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      The waves of the Yalo crash on the white sand beaches of Laika, as they have since anyone could remember. The wind is calm. Veron sits alone on a bench, watching the sunset—the deep reds, oranges, and even hints of green at the lowest point of the event reflecting off the distant Emerald Wall, maybe. Veron was never quite sure what caused it, but he always admired the effect.

      “Boy, what are you doing down here by yourself?” a man asked, breaking the quiet and his thoughts. Veron’s sense of security was broken along with it.

      “Nothing,” he stammers and stands up as fast as he can, brushing the sand off the bottom of his black robe. Turning to look, he sees an old elf dressed in shorts, a red shirt, and sandals—standard beach-going attire.

      “Sorry, Uo, I didn’t—” The elf cut him off.

      “Meant, didn’t mean—it doesn’t matter. The wet sand is going to cake up on your mage uniform. You should at least change before you come out here. Sand gets everywhere and is hell on washing machines,” Uo said, and Veron rolled his eyes.

      “I’ll magic it away. It’s not a big deal,” he replied.

      Uo shook his head. “Magic, sure, but you mess up, and you might summon a sand beast—or worse—on accident. They hardly teach magic anymore,” Uo said.

      Veron winced at that a little bit. “I suppose you have a point. Looks like most of the sand was dry anyway. It’ll fall off on my way home,” he replied—not that he could do more than basic light and cleaning spells. He wasn’t worried about summoning some kind of sand elemental on accident.

      “Why are you out here?” Uo asked, and Veron looked away, turning his yellow eyes back to the sea.

      “It’s those brats at school, isn’t it?” Uo asked again.

      “They won’t leave me alone,” Veron replied. “Here’s the only place they don’t look for me. They should be home by now, so it’s safe,” he finished.

      “Boy, you need to stand up to them, or they’ll walk over you forever.” Uo didn’t know what else to say.

      Veron shrugged. “I don’t know,” he mumbled.

      “What? Speak up,” Uo replied.

      “I said I need to be getting home now,” Veron said.

      Uo was an old elf. In the sunset, he looked like he should have been something more, standing up on the ledge like that.

      “Don’t be out here after dark. Get home,” Uo said, and Veron started to make his way off the beach, back to the ledge. When he got up there, Uo was already gone.

      “Weirdo Songkeeper,” Veron said under his breath.

      Now, there was nothing to do but make his way back home. As he started to walk down the dirt path, he was beginning to regret staying out here this long.

      The shadows made the tree branches look like hands reaching out for him. He shook his head and kept his eyes on the path in front of him so his imagination wouldn’t go crazy. At least it was quiet enough to hear if anyone might be sneaking up on him from behind.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      Veron made it down the path, out of the trees. There it was, in all its walled-off, small-town glory—Oakwood. Home sweet home.

      Veron didn’t even know what an oak was. The name didn’t make any sense. If it was a tree, why couldn’t it be called Ica, after the trees on the island? Small annoyances distracted him from life’s problems.

      Veron made it down the path and to the outer wall.

      “Who’s there?” a gruff voice asked.

      “Just me,” he waved.

      “You have five minutes before curfew. What the hell are you doing out here? The sun’s nearly down,” the man asked.

      Veron looked up at the troll guard. “Sorry, Ronald. I lost track of time,” Veron replied. “Can you open the gate a little?”

      “Yeah, hurry up,” Ronald replied and pressed a button next to him. The old black gate rumbled and slid to the right as the clanking gears groaned against the weight.

      “That’s good,” Veron yelled back as he rushed through.

      “Thanks,” Veron said as the gate closed behind him.

      “Don’t mention it. Just get home, kid,” Ronald yelled back, but he never took his eyes off the outside.

      Veron waved awkwardly at someone facing the other direction, then kept walking.

      Oakwood was quiet after dark. It had been this way his whole life. Veron turned right to walk down Shire Street. The shops in the middle of town gave way to small houses that all looked the same.

      It wasn’t long before he saw his place—a tiny blue house. It wasn’t much, but it was home. He took a deep breath and made his way down the walk, opened the door, and went inside. The smell of meat hit him like a wave, and he smiled.

      “I’m home,” he yelled out as he closed the door, locking it.

      “You’re in time for dinner. Where’ve you been?” a woman asked as he walked inside.

      “At the beach. Lost track of time,” he replied, taking his robe off and putting it on the hook by the door, then moving to the kitchen.

      “What’s the occasion? You don’t make steaks for no reason,” he asked, and his mother turned around.

      “Well, your dad got his promotion on the night guard today,” she said, faking the smile. He could tell.

      “Captain, finally? That’s cool,” Veron replied he wished Dad could have been here for this but there would be other times to celebrate together.

      “Well, wash your hands, and we can get started,” she replied.

      “Sounds good to me,” he replied and walked to the sink, washing his hands. He snapped his eyes behind him to make sure he wasn’t leaving a trail of sand behind, but he was in the clear. Small favors from the universe, to be sure.

      Veron took his place at the table, and his mother took her place beside him. They started to get their food on their plates.

      “Dan again?” she asked, and Veron didn’t answer. It was all she needed to know. “I’ll talk to Remi tomorrow,” she said.

      “No, that’ll make things worse if they find out I ran to the boss or whatever. You know how it is,” he replied.

      She let out a frustrated sigh. “Okay, but promise you’ll tell someone and make it stop, okay?” she asked.

      “You got it, Mom,” Veron replied. His answer didn’t convince either of them, but it was enough to change the subject.

      “Saw Uo today,” Veron said before he took a bite. The steak was perfect.

      “Oh, how is the old songkeeper?” she asked.

      “Oh, just as strange as he’s always been, but lucky for me, he showed up when he did. Doubt I would have made it home before night. Lost track of time,” Veron replied.

      “Yeah, you would have been Golov food for sure,” she replied, half kidding with a smile.

      Veron took another bite. “Nah, I’m too fast for it, you had nothing to worry about. I have plenty of practice running away from scary people and things,” he replied, and his mom nodded, not knowing how to reply to that.

      “Well, at least you’re safe at home,” she said.

      “Yeah. Hey, does the promotion mean we get a bigger house?” Veron asked.

      “This house has been in this family for generations. Someday it’ll be yours, so I doubt it. On the other hand, I think we’ll get to eat more steak and have the best internet connection. That Snowcraft game you like so much won’t be so—what’s the word—laggy?” she asked.

      Veron had an honest smile now. “Yeah, lag’s the worst. That’d be good—not to have to deal with that anymore,” he said and started imagining playing with the mainland people on equal footing. He was better than most of them, he was sure of it. Now he was going to get the chance to prove it.

      The meal went faster than either of them expected. The steaks were good but on the small side.

      “Want me to clean up?” Veron asked.

      “Clean what? This will take five minutes. Go do your homework or something,” she said.

      “Don’t have any. Field trip tomorrow. We’re seeing the Temple of Delrax,” he said.

      “You’re that old already? Time sure flies,” she replied, staring at her plate.

      “It’s not a real Delrax temple. They call it that. No one knows what it is for sure,” she said.

      “Yeah. All the Delrax temples are—or were—wrecked. Everyone knows that. But it’s fun to pretend. Hardly anyone knows it’s here anyway. Could literally be anything,” he said.

      “Yep, sure could. You’re gonna have a great time,” she replied.

      Veron got the weird feeling she wanted to say something else by the look in her eyes but decided not to press it.

      “Alright, well. I’m gonna try to make Snowcraft work and tell them the good news,” he said as he stood from the table, then pushed his chair in—an old habit.

      Taking one last look around the kitchen, he turned to make his way back to his room. Nothing here had changed. He moved to his computer and turned it on. Everything worked as it always did. Thankfully, the weather was clear. The signal was as good as it was going to get—mid at best. He couldn’t help but be excited to get high-speed internet.

      The laggy days were coming to an end. Hours passed. He played with his friends, and the lag was barely noticeable—a couple of boss raids.

      Veron shook his head as his eyes started to blur. He knew it was time to quit.

      “Hey, guys, I’m checking out for the night. Until the next,” he said into the mic.

      Before anyone could reply, his internet cut out, and the You have been logged out. Please check connection screen stared right back at him.

      “Good timing, I guess,” he said as he took the mic off and put it on the desk.

      Turning the computer off, he got up and stretched.

      A few minutes later, he was ready for bed and slipped under the covers.

      Veron listened for the distant sound of gunfire. There it was. He smiled, turned over, and went to sleep.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

        

      

    

    
      Veron opened his eyes. Another dreamless night—at least, he couldn’t remember if he had any or not. He turned over and looked at the clock. Ten minutes before the alarm. It was so warm under the covers, and the cold morning air bit into his face the more he woke up. That was always the worst part of this process.

      Getting used to the cold air, every single time. He supposed some things would never change. He took a deep breath of determination and tore the covers off. Like an old bandage, the best way to remove it was just to rip it off.

      The sting of the air only lasted a few seconds as he got up. The hardwood floor was as cold—an everyday reminder to get a rug, something he’d always forget by the end of the day. The sun had barely risen. It was still dark out. He loved this time of year—short days, long nights. It never got that cold on Laika, but it was enough to notice.

      Veron stumbled out of his room, making sure not to slam his toes into anything in the dark. Today was field trip day, and he didn’t want it to start out badly—he was sure it would go that way at some point. Making his way to the bathroom was simple enough.

      After finishing in the bathroom, he made his way back to his room, his hands still damp from having just washed them. Somehow, the towel never quite did the job.

      Then the silence was broken as the front door opened. Veron smiled and went to meet him. Veron’s dad was a tall man, dressed in the same old guard uniform—dirty and red. His brown eyes lit up as he saw Veron come around the corner.

      “I didn’t wake you up, did I?” he asked as he set his gun on the empty rack on the wall.

      “Nah, woke up twenty minutes ago. Got cold or something. Don’t even know why I have an alarm,” Veron said.

      “Good,” his dad replied.

      “Mom told me about the promotion. That’s awesome,” Veron said.

      Alan smiled. “Did she? Man, I wanted it to be a surprise. Oh well. But yeah, you’re looking at the newest captain of the night guard. Captain Alan—it kind of rhymes now that I say it out loud,” he said, shrugging.

      “I guess it does. Well, we left some steak for you if you want it. Mom’s still sleeping. It’s field trip day, so I gotta go get ready,” Veron replied.

      Alan smiled. “Wow, time sure flies,” he said—the same thing Mom had said. It was a trip to the one thing of interest on this rock: a crumbling old temple. Why did they both have the same reply?

      “Well, I think you’ll have a great time,” Alan finished.

      “Well, I’m gonna get this uniform off and have me some steak. Join me for breakfast in a few?” Alan asked.

      “Sure,” Veron replied, then turned to go back to his room to get dressed for school.
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      Veron made his way back to the kitchen. His mom was there now. Coffee was brewing, Alan was at the table in casual black shorts and a green shirt. You’d never know he was an officer of anything like this.

      “Morning, sleepyhead,” she said, and Veron shrugged.

      “You too,” he replied and sat at the table across from his dad.

      “Any Golov action last night?” Veron asked as his mom put some hot food in front of him—eggs, bacon, and some toast.

      “Yeah. It’s been hitting the west gate kind of a lot. The guys scared it off, but the maintenance crew is going to have a lot to do before sundown,” he replied.

      “West gate?” she asked.

      “Yeah, past few nights, it’s been hitting that gate. No idea why,” he replied, taking a bite. “Wow, this is great,” he said, eating the steak.

      It didn’t matter if it was great or not—she made it, so it was good.

      “So, why don’t we kill the thing?” Veron asked.

      “Son, we’ve been over this. It can’t die. We’re not even sure if it’s alive or not,” Alan replied.

      “I know. It’s frustrating,” Veron said and ate his food. It was good. His smile told her all she needed to know.

      “Who knows? Maybe your generation will be the ones to find a way to take care of it,” she said.

      Veron smiled. “Well, we can’t do worse, I suppose,” he said without thinking.

      Alan’s eyes darkened for a second. Veron didn’t notice.

      “Who knows? So, field trip day today?” he asked, returning to normal.

      “Yep. Senior class tradition or something. They didn’t explain much other than where we were going and when. Not sure what the big deal is. There’s not a person on the island that doesn’t know about that pile of rocks,” Veron said.

      “Well, I’m sure you’re gonna have a great time, but you’ve spent way too much time talking. You might be late if you don’t speed up a little,” Alan said.

      Veron glanced at the clock. Dad was right. Time flew by too quick.

      “Alright, I hear you,” he replied.

      Veron finished the meal in a hurry. “Thanks. I’ll see you guys later,” he said, turning to move to the door. He grabbed his cloak, flung it over his shoulder, and walked out.

      “Kill the Golov,” Alan said.

      “He’s about to learn a whole lot more. You were the same way at his age,” she said.

      “I know. Believe me, Bri, I know,” he replied, knowing everything would be different after today.
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      Veron stepped into the brisk morning air and shivered.

      “Guess this stupid uniform is good for something,” he muttered and put it on.

      Oakwood was coming to life for the day—people talking in the distance, sounds of machines turning on, and what few vehicles there were on the island starting up.

      “Rich people,” Veron said, rolling his eyes.

      No one was far from anything on this island. There was no reason for a car, but he supposed as long as no one hit him with one, he didn’t care too much.

      He turned a corner and stopped.

      There she was—Orisa. A girl—no, a woman—who didn’t even know he existed as anything more than the class loser.

      He watched as she got into one of those green cars he was complaining about mentally. He watched it drive off and turn left.

      The fumes of the thing made him cough, bringing him back to reality in a hurry.

      He started walking again, doing his best to think about anything else. Fantasy wasn’t going to do him any favors. His pace quickened.

      “I guess having wheels does have a couple advantages,” he said to himself.

      A few minutes later, he turned a corner, and there it was—the only school on the island.

      M. Myers School.

      An ancient building made from the black stone of the island. Rumor had it that it was used as some kind of fort in the old days. Veron couldn’t imagine anyone wanting this island for anything enough for it to have a fort, but those days were long over. He never did care who M. Myers was supposed to be, either.

      Then again, these were the days of high strangeness. Things seemed to be happening all over the world. Monsters, unicorns, and other horrid things were the talk of every chat room online.

      He was happy, at least, to be isolated from all of that—real or not.

      Shaking his head free of the thoughts, he kept walking, hoping no one was going to see him today.

      That hope was shattered.

      “Well, look who showed up.”

      That voice. He hated it.

      It was Daniel Frash.

      Veron looked up. “Yeah, it’s me. What do you want?” he asked.

      Daniel walked to him. “The same thing everyone on this whole rock wants—you to disappear,” he replied.

      Veron wanted to disappear, too.

      “Are we done, or would you like to say more?” Veron asked.

      There were others around.

      Dan smiled. “I’ll wait until we can go someplace a little quieter,” he replied.

      Veron wanted him to do something stupid in the open. Just once. But Dan wasn’t quite that stupid.

      “I’ll stay away from you. You don’t need to worry,” Veron replied, doing his best not to make eye contact.

      Then the first tone sounded. “Time to go, loser,” Dan said, turning to walk away.

      No one cared about him, but the crowd saved him this time.

      Dan was being too calm, too nice. That was scarier than he usually was.

      Everything in his brain told him that something was up.

      Did Dan know if his class and his own were going to be partnered to go on this trip together? It wouldn’t surprise him if he did.

      Something was wrong with all of this.

      He started to move up those black steps he’d walked up for too many years.

      Veron moved inside and walked to the first classroom, toward the back, and sat at the desk that was his.

      The rest of the class did the same.

      The teacher was waiting for them to settle down. When the second tone sounded, he stood up and clapped his hands together. “Well, today’s the day. We’re partnering up with Miss Ruben’s class and taking the field trip to the temple together,” he said, and Veron’s heart sank. Dan’s class. How did he know?

      “We’re going to learn about the temple and maybe have some surprises along the way,” the man said. Someone in the front raised their hand.

      “Yeah, Sam, and you don’t need to raise your hand anymore,” the teacher said. The rest of the class kind of laughed a bit.

      “Yeah, why are we going there? Everyone knows everything about that pile of rocks. It’s for tourists in the summer,” he replied.

      The teacher smiled. “We’re not tourists. You’ll see. Trust me, it’s going to be fun,” he said, and Veron hated it when anyone in authority said “trust me” about Yacob anything. Something was up, with how his parents were acting and all of this.

      It was bigger than a field trip. He was almost excited as his fantasy-prone brain started to imagine all kinds of different situations—everything from secret treasures to a dragon, maybe even a cool origin story. It was probably another boring history lesson of some kind.

      “We’re getting on the buses to go to the temple,” the teacher said. Veron rolled his eyes. The temple was about an hour’s walk away. It wasn’t up to him, and everyone seemed excited to ride a bus. There was no reason to be too upset.

      An orange crystal began to glow on the teacher’s desk. “Alright, let’s go. The buses are ready for us. Let’s try not to make too much noise so we don’t disturb the other classes who don’t get to go yet,” the teacher said with a slight smile.

      Veron got up with the rest of the class and started to walk, making sure he stayed toward the back of the crowd. He hated having to keep up with anyone.

      “Hey,” the teacher said, and Veron looked up. “You alright, kid?” he asked.

      Veron shrugged. “Sure. Dan said some things. I think he’s planning something. Somehow, he knew our classes would be on the same trip,” he said.

      The teacher’s eyes darkened just a little. Veron swore he saw something change in that expression. Maybe it was the light, because the second he moved, it snapped back to the way it had always been.

      “Oh, well, stay away from him and close to me. Everything will be fine. Today’s gonna be great,” he replied.

      “Thanks, Mr. Relev,” Veron replied and almost felt better about the whole thing.

      “Good, now let’s get out of here,” Relev said, and the two of them walked out into the hall and right back out the way he’d come in minutes ago.

      There were two identical buses there, big, red, and ready to go. “We’re eighteen,” Relev said.

      Veron sighed in relief, realizing at least the trip there and back would be free of Dan and his idiot friends. Veron walked around the front of the bus and stepped inside. It looked as if everyone had wanted a seat at the back.

      “Sit with Kat,” Relev said. Veron didn’t have a choice in the matter, so he did. She slid over.

      “Hi,” she said.

      He couldn’t remember if he’d ever talked to her before today. “Hi,” he replied, not sure what else to say.

      “Excited?” she asked. He wished she’d stop talking already. It was weird.

      “Sure, I guess,” he replied, trying his best to look at her.

      She wasn’t ugly or anything—the opposite, really. Out of his league was a phrase he said about every woman in his head.

      “Do you know something about this trip I don’t?” Veron asked.

      She shrugged. “Maybe, just rumors,” she said.

      “Hey now, don’t ruin the surprise,” Relev said as the bus jerked into motion.

      Kat shrugged. “I’m likely wrong anyway, but okay,” she said. Veron’s eye twitched in frustration.

      “Don’t worry about it, Veron. It’s gonna be good if it is what I think it is,” she said.

      “Wasn’t worried, but thanks,” he replied.

      Not being used to cars or anything on wheels, he was nervous about this, and apparently, it was showing.

      Kat put her hand on his shoulder. “I have a cousin in Gard on the mainland. These contraptions are common and pretty safe. There’s nothing to worry about,” she said.

      Her touch was like an electric shock running through him, and he flinched without thinking about it.

      “Oh,” he said. “It’s that I walk everywhere,” he replied.

      She smiled and removed her hand. “Me too,” she said.

      It was strange. Why hadn’t they ever talked before? This wasn’t so bad.

      Of course, now he couldn’t think of a single thing to say. His mind became a total blank.

      The bus rolled on. At least the trip wasn’t going to be a long one.
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      The bus slowed to a stop.

      Relev stood up. “Alright, this is as far as we go. We walk up the trail from here. Everyone out.”

      Veron intended to be the last one off the bus.

      “What are you waiting for? Let’s go,” Kat said.

      Veron shook his head. He hated being first at anything, but he didn’t like to argue much.

      He walked ahead and ended up being the first one off the bus. He got out of the way and didn’t know what to do next. There was no plan he was aware of besides walking down the trail.

      It didn’t take long for the classes to get off the bus and start mixing together.

      “I don’t like crowds much,” Kat said.

      Veron smiled a little. “Me either,” he replied.

      He saw Dan and a couple of his friends get off the second bus, but they didn’t notice him over here. Small favors.

      “Alright, most of you know this trail, I’m sure, so be careful, and we’ll be fine,” Relev said, standing next to the other teacher.

      “Let’s go,” Ruben added with a tone that was a bit more enthusiastic than she might have intended. The students didn’t quite know how to react.

      “I don’t know about you, but I’m gonna stay back here,” Veron said.

      She shrugged. “Just don’t be last in line. You know about that theory?” she asked.

      “Yeah, Missing 411. People last in line disappear. I know all about it. Creepy stuff. I don’t think Laika has many cases of missing people. I’ve gone all over this rock all by myself. I’m still here,” he replied, not sure if he believed in the idea or not.

      “Well, who knows, but I think we’ll be fine this time,” she said.

      Now that she mentioned it, there wasn’t much comforting about this place after all. There had better be a good reason why they were going to this old ruin.

      “Come on, we’ll be left behind anyway if we don’t hurry,” she said and started to walk.

      He followed her. The trail was rough and old. The trees and grass appeared to want to overtake it but stopped dead at the gray edges.

      Veron wondered if anyone else thought that was weird. It didn’t look like anyone cared or even noticed.

      The trip there was quiet, uneventful.

      In about fifteen minutes, the so-called temple loomed before them.

      Dark. It looked to be made out of the same stone the school was made from. The entrance was crumbled, as it had been since anyone could remember.

      “Well, we’re here. Now what?” Dan asked.

      The rest of the crowd laughed a little bit.

      It was true—besides exploring the well traveled grounds, there wasn’t much to do here.

      Veron hated to admit it, but this time Dan had a point. What was next?

      Kat had a strange smile on her face, one of confidence.

      “What do you know?” he asked, doing his best not to attract attention.

      “I’m sure he’ll explain everything,” Kat replied and nodded.

      Veron looked and saw that Uo was approaching the teachers. What was that old guy doing here? Veron wondered.

      The old Elf looked royal now, dressed in a deep purple cloak lined with blue at the edges.

      Veron had never seen anything quite like it before. Judging by the reactions of the others, he was sure that none of them had either.

      The teachers didn’t seem shocked, and in a sudden strange change of attitude, they stepped to the sides and even lowered their heads.

      Veron didn’t like this. Something about it felt wrong. The way his parents acted earlier—now this.

      He hated secrets and wondered what it was he was about to learn.
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      “Hi,” Uo said. There was a mess of replies all at once, a chorus of hellos to meet him. This was awkward for everyone in the group.

      “Most of you know me as the Keeper of Songs. Most of you know this temple as a worthless old ruin. That’s true if we’ve kept our pact,” Uo said. Kat stood next to Veron. He glanced at her, and she was beaming more with each word. Whatever she knew about this place must have been right—or close to right, anyway.

      Uo snapped his old fingers, and a strange shimmering dome of energy covered everyone. “However, it’s time to learn about this island,” Uo said, and everyone started looking at one another.

      Before anyone could ask questions, Uo kept talking. “This island is part of the Western Kingdom, but you’ve noticed a lack of Elroxians. Have you ever asked why?” Uo asked.

      Now that Veron thought about it, his whole life, he’d never even seen one on the island.

      Why didn’t he think that was weird until now? It was like being under this strange dome cleared his mind, allowing questions he had never even thought to ask. It never came up. The others seemed to be feeling the same effects. Some of them might not have ever seen an Elroxian in their whole lives, except on TV or the internet.
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redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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