking aboard the Arete had been bad, but on Earth, Mort had kept the galaxy’s top chefs at his beck and call. Now, once more floating in that orbit, even the snacks at a catered backroom political meeting delighted the tastebuds.

      Ellie LeMont peered through science goggles at a datapad. “Orion is promising its delegation will be departing for Earth tomorrow.”

      Mort chewed possibly the best churro of his life as he nodded. “Fine. As long as they’re all from the approved list. Anyone else tries to take a senatorial oath, burn them on the spot.”

      Brian Four Eagles cleared his throat. “You mean, you’ll burn them on the spot?” The interim Minister of Shit Mort Didn’t Want to Deal With lacked subtlety at times, but this was a deft ploy to get an answer from the guy in charge.

      “Nah. Me hanging around too long wouldn’t be good. Suns don’t set like they used to, and I’m not much for riding horses, so come up with your own analogy. But I need to make myself scarce before people start thinking why not just let him keep the job?”

      Gasps and grumbles greeted that pronouncement. As if these chicken-footed sycophants couldn’t read between the tea leaves. Mort had been dropping hints as soon as he finished dropping bodies that this wasn’t his gig. You get a pest problem, the exterminator comes and deals with it. No one expects the fellow to take over as landlord once the rats and insects are dead.

      “But… the senate hasn’t even reconvened. It’s a whole new system. Someone’s going to have to guide Earth through the period of turmoil,” Ellie protested.

      “Look,” Mort stated firmly. “It’s not a hard system. They had it on Earth in a million little countries. One big senate is a mess. Two little ones is better. A House of Magic. A House of Science. Science has elections. Magic appoints apprentices as successors. One gets you stability; the other, representation.”

      “But that’s the goal. We’re not there yet,” Lawrence Lessig chimed in. “We have an idea for a new democratic Earth. Leaving the process rudderless will result in chaos that will only serve to undermine the new government.”

      Lessig was a professor of ancient law at Harvard, a face with vaguely familiar features seen on campus here and there where wizardly and mundane academic types crossed paths. Apparently, people respected the shit out of this guy. Possibly because he had a vague wizardly look about him.

      “It won’t be rudderless. It just won’t be my hand on the till.” Mort could appreciate a scientist leaning into an analogy Mort could roll with. “I’m going to be taking my leave of Earth. Quietly. No press. No farewell banquet. Just a chauffeur and a little shuttle, and a travel vector off Earth with no questions asked.” He dearly hoped he’d used the term properly, since vector off planet X was Carl-speak for permission to depart someplace. “From that shuttle, I’ll place a comm that will take care of everything.”
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        * * *

      

      Tiffany Bell reclined across the seat of a booth meant for six people, partially encircling a round table in a raised section of Club Électrique. Her feet propped on a duffel bag that, for the moment, contained exactly zero human remains.

      Low purplish floodlamps and primitive laser effects lit an overhead fog pumped in through the vents. Soulless digital music thudded through the floors and furniture. Nearby, a gyrating assortment of youths overflowed a designated dance floor.

      A server came around, deftly cutting through the chaos, to deliver a pitcher of beer and four glasses to Tiffany’s booth.

      “Just me,” she apologized, flashing Convo credit. “You can take back the glasses.” When the server made to depart with three of the pint-sized drinking vessels, Tiffany clarified, “All four.” Then, she hoisted the pitcher to make her point.

      The cold suds slid down in gulps.

      She closed her eyes and savored.

      “Mind if I join you?” a slick, smooth voice inquired.

      “Yes.” She didn’t even look.

      Tonight wasn’t a fishing trip for someone to manually relax her. She’d charge the Convocation for a cheap massage someplace shady if the beer didn’t get the job done on its own.

      Halfway through the pitcher, her pocket chimed the opening bars of Massacre Skirt. Few modern songs spoke to the soul, but Tiffany had seriously considered a red leather miniskirt for a variety of practical, job-related reasons, thanks to Gwenda Laken. After listening to the snippet twice fully through, Tiffany fished the pestering device out of her pocket.

      It wasn’t supposed to make noise at all. Someone had turned that “feature” off for her. That meant that either the tech was on the fritz or⁠—

      “Shit.”

      —someone with tech-savvy helpers and a willingness to risk pissing her off was comming her from Earth.

      The identifier read simply: BPP.

      It had been her own shorthand. The letters stood for Boston Prime Palace. Khosrau used to ping her from that ID when he was still being piloted by Mort. There weren’t a ton of people who had access to that ID, fewer who’d dare put themselves on a direct line to the librarian with the highest kill count of the present decade.

      “Who is this?” she snapped upon hitting Accept. “I’m on sabbatical.”

      “Sabbatical? Sure,” Hadrian replied. But despite recognizing the voice, she was going to have to get used to thinking of it as belonging to Mordecai The Brown, now. “You can have one after you do a teensy favor.”

      “I don’t owe you jack shit. In fact, I should really start coming up with ways you can pay me back for bailing your sorry ass out of that mess.”

      “You didn’t want to test me, and I’d have regretted having to kill you.”

      The lava-blooded devil probably even believed that. By the time Jessie caught up with her after springing her father from his gilded cage, the fighting had been over. Hell, she’d barely had time to drag the spoiled prisoner out the door when the kid had showed up. Even if Mort had the guts to hold her magic at a standstill, could Jessie have done the dirty work?

      A question Tiffany might lose sleep over, if she ever truly slept.

      “Whatever you need, the answer is ‘no.’”

      “The favor isn’t for me. I’ve already left Earth, in fact.”

      Tiffany chugged from her pitcher. “Good for you. Did enough damage on your way out, though, huh?”

      “You’ve seen the newsfeeds?”

      “Yeah. Call it morbid curiosity.”

      “What do you think of the new arrangement?”

      “Makes sense. Better than the shitty old system. They were just begging for a wizard coup, when you look back at it. But you know me. I’m not political.”

      “You’ll pick it up as you go.”

      Tiffany nearly choked on her beer. “Mort… what did you do?”

      “I made them promise to hold the press release off for a couple hours, but you’re going to be announced as Dictator of Earth, overseer of getting the new constitutional republic off the ground.”

      “YOU FUCKING MAXIMUSED ME?” she shouted at the device loudly enough for dancers to check on the commotion. Self-conscious now, she took her feet down, sat up in the booth, and set aside the pitcher. “You can’t be fucking serious. I’m qualified for one job, and I’ve already got it.”

      “You’re the perfect choice. You’re powerful enough personally and have a dark enough reputation that no one is liable to question your authority.”

      “Authority I’ve got no business with. If you want Earth fucked up, you couldn’t pick someone better to botch the job.”

      “The politicians know the drill. You just keep anyone from stopping the orderly march back from imperial rule. The rest is entirely up to your judgment.”

      Tiffany fumed. “And if I decide that we can only have stability if the entire harem is executed, along with any imperial heirs?”

      “I don’t think you would, but I’m giving up oversight, so it’s not my call.” She was wrong. Mort didn’t have molten rock in his veins, just straight ice. “But I’d recommend talking that stuff over with your new advisers. In a couple hours, they’ll either be advising you or vilifying you on every galactic newsfeed for shirking your duty to Earth.”

      “I hate you.”

      “You hate everyone, and me less than most.”

      “You SO owe me for this.”

      “You know, you young people… Give them unchecked power over a sizable galactic empire, and they can’t think of a way to make that work out for them…”

      The comm ended.

      Tiffany drained the last of her beer and headed for the exit, pondering.

      Just what could she get out of this? Maybe a retirement moon? A castle?

      Maybe this wouldn’t be the worst career move. Plus, she could probably work pro bono for the library once she’d taken her reward.

      But still, fuck Mort.
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        * * *

      

      Harmony studied the scans. The glossy black background of her datapad reflected the goggles she wore with an entirely different set of results. Years of practice had left her able to process the information in moderate detail simultaneously, which was fine for simple cases. And her current patient was, at present, a simple case.

      If only the rest of him were so easy to deal with.

      “So, will I live?” Carl inquired brightly.

      Pretending to ignore him, Harmony opened a voice recording file. “Subject is a 64-year-old male. Height, 177 cm. Weight, 99.8kg.”

      “Ooh, I kept it under a hundred. Lemme take a piss though. I think we can knock half a kilo off that.”

      “Heart and liver show normal function. Liver slightly overworked. Hormone levels worryingly high.”

      “How worryingly…?”

      Harmony continued as if he hadn’t said anything. “Visual acuity excellent despite advanced age.”

      “Yeah, go back to that hormone thing…”

      “Mild hearing loss.”

      “You’re overlooking the red flag you just threw.”

      “No detectable signs of brain activity.”

      “Hey! That’s slander! I—wait a minute.”

      Harmony shot him a smirk. “You’re fine. Better than you have any right to be after your ordeal. Those imperial doctors took care of whatever the eyndar did to you well enough that I can hardly detect it. As far as the hormones, I suspect your poor wife has been dealing with that as long as you’ve known her. I am, however, going to recommend a bloodstream and digestive flush.”

      “Sounds… unpleasant. Is there any way we could not do that?”

      “It’s all H-tech drones. A quick injection, which you’ll hardly feel, followed a few hours from now by some discoloration of your stool. You’ll feel years younger.”

      “Really?”

      Harmony sighed from her toes. Sometimes that damned Hippocratic Oath was an absolute albatross around her neck. “Yes. Really. A year from now, that kind of treatment will probably run you a hundred thousand terras. You’re welcome.”

      When faced with no outright objections, Harmony administered the pneumatic injection with a hand tool Trebla had put together that fit both doctor and patient anatomy better than the haathee version she’d found upon taking over as chief medical officer.

      “Can you answer a question for me about these drones?” Carl asked, rubbing the shoulder where she’d injected those very drones just a few heartbeats earlier.

      “Before would have been a better time to ask. But, of course.”

      “Can they be transmitted sexually?”

      “No.”

      “What if I tried really hard? I don’t plan on dragging Amy out here, and I doubt you make house calls, so if you just maybe, top me up a little, I can⁠—”

      “Out,” Harmony ordered. She hit a comm panel on the wall. “Captain, your father is fine. I’m discharging him, effective immediately. He’s not my problem anymore.”

      “Copy that. Hope he wasn’t too big a pain in the ass.”

      “The usual.”

      “Sorry about that.”

      Harmony ended the comm.

      Carl slid off the examination table and straightened his shirt. “Okie, dokie, Doc. Don’t need to tell me where I’m not wanted.”

      Harmony scowled. “No one has time for a list that size.”

      As soon as Carl was gone from Med Bay, however, a weight lifted from Harmony’s shoulders.

      It was more than being free of one annoying patient. He’d been a mission. Actually, he’d been responsible for several of the Arete’s recent diversions from helping the galaxy at large. With his nonsense dealt with, the rest of them could get back to making life easier, safer, and healthier for the Milky Way’s residents.

      Earth was on a path back to sane government. Mars couldn’t hold onto their dictatorial ways without Earth as a villain. The galaxy was shaping up.

      Heading back to her office, Harmony opened a private text comm on her goggles.

      Got a minute? Come see me.

      Britney appeared within seconds. “What’s up, Doc?”

      Harmony got up from her desk and went to the wall. She triggered the concealed drawer. “I just wanted you here for this.”

      The incubation chamber was in standby mode. She’d started and stopped the process so many times by now, she couldn’t imagine how actual pregnant women went through an entire natural gestation without losing their minds. But now it felt right. She had time. She had the mental focus to devote to a newborn.

      She had a while left to wait, even on accelerated incubation.

      Harmony triggered the sequence.

      “Going through with it?” Britney asked from right behind her.

      “I was always going to.”

      “How long?”

      “I’ve left the machine some leeway in making that determination. I… I wanted at least a little sense of surprise and wonder.”

      “Hours, days, weeks…?”

      “A week or two. Approximately. I’ll get an alert with an hour or two remaining.”

      Two huge, soft, solid arms enveloped Harmony, wrapping her like a safety harness. Britney’s whole body was a warm, reassuring wall behind her. “Thank you.”

      Harmony smiled. “I didn’t do anything. I just wanted someone with me to share this moment.”

      “Thank you for choosing me as that someone.”

      Harmony’s heartbeat quickened. They’d discussed life after the Arete. Britney wanted to be a part of the H-tech revolution, and Harmony trusted her to remain at her side. After all, Britney had been willing to risk her life on this crazy ride when it was only about helping people. No megacorp profits. No lavish rewards. Just the simple joys of curing and healing those in need.

      Britney was liable to know the baby for a long time. To be part of her life. It had seemed only natural to invite her.

      “Have you picked a name yet?”

      “Not yet.”

      “Can I put in a vote for ‘Britney Jr.’?”

      Harmony laughed. “That would just get confusing.”

      Britney turned her around. Their eyes met through panes of multi-layer data display. Britney pushed up Harmony’s goggles. Her own eyes were so bright with hope.
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        * * *

      

      From one side of the hookah, a ring of smoke floated, expertly formed, away from the mouth of an experienced imbiber. On the other, a living fire hose sprayed the room with a swirling, abstract artwork of fog.

      Grosstet had set up a spare holo-projector in the hookah lounge, and he and Figgy had been watching human newsfeeds for hours.

      “THEY HAVE DONE THIS BEFORE, YES?”

      “It’s a variant on a government they used on and off for centuries before unifying under a single planetary government.”

      The haathee commodore sucked another breath of the smoke, gurgling the filtration water in the central receptacle. “SO THEY KNOW IT DOES NOT WORK?”

      Figgy snickered languidly. “You’d be amazed what humans can not know. They know it’s a bad idea to fuck coworkers. You think they don’t do that?”

      Grosstet had been around the Arete long enough to know otherwise for certain.

      “They try to get rich gambling. Does that work?”

      Grosstet could draw on personal experience with poker to know better.

      “They know you don’t get anywhere in life smoking this stuff.” Figgy waggled the mouthpiece of his end of the hookah for emphasis.

      “WE ARE NOT HUMAN. NONE OF THEM ARE HERE.”

      “I’m here more often than most.” Grosstet knew this to be a massive understatement. “Trust me, plenty of humans enjoy a good smoke, too. And as a species, they don’t learn jack shit.”

      “THEY HAVE MANY SCIENTISTS.”

      “Science, schmience.” This was a less compelling counterargument than the haathee was willing to accept, but he chose not to object outright. “They come up with new facts all the time. But the core, the real meat and bananas of living? You can read ancient human poems, shit that got passed by word of mouth for centuries before someone thought to jab a stick into some clay and make a written language, and it’s the same shit, different century.

      “Guy can’t keep it in his pants, gets murdered by an angry husband. King fights a war over a stretch of land his neighbor’s got, dies in battle. Treat your kid like shit to toughen him up for the ‘real world,’ then find out the ‘real world’ doesn’t include taking in elderly parents when they get sick. Raise the price on Tabaxinol by 20T a dose, some upstart company decides to develop an alternative and you lose 94 percent of your market share inside a year.”

      The latter was topical, since the tribulations of Aerith Medical Group had been playing out across the text scrawl below more pressing galactic news.

      “WHY NOT STUDY HISTORY IF THE OUTCOMES ARE SO OBVIOUS?”

      “Those who don’t study history just repeat it. Which usually sucks. Those that do study history end up tearing their fur out by the handful watching imbeciles fuck up the galaxy they all share. It’s a no-win. I can respect the decision for ignorance as an alternative to hashish for dealing with the inevitable.”

      “I CAN CHANGE THE GALAXY. SHOULD I NOT SMOKE THIS?”

      Figgy took a long drag. “Sir, you are a grown-ass elephant four times my age. I can enlighten you on the local culture and my personal beliefs, but in no galaxy have I got any business telling you what you should or shouldn’t do.”

      Grosstet paused. The laaku made sense, which was never a good sign. He was a delightful jester filled with nonsensical pseudo-wisdom and amusing anecdotes. A worthy companion for relaxation, but no kind of adviser.

      Was Grosstet’s brain suffering from the smoke? He took stock. No. His thoughts were very thinkful, and his brain was braining brainishly.

      He stopped himself.

      “BRAINISHLY. A HUMAN WORD OR NOT?”

      “Not.”

      The haathee shook his head. Maybe brainishly wasn’t a word, but his brain was knocking on the inside of his skull, and Grosstet finally got the message. “PERHAPS I HAVE BEEN TOO LONG WITHOUT THE COMPANY OF MY OWN KIND.”
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        * * *

      

      Two days after Carl’s return to the Arete, and it was like he’d never left. As Jessie read the daily departmental reports, each section of the ship seemed to have one or two complaints about him.

      Misappropriation of materials.

      Bothering subordinates.

      Inflicting live music on the Soundcheck Saloon’s patrons.

      Encouraging insubordination in others.

      Gambling operations.

      Unauthorized removal of alcoholic beverages from common stores.

      Obstructing Logistics’ efforts to reassign furnishings.

      Inappropriate behavior in Med Bay.

      Charlotte had run a tight ship as Jessie. The real Jessie had to wonder whether she’d have been able to pull off that same level of efficiency and orderliness with Carl Ramsey aboard.

      But among all the petty annoyances, there were bright spots, too.

      Chief among these was a comm from her Aunt Jamie.

      Jessie had Daphne patch it through the bridge holo-comm system. Aunt Jamie’s face appeared, triple life-sized. “Want me to grab my father?”

      Jamie Ramsey shook her head emphatically. “Nope. I’m meeting that little bastard face-to-face, not over a comm. I’ve avoided it this long, I’m seeing Brad in person.”

      “He really doesn’t go by Brad anymore,” Jessie warned.

      “He’ll get over it. Look, I was just contacting you to let you know we’ll be a few hours late to the rendezvous.”

      “Cold feet?”

      “Cold starship. Picked up an odd distress call and an odder passenger. Now I need to ditch some amnesiac Convocation liaison pilot and scrub his computer logs before I head for the agreed coordinates.”

      “Liaison?” Jessie echoed. “Who’d be out there getting chauffeured around by…?” Recent newsfeeds echoed in her ears. Aunt Tiffany had been given full control over the democratic transition process. Ministers and Grand Councilors had held press conferences. “You’ve got Mort aboard, don’t you.”

      “Says he’s Mordecai The Brown. Matches the wizard who let himself show up on the feeds in Geneva Prime. But I met Mordecai The Brown, a million years back, and he should be a shriveled prune of an old fuck by now.”

      “I believe him. It’s a long story, and he’ll probably tell it himself if you offer a few beers. But on the off chance that it’s an elaborate ruse, the guy just murdered hundreds of senators and Boston Prime’s most loyal imperialist wizards, not to mention Khosrau the First-and-Hopefully-Only. If he wants to say he’s Mordecai The Brown, Merlin himself, or a potted cactus named Larry, I’m just going to fucking roll with it.”

      “Copy that. Story or no story, guy’s got unlimited beer privileges while he’s here. Whoever he is, he saved Brad’s ass. Oh, and you too, I gather.”

      “I was also there,” Jessie added. She wasn’t sure how she felt about her involvement. She’d been more than a traveling companion, less than an equal partner. If she hadn’t been there using her body as a sledgehammer to shatter the limbs, heads, and torsos of Mort’s adversaries, maybe he could have pulled off the coup anyway. Maybe if Aunt Tiffany or Wizard Lemonface von Pointybeard had stuck around, maybe she’d have been the ace up Mort’s sleeve to win anyway. Or maybe him having an old-fashioned fist-based murder machine along was the warning one or both needed to opt against valor.

      Then again, once Mort took credit publicly for the carnage, Jessie’s role had been swept under the nearest rug instantly. It was nice to hear someone at least acknowledge she’d played a role.

      “Well, I’m not forgetting. I’ve got what, like twenty-four birthdays to make up for? I’ll add it to the list.”

      “Twenty-nine, I think,” Jessie replied with a smirk. “Not sure about the etiquette of time-traveler birthdays. My expert on the subject is still MIA.”

      “Don’t worry. My people on Mars still haven’t heard anything, and I think General Bob and his cronies would make noise about it if they captured or killed a wizard with Eric’s profile.”

      Great. As if Jessie didn’t already dread the newsfeeds enough these days. Now she had to brace herself for news of Eric’s death being boasted about on MNN. Just thinking about it boiled her blood.

      “Tell you what. If that’s what happens, I’m parking the Arete in high Martian orbit and turning the planet into a donut with New Vancouver as the hole.”

      “Do you… like actually…?”

      “As far as I know? Maybe. Grosstet’s never said what our theoretical maximum firepower is in any terms I can wrap my head around.”

      “Well, just keep in mind that a few billion Martians will have had nothing to do with it and probably don’t deserve antimatter annihilation.”

      “You’re sucking the fun out of my vengeance fantasy.”

      “Trust me. You don’t want dreams like that healthy and thriving in your psyche. Maybe talk it over with that counselor of yours.”

      “She’s stuck looking and sounding just like me. Probably do my brain more harm than good. Once you get Mort back here to change her back… well… she’ll probably be on my side about avenging Eric.”

      Aunt Jamie had a knowing smirk that looked just like Dad’s. “Tell ya what… You people are a mess over there.”

      “Sorry.”

      “Nah. Means you’re doing things right. If being a Samaritan vigilante ever turns into punch-clock office work, that’s when you know you’ve lost your orbit. My helmswoman just updated our course. Transmitting our ETA presently. Ramsey out.”

      “Ramsey out,” Jessie echoed just in time for the comm to cut short.

      Mindy leaned over from the Tactical station. “So’s ya know, you try threading Mars like a necklace bead, I don’t care what sort of magic laaku kung fu you done learnt, I’m puttin’ you on yer arse.”

      Without looking back, Jessie kept her voice low. “You’d better.”
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        * * *

      

      Jamie fretted at her seat, struggling to twirl spaghetti around her fork without it slipping off repeatedly. The menu selection had been picked by their guest, and he seemed unconcerned about the discomfiture he caused the other diners at the captain’s private mess.

      Not that her quarters were anything fancy. They had to tip the bed up to make room for the table, after all.

      The five of them crowded around the rectangular table. Jamie and Sofia took the heads at either end, still close enough that they could reach across and hold hands. Dr. Zazel and Kinniss shared one long side. Opposite them, the young man with the old soul had one whole side to himself, and he was having no trouble at all spooling up his pasta.

      Mordecai The Brown—or whoever he really was—wagged one tight-wound bundle of noodles as he held court. “You know, it’s the oregano. Most places these days take too light a hand with it. Might as well be dousing your spaghetti in ketchup for all the complexity it’s got. Basil most sauciers know how to use. But whoever you’ve got cooking clearly knows Earth classical cuisine.”

      Kinniss snickered. “She’s plouph.”

      The guest list for the private soiree had been selected with English skills in mind. But that was naive on Jamie’s part on two fronts. First off, the guy spoke better eyndar than most of her crew. Second, after a few brief conversations, she’d determined that she wasn’t qualified to argue with him in their shared native tongue. Instead, Mordecai jumped between languages with fluid ease.

      He answered Kinniss’s comment in Jiara. “Well, pass along my compliments. Far be it from me to claim my own species does its cuisine best.” How the hell the guy had picked up on the fact that Kinniss had grown up in a largely azrin refugee camp and spoke their language best eluded Jamie. Maybe he had a hitch somewhere in his accent or grammar. The guy certainly didn’t go around background checking himself to people; he was her fucking security chief, after all.

      “You miss human food?” Sofia inquired. “I know I do sometimes. We don’t go a la carte often, and the majority pick isn’t often Earth food.”

      “Miss it? I’ve hardly gotten away from it. I’ve talked our tesud cook around on the idea of clam chowder, and the campus dining hall at Oxford deserves a Silde engine in my book, even if they’re a little too menu-heavy toward the sub-continent for my preference. But the Arete isn’t big on proper Earth food. They’ve got one of those contraptions that can make food that looks like anything, and I seem to be in the minority that finds it all comes out tasting like the wrapper real food should have come in. Hard to convince someone to toil at a stovetop when instant science sludge will splorge itself onto a plate on command.”

      Jamie hadn’t often had the chance to sample laaku enzymatically reconstituted proteins, and Mordecai was doing an excellent job dissuading her from seeking out the experience. “Most of us have gotten pretty used to eyndar recipes. Ingredients are easier to come by in our usual hunting grounds.”

      Mordecai chuckled. “That how you’ve kept so young?”

      She dropped her fork with a clatter onto her plate and switched to English. “Now I know you’re taking the piss. I’m more spare parts than original, and if I ran on fuel rods, I’d be scraping the inside of the injection chamber for residue at this point. I don’t know what fountain of youth you stumbled into, but⁠—”

      “Body-snatching,” Mordecai replied casually. “Last couple were hijackings. This one I traded for a few thousand planets and a groveling senate. You’re wondering if I’m the real McCoy. But I remember meeting you a few lifetimes back. My first. Your only. I convinced you not to turn over Chuck and Becky to Galactic Child Services in exchange for looking after them.”

      There had only been the two of them there. It was possible that Brad had heard about and told whoever this was. It was more likely that this murderous wizard was the genuine article. “Gotta check. When was the last time you, me, and Brad were in the same place?”

      “Some shitstain planetside Earth Navy training base. Sofia was there too. Didn’t get the impression you two were an item yet. It was the only time Michelle remembered you from. By the by, I know you barely knew her, and Rhi was too young to even know you enough to miss you, but you should reach out.”

      This was too much. Jamie’s spaghetti started getting blurry, and her cybernetic implants weren’t correcting for the distortion. “Right. Yeah. How the girls doing these days?”

      “Michelle works at a top catering service in New Shanghai. Rhiannon inherited your grandparents’ place in New Cali.”

      “What’s she do?” For all the research she’d done keeping up with Brad’s career and personal life, and the extensive research into Jessie, Jamie had largely overlooked her little sisters.

      Mordecai chewed a bite of his pasta and shrugged. “She used to perform a lounge act. Had one original song that got popular a while back. Royalties keep groceries on her table, near as I can tell, without her having to work. Other than that, she smokes cheap local weed and dates a different fellow every few months.”

      It was like walking into a library of old paper books. A bunch of leather spines with titles, but crack one open, and there were whole worlds inside. There was one book, in particular, she couldn’t wait to read.

      “And… um… Brad? What’s he like these days? In person, I mean. I’ve… I mean… I get a lot of intel… maybe kept an eye out… but what’s he really like?”

      Mordecai set down his silverware and pushed away his empty plate. Tipping his chair back, he took a long breath. “Where to even get started about that boy…?”
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        * * *

      

      The bunker hadn’t changed, really. But every day that passed, it felt smaller. Eric had settled into the routine that best matched how Stooie Quatermain responded to similar conditions set up for him in the Village of Eternity.

      He woke up to a cheap plastic alarm clock bleating from the nightstand beside his bunk.

      He took a shower.

      He pretended to shave but used magic to remove this face’s stubble lest he slit his own throat using traditional shaving rituals.

      Breakfast was two eggs (runny) and two slices of bacon (soggy), plus a half grapefruit that he took a few nibbles from.

      The rest of the day was impromptu briefings, called together with the faintest of pretense and the flimsiest of news about the investigation into the convention center attack.

      Eric’s co-conspirators had been killed. They’d been enchanted such that their corpses and spirits wouldn’t give up evidence. What everyone topside was looking for, and failing to find, was him.

      Their failure to find the lynchpin of the operation had started this whole sequestration. No one had given “Let’s Hide All the Important People in an Isolated Bunker” a name, but in his head, Eric had begun calling it Operation Hidden Candy.

      When you think someone’s after a stash of Starberry Chews or a bag of Yoodle-Oohs you saved for later after the last planetside adventure, you don’t deny it. You don’t even acknowledge the sugary treat’s existence. A mere glance in the direction of a hiding spot could be enough to not only give away the fact that you have it, but risk someone coming in and snarfing down all your precious snacks before you get a chance to enjoy them.

      Well, all the admirals were a military flavor pack of Starberry Chews, and Eric was the even more valuable Yoodle-Oohs, except everyone thought he was just a novelty-flavored Starberry Chew. And while, in the outside world, someone was after Starberry Chews, the admirals were still operating under the assumption that any theoretical mastermind candy was still outside the bag.

      Anyone could spot a Yoodle-Ooh among the Starberry Chews. Longer. Rectangular. Clear plastic instead of color-coded waxy paper. But Eric wore a wrapper like all the chews and kept his mouth shut in any briefing where he could get away with it.

      As he departed the 1330 Briefing About One Wizard Who Had Visited New Vancouver Two Weeks Ago—which had been about as interesting and insightful as the agenda suggested—he heard footsteps trailing him in the bunker’s hallways. Slightly faster. Ever closer.

      “Stooie, hold up,” Admiral Hershey called out.

      With an increasing feel for the role he was playing, Eric didn’t consult the original before stopping and turning to let the more senior admiral catch up.

      “We need to talk.”

      “Sure, Kenny,” Eric replied casually. Stooie Quatermain rarely treated either the job or his peers with reverence. He’d grown up around fleet officers. To him, admiral was just a job like any other, no more special than a data plumber or a shoe polish repairman.

      The briefing had dispersed into various disparate cliques, as usual. No one else had come this way except Eric and Admiral Hershey. Nonetheless, the other admiral felt the need to drag Eric into a pantry that reeked of potatoes and coffee beans.

      “You need to cut that shit out,” Hershey scolded.

      “What shit?” Eric asked without needing to feign ignorance.

      “Every day—every hour—we’re stuck down here, Mars projects weakness to the galaxy. When Randall says we’ll stay down here as long as it takes, he can’t be hearing support.”

      Huh? Oh. Eric hadn’t even counted his muttered affirmations and little nods as participation, let alone support that might be propping up the supreme general. Stooie just blank-checked authority. There were few enough people these days that outranked him that he even deferred to competent subordinates out of habit. After all, when was the last time Captain Annabeth or Commander Bianca had been wrong about anything important?

      “Sorry.”

      “Sorry? The fuck is wrong with you, Quatermain?” Anyone actually referring to Eric’s identity by last name outside official capacity was tantamount to a parent full-naming one of their kids. Eric was in trouble here. “You think this is some kind of game we’re playing? Randall’s been behind a desk too long. So someone tried to kill us all. So what? Earth’s been out for blood for years, now. Now, they’re showing signs of weakness, and we’re scared because we heard the plasma sizzle past our ear? They missed! We need to come out strong. I’ve got Monroe and Stephenson with me, and the marines have been itching to get out since the start.”

      Eric had been able to tell that much himself. While General Bob got his generalship as a member of Earth Marine Corps back when it was all one big unhappy, violent family, his fellow marine generals in the bunker had advocated for a quick exit from the start. Only their religious devotion to the chain of command had kept them in check this long.

      Apparently, even marines had a limit to following orders.

      “You need me to… what exactly?”

      Suddenly, Eric’s Martian vice admiral’s uniform was bunched up by the collar in one of Admiral Hershey’s fists. Nose to nose, he⁠—

      Well, Eric didn’t get to hear what the admiral might have been about to say. The unexpectedly physical turn of the altercation had taken him off guard, and nose to nose also meant eye to eye. Hershey had probably meant to intimidate the notoriously wishy-washy Stooie Quatermain. Instead, he’d spooked a wizard with a brain full of other people.

      Now, the Village of Eternity census incremented by one.

      “What the FUCK is going on?!” Hershey demanded.

      Eric stood before the admiral in his own form, robed and floating just off the ground, a habit he’d picked up for impressing the newbies who might need a bit of awe to convince them they weren’t in the real world any longer.

      The admiral still wore his uniform, right down to the medals. But the pair were no longer in a pantry.

      Towering trees loomed on all sides. A lightly trampled footpath wound into the darkness in two directions.

      Uriela appeared from neither of those directions before Eric could decide how to respond to the admiral’s question. “Eric… I seem to recall that during your last visit, you promised we weren’t getting any unexpected guests.”

      “Who are you?” Hershey demanded.

      Eric flapped a hand to shut the admiral up a minute, not that he used any magic or compulsion to enforce the unspoken edict. “He was an accident. There was an argument. Mostly one-sided. I waffled a little too hard and he tried grabbing me and one thing led to another and⁠—”

      Uriela leaned to look past Eric. “I don’t sense a tether.”

      The god of the Village of Eternity forced a sheepish grin. “I… uh… pulled him all the way in before I realized.”

      “So, what you’re saying is: there’s a body?”

      Eric sighed and flopped onto a beanbag chair that appeared in time to catch him. “Yeah…”

      “A what?” Hershey exclaimed. “Someone tell me what’s going on here this instant!”

      “I know time is slow out there, but you need to deal with this immediately,” Uriela warned. She’d been kept apprised of the situation below the Martian surface and hated the whole plan, top to bottom, not the least of which because Eric was risking the immortal lifeboat keeping the millennia-old residents of the Village afloat. Including herself.

      “Yeah. I know. Any ideas?”

      “Get back out there. Feign ignorance. As for this one…” Uriela scowled at the admiral. “Mind if I throw him in with your tutor?”

      “Yeah, he and Stooie deserve one another,” Eric agreed. “Don’t think I’ll be referencing the cheat sheet from here on out, anyway.”

      Eric opened his eyes before Admiral Hershey’s objection escaped his phantasm’s mouth.

      Now, the body of that same Mars Navy admiral crumpled limp and fell at Eric’s feet. He tugged the wrinkles out of Vice Admiral Quatermain’s uniform.

      Stepping over the body, Eric exited the pantry, took a deep breath, and broke into a run.

      “HELP! SOMEONE MURDERED ADMIRAL HERSHEY! I THINK WE’VE GOT A WIZARD HERE IN THE BUNKER WITH US!”
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        * * *

      

      That evening, Jessie stood there, freshly showered, freshly shaved, freshly uniformed at the head of the delegation in the Arete’s hangar. She didn’t know whom she was trying to impress. Aunt Jamie was as rough-and-tumble a spacer as Jessie Ramsey had ever met. Many who took to the stars to make their living had the veneer of planetary life chipped away over time; Aunt Jamie’s veneer had been eroded away by decades of cosmic dust.






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/break-block-screen.png





