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        * * *

      

      The garden smell wouldn't leave my skin. The scent of earth and blood and roses, all mixed with the metallic tang of my mother's death still coated the back of my throat.

      I pressed my hand against the stone wall of our bedroom, trying to ground myself. My other hand clutched the torn yellow blanket Iris had made for Beatrice. The fabric still held her scent of milk and powder and brand new baby that made my chest want to cave in on itself.

      "Sit." Sukeera's voice came from behind me, gentle but firm. "Let me tend those scratches."

      I didn't move. Couldn't. If I sat down, if I moved on to the next thing, I'd have to acknowledge that my daughter was gone. That I'd stood right outside this window and watched my sister disappear through a portal with my baby in her arms.

      "Marigold." Sukeera's hand found my shoulder. "You're bleeding."

      I looked down at my arms. She was right. Long scratches ran down my forearms where I'd fought through the roses in the garden. I hadn't felt them. Still didn't, really. The wolf in me was too focused on hunting to register something as insignificant as torn skin.

      "I need to go." My voice came out raw. "Now. I need to track her. I can still—" I inhaled, reaching for my wolf and her enhanced senses. "I can still catch her scent if we leave now."

      "You will." Sukeera guided me toward the bed. "But first you need to heal enough to be effective."

      I let her move me, but only because fighting took more energy than I had. My body remembered it had given birth a week ago. The shifter healing that had gotten me back on my feet faster than any human woman had its limits, and I'd reached them somewhere between killing my mother and watching Calyx steal my child.

      Sukeera pulled a small vial from her robes. The herbs inside gleamed green in the fading light. She uncorked it and the smell of mint and something spicy filled the space between us.

      "This will help." She poured a measure onto her palm and reached for my arm.

      The salve burned cold against the scratches, then numbed them. I watched her work, her own hands still trembling from the attack in the garden. She'd been hurt too. Knocked aside by Victoria while they went for Beatrice.

      "You should be resting," I said. "You took a beating out there, yourself."

      "I will." Sukeera moved to my other arm. "We'll both rest when we have the babe back."

      The certainty in her voice steadied something in my chest. Not hope, exactly. More like determination hardening into purpose.

      "I should have been faster," I said. "Should have shifted sooner. Before Calyx could⁠—"

      "Beatrice is gone because your sister is working with Whelan and his wolves." Sukeera's tone went sharp. "This is not your fault."

      My wolf snarled inside my chest. Fault didn't matter. Blame didn't matter. The only thing that mattered was getting my daughter back.

      "How long?" I asked. "How long before we can leave?"

      Sukeera finished with my arms and moved to examine the bruise forming on my ribs where Victoria had landed a kick. "An hour. Maybe two. The allied forces are gathering at the eastern ridge. King Jharak has called for representatives from all the realms."

      "Two hours." I wanted to laugh. Or scream. "Calyx could be anywhere in two hours."

      "Calyx will be exactly where Whelan wants her to be—wherever they're holding position for this war." Sukeera pressed against the bruise and I hissed. "Nothing broken. You'll ache, but you can move."

      I pushed off the bed, pacing to the window. The garden below looked peaceful in the dying light. No sign of the struggle that had happened there. No indication that my world had ended on that stone path between the roses.

      "I should have known." The words scraped out. "Victoria told me. She told me this was a trap. That they wanted me dead so the power would pass to Beatrice. I should have⁠—"

      "You should have what?" Sukeera stood beside me now. "Let them kill you? Handed over the Vessel Witch power without a fight?"

      "I should have protected her better."

      "Marigold, you killed your mother to protect her." Sukeera's voice went soft. "What more could you have done?"

      I looked at my hands. I still had blood under my nails. Victoria's blood. I'd washed a bunch of times times and it felt like it would never come clean.

      "She's one… no. She’s two weeks old now," I said. "Beatrice is two week old and she's with people who want to use her as a weapon."

      "She's also the child of prophecy." Sukeera turned me to face her. "The Aumahnee foretold her coming. 'The day is done, let three become one.' She carries fae, witch, and wolf blood. If nothing else, rest assured that they need her alive, Marigold. They need her to be healthy and whole."

      "They need her powerless and controllable." My throat closed around the words. "They need her to be what they can shape her into."

      Sukeera didn't argue. She couldn't, because we both knew I was right.

      "Then we make sure that doesn't happen." She squeezed my shoulder. "But we do it smart. We use the fact that they need her to our advantage. We do it with allies and a plan. Not in a blind rage that gets you killed and hands them exactly what they want."

      I wanted to argue. Wanted to shift right now and hunt my sister's trail until I found where she'd taken my baby. But Sukeera was right. Maternal fury wouldn't save Beatrice. It would just make me sloppy. Get me killed. Leave my daughter an orphan at their mercy.

      "One hour," I said. "And then we leave whether the allies are ready or not." I couldn't wait any longer than that.

      Sukeera nodded. "All right. I'll send word to Eamonn. He's coordinating with the kings."

      The mention of Eamonn steadied something in my chest. My love. My mate. The man who'd given me Beatrice in the first place. I knew he was just as desperate as I was. Just as furious.

      "Tell him I'm tracking her." I moved back to the window, opening it to let in the evening air. "Tell him I've got the scent."

      "Do you?"

      I inhaled deep, letting my wolf senses expand. Past the roses. Past the blood. Past the stone and wood and everything human about this place.

      There.

      Faint but unmistakable. Calyx's perfume. The soap she used. And underneath it, threaded through like gold in rock—Beatrice. My daughter's scent, clear as a bell despite the distance.

      "I've got it," I said. I know what we’re looking for.

      "Good." Sukeera headed for the door. "Get yourself ready."

      She left, and I stood at the window alone. The sun was setting, painting the sky in shades of blood and fire. Appropriate, considering what was coming.

      I pressed the yellow blanket to my face one more time, breathing in my daughter's scent. Then I folded it carefully and tucked it inside my shirt, against my heart.

      "I'm coming for you, baby girl," I whispered. "Mama's coming."
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        * * *

      

      The meadow stretched before us, wild grasses catching the last of the evening light. Sukeera had arranged the meeting here—neutral ground, she'd called it. A place where the freed witches might feel safe enough to talk.

      My people. Or what was left of them after Victoria's compulsion talisman shattered.

      I kept my stride steady as we approached the gathering, though my wolf wanted to run ahead. Wanted to push past all these people and get to the hunt. But Sukeera had been right about one thing—I needed allies, needed their numbers and their magic if I was going to get Beatrice back alive.

      "Marigold." A woman stepped forward from the witch cluster. I recognized her vaguely—Margaret something. Part of the Blackwood family that had been at Victoria's house. Her silver hair caught the fading sunlight. "We heard about your daughter. We're sorry."

      I nodded, not trusting my voice.

      "Some of us want to help." She gestured to the group behind her. Maybe four dozen witches, all watching me with expressions that ranged from sympathetic to wary. "The compulsion didn't take our memories. We remember everything—every order we followed, every terrible thing we did because Victoria's magic left us no choice. We remember what it was like, being controlled. Being forced to serve her plans."

      "But some of us have questions first." A younger witch spoke up, sharp features tight with lingering anger. "You had all that power. You're the Vessel Witch. Why didn't you stop your mother years ago?"

      The accusation hit home, maybe because part of me agreed.

      "I didn't know," I said. "Not until recently. Victoria kept it hidden. She kept so much from me." My throat tightened around the familiar grief. "My Aunt Beatrice was the Vessel Witch before me. Victoria drove her away when I was young—told her lies about needing to stay separate from the family to protect us. I barely knew her. I should have had years with her, learning what I was, understanding my heritage. Instead I got a few stolen visits and a letter after she died."

      The younger witch's expression shifted, something in her eyes going quiet. "She manipulated you," she said, and the sharp edge had softened into something closer to understanding. "Just like she manipulated all of us."

      "Yes." I didn't look away from her gaze. "I didn't ask for this power. I didn't want any of this. But I have it now, and right now the only thing I plan to do with it is get my daughter back."

      A murmur ran through the gathered witches. Margaret looked around at the others, some silent exchange passing between them.

      "Then we stand with you," Margaret said. "All of us."

      The younger witch who'd challenged me stepped forward, joining Margaret's side. "Victoria took enough from all of us. We won't let her legacy take your daughter too."

      I looked at their expectant faces, each one in turn. More than forty dozen witches, women who had every reason to hate my family name, choosing to help me anyway. Something loosened in my chest.

      I closed my eyes and let my wolf rise. Just enough to sharpen my senses. Enough to catch the threads of scent on the wind.

      Milk. Powder. Baby skin. And underneath, something new. Something that made my wolf whine low in my throat.

      Pack.

      Beatrice's scent was tangled with wolves. Multiple wolves. Their musk. Their territorial markers. Something cold and primal coiled in my chest—terror, sharp and suffocating. My daughter is surrounded by predators.

      "I can track her," I said, opening my eyes. "The scent is clear. She's alive."

      I turned back to the gathered witches, who had grown quiet, watching us. Margaret stood at their center, waiting.

      "Thank you," I said, and my voice came out stronger than I expected. "All of you. I know what it cost to come here today, to offer help to a Blaine after everything my mother did. I won't forget it."

      Margaret inclined her head. "What would you have us do?"

      "Go home. Rest. Prepare." I held her gaze. "When we've gathered our allies and made a plan, I'll send word. Be ready to move when the time comes."

      "We will be." Margaret's voice carried the weight of a promise. Around her, the other witches nodded, some murmuring agreement.

      Sukeera touched my arm, and we turned to go.

      My wolf rose under my skin as we walked away, eager and angry and ready to hunt. I'd spent a week being a mother. Being gentle and careful with my newborn daughter.

      That week was over.

      Now I was going to show them exactly what happened when you stole a wolf's cub.
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        * * *

      

      I wanted to put my fist through Councilor Mervain's face. Lord Mervain, to be even more precise. Not that a change in title made him any more tolerable.

      The war council chamber was too small for this many opinions, too crowded with people who had no cursed idea what was at stake. My daughter was out there somewhere, stolen by a madman, and these bureaucrats wanted to debate protocol.

      Marigold stood beside me, close enough that her warmth bled through my sleeve. Close enough that I could smell the wild scent of her—pine and earth and wolf. She'd barely slept since the kidnapping, her amber eyes ringed with exhaustion, but she stood straight-backed and fierce. The urge to pull her against me, to find somewhere we could be alone and barricade us both away from this circus, made my hands curl into fists.

      Her fingers found mine, threading between them with a casualness that still made my pulse kick. Even now, even in crisis, the touch of her skin against mine sent heat spiraling through my chest.

      "You're thinking about violence," she murmured, low enough that only I could hear.

      "I'm always thinking about violence." I squeezed her hand, let my thumb brush across her knuckles. "Currently debating whether throwing Mervain through that window would speed things along or just make life more difficult."

      The corner of her mouth twitched. Not quite a smile, but closer than she'd come since Beatrice had been taken. I wanted to chase that expression, wanted to make her laugh the way she had before all this started. Wanted her underneath me, gasping my name, reminding us both that we were alive and together and nothing else mattered.

      Wrong time. Wrong place. But my desire didn’t care about logistics. All it knew was that this woman had lit a flame inside me like nothing I had ever known before, and it burned without ceasing.

      Kings Jharak, Brennan, and Drake sat on the dais in a show of unity in their authority. Three branches of leadership, three different realms represented. It should have given me hope. Instead, I watched Mervain gesture at the map and imagined creative ways to shut him up.

      "Your Majesty, with all due respect, this seems an overreaction to what amounts to a family dispute." Mervain's voice carried across the chamber, drawing murmurs from several Fae Court advisors. "Surely negotiation would serve better than mobilizing forces."

      King Jharak's expression remained neutral. "You believe kidnapping an infant is a family matter?"

      "I believe we don't yet understand the full situation." Mervain stepped forward. "The child's aunt took her. Perhaps there are concerns about the child's welfare, given its... unusual heritage."

      The temperature dropped. Marigold's hand tightened on mine. I felt the wolf rise in her, that predatory stillness that meant danger.

      Brennan leaned forward. "Choose your next words carefully, Councilor."

      I watched Mervain's throat work, but he pressed on. "I merely suggest we consider all possibilities before committing to further conflict."

      "Then perhaps we should discuss what we stand to lose if we don't act." Drake stood, moving with the power of his dragon nature. "This isn't about one child, though that alone would be reason enough. This is about the prophecy every scholar in this room has studied."

      "The Troll Kingdom respects the prophecy, Your Majesty." Mervain said. "But we must consider whether this is truly the prophesied child."

      Fury ignited in my chest. "Are you suggesting my daughter's abduction is conveniently timed? That we're using a week-old infant to manufacture justification for conflict?" That my partner using every ounce of her considerable power to track our child while you debate politics is a performance?"

      "Captain." Mervain's tone held censure. "No one questions your personal pain. But as a military leader, surely you can see the broader implications of hasty action."

      I moved closer to the map, releasing Marigold's hand with reluctance. Her warmth at my back steadied me. "The broader implications are these: Whelan commands an army that can cross between realms using stolen portal stones. He is here, with his forces. In our Realm. He has allied with witches—including one who held a talisman capable of compelling others to her will. And now he has my daughter, who carries the bloodlines of three species in her veins. If you think this is about family disputes, you're a fool."

      Absolute silence. I'd just called a senior Fae Court advisor a fool in front of three kings. Six months ago, that would have meant my exile. Now, Jharak inclined his head.

      "Captain Eamonn speaks the truth, however difficult his words may be to believe. This is war." Jharak stood, and the formal weight of his presence commanded attention. "I call for commitment from all allied realms. Full military support, coordinated strikes, and unified command structure." He looked around, his brow furrowing as he met the eyes of the assembled leadership. “No making decisions on your own. It goes through me and my sons.” He glared.

      The debate that followed made my head ache. Every moment arguing was another moment lost. I felt Marigold's frustration like a presence in the room, her body humming with suppressed energy.

      Finally, Jharak raised his hand. "We will proceed as I have explained. Those who choose to support this effort will be remembered. Those who do not..." He let the words hang. "...will also be remembered. Council dismissed. Commanders, please remain."

      The chamber emptied. I waited, hands clasped behind my back, while the political class–I could barely keep from rolling my eyes–retreated. Marigold stayed at my side, her presence the only thing keeping me sane.

      When only the three kings, their guard, and key military personnel remained, Tobias approached. His expression told me everything before he spoke.

      "We have a problem."

      "Another one?" Drake's tone was dry.

      "Three of the Watchers are refusing the assignment." Tobias kept his voice low. "They won't work under the command of a shifter."

      Ice ran through my veins. Marigold went absolutely still beside me.

      "Names."

      "Trace, Aaron, and Vincent."

      Of course. The men who'd attacked Marigold in the dungeon, who'd never forgiven her for being what she was. Even as they’d accepted discipline, and vowed fealty to King Jharak in order to remain free of the dungeons. Marigold wanted them dead. I couldn’t allow it then, well, perhaps now would be different.

      "Where are they?"

      "Barracks, sir."

      I turned to Jharak, who nodded once. "Handle it, Captain."

      Marigold's hand found my arm. "Eamonn⁠—"

      "Stay here." I covered her hand with mine, let myself have one moment of her skin against mine. "I need you whole and focused, not charged with assaulting one of my men."

      "I wouldn't assault him." Her smile was all teeth. "I'd just remind him what shifters are capable of."

      "That's what I'm afraid of." I brought her knuckles to my lips, pressed a kiss there that lasted longer than it should have. Felt her pulse jump beneath my mouth. "I'll handle it."

      The walk to the barracks was too short. They stood when I entered—Trace with barely concealed contempt, the other two with the sense to look uncomfortable.

      "You three refused orders. And you betrayed your oath to your King!"

      "Sir." Trace stepped forward. "We signed on to protect the realms from threats. Not to take orders from one."

      "Explain yourself."

      "The wolf, sir. Marigold." He said her name like it was a curse. "She's not one of us. Everyone knows a wolf isn’t to be trusted."

      I held his gaze. When I spoke, my voice was quiet. Dangerous. "Marigold is a Vessel Witch. She carries the concentrated power of her entire bloodline. She can shift into wolf form while maintaining her witch powers—something no other shifter in recorded history has achieved. She tracked our daughter across realm boundaries using senses none of us possess. And you think she's the threat?"

      "She's a mongrel." Trace's jaw tightened. "Half-breed abomination."

      I stepped closer, into his space. I watched him fight the urge to back away. "I'll tell you what she is. She's already proven herself more capable than half this company—more capable than you three, I might add. She survived Whelan's dungeons, broke his compulsion magic, tracked targets through terrain that would lose our best scouts. She's the reason we have any hope of finding my daughter at all. And what you are, Trace, is replaceable."

      His face flushed red. "You can't⁠—"

      "I can." I turned to address all three. "You have a choice. Accept your orders and serve with honor, or refuse and face court-martial for insubordination during wartime. You have sixty seconds."

      Aaron and Vincent exchanged glances. Vincent nodded and Aaron cleared his throat. "Sir, we'll serve."

      "Trace?"

      He stared at me, hatred in his eyes. But he was a soldier, and soldiers understood the consequences. "I'll serve, sir."

      "You'll serve with respect. You'll follow orders without hesitation. And if I hear one word of disrespect toward Marigold or any other member of this company, I will personally make sure you regret it. Are we clear?"

      "Yes, sir."

      "Get your gear. Make ready." I turned toward the door, then paused. "And Trace? She's worth ten of you. You might want to remember that when your life is on the line and she's the one standing between you and a wolf pack."
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        * * *

      

      The reconnaissance position gave us a clear view of the enemy encampment. I crouched beside Marigold, watching her nostrils flare as she sorted through scents I couldn't begin to distinguish. With her wolf senses engaged, she was better than any scout I'd ever commanded. I could feel her anguish, her worry, her anger. I let her be with her feelings. It was enough that we were together.

      And curse it, even now, even in crisis, I couldn't stop noticing her. The way she moved that was all predator. The concentration on her face as she processed information I couldn't access. The strength in her hands as they gripped the rock ledge.

      These are highly inappropriate thoughts for a military operation, I thought, trying not to grin.

      I didn't care. My daughter was missing, Marigold was running on blind will and determination, and wanting her—wanting to pull her close and remind us both that we were alive—was the most real thing I'd felt since Beatrice was taken.

      Tobias flanked us on the right, several hand-picked Watchers spread in the defensive perimeter. Drake's personal guard had arrived an hour ago, doubling our numbers. Taleeya was among them.

      I felt her presence before I saw her, that familiar pattern of movement that spoke of our childhood together. She materialized from the tree line, her eyes finding mine immediately.

      "Eamonn." Too warm. Too familiar. "It's been too long."

      "Taleeya." I kept my tone neutral, professional. Why couldn’t she just go back to her focus on herself, it was the reason we weren’t together, after all? In my mind, it hadn’t been long enough. I stifled a sigh of irritation. "Good timing. We're about to⁠—"

      Marigold went absolutely still beside me.

      I knew that stillness. Had seen it before when she shifted between forms, when her wolf nature rose to the surface. But this was different. Her eyes were open but unseeing, her breathing shallow, her whole body locked in perfect immobility.

      "Marigold?" I touched her arm, gently, not wanting to startle her. "Love?"

      She didn't respond. Didn't even blink. Just sat frozen, her face cycling through expressions too fast to follow—surprise, joy, fear, wonder.

      My heart kicked against my ribs. Something was happening. Something important.

      Tobias moved closer. "Is she⁠—"

      "Wait." I held up a hand, keeping my eyes on Marigold. On the tears that spilled down her cheeks. On the smile that broke across her face like sunrise.

      Then she gasped—a huge lungful of air—and collapsed forward. I caught her, hands finding her shoulders, pulling her against my chest.

      "Beatrice." Her voice was raw with wonder. "I felt her. I saw through her eyes."

      I thought my heart would stop and I would die on the spot. "You... what?"

      "The pack-mind connection." She turned in my arms, and the joy in her amber eyes punched through every defense I had. "By the goddess. I didn't know it could… She's so young! But Eamonn, I felt her. She’s peaceful. She's breathing. She's whole. She's..." Her voice broke. "She's a shifter. She’s… like me."

      The words washed over me with a sense of awe. Our daughter. Our week-old daughter carried Marigold's wolf nature. Would grow up able to shift between forms, to run on four legs and howl at the moon, to know the pack-mind from the inside.

      "You're sure?"

      "I'm sure." Her hands gripped my forearms, fingers digging in. "I felt it. Her wolf. It's there. She's like me."

      Relief crashed through me so hard my vision grayed at the edges. Beatrice was not just surviving, she was thriving while in enemy hands. More than whole—she was strong, she carried her mother's strength in her very bones.

      I pulled Marigold fully against my chest, buried my face in her hair, and breathed in the scent of her. I didn’t care that we had an audience. I Felt her shake with emotion—with relief and joy and grief all tangled together. My hands found her spine, her shoulder blades, mapping the familiar terrain of her body, aching to hold her tighter, to climb inside her skin, to remind myself she was here and whole and mine.

      This wasn't the time or place for the heat building in my chest. It didn't matter. Need crashed through me anyway—need to hold her, claim her, protect her. Need to find privacy and touch every inch of her skin, remind us both that we were alive and together and our daughter was coming home.

      Later. There would be time for that later.

      I forced myself to pull back, to lock down the want that was still pumping through my veins. "Did you see where she was? Any landmarks?"

      Marigold swiped at her tears. I watched her slam the door on her emotions, watched the mother recede and the warrior emerge. "Inside some kind of structure. Stone walls. She was lying down, I think in a carrier or carrier. I could hear voices nearby but couldn't make out words. It only lasted a few seconds before the connection broke."

      "But you made contact." Tobias's voice held cautious optimism. "Can you do it again?"

      "I don't know. It was spontaneous, I wasn't trying." She stood, brushing dirt from her pants, and I saw the determination settle into her spine. "But now that I know it's possible, I can work on it. Sukeera might have ideas."

      "That's remarkable." Taleeya stepped closer, her hand settling on my arm. Possessive. Presumptuous. "You must be so relieved, Eamonn."

      I shifted, dislodging her hand. "We're all relieved. Beatrice is alive, and Marigold can track her through their bond. That changes everything."

      "Still." Taleeya moved closer, positioning herself between me and Marigold. Too close to my side, invading space that wasn't hers. "It must be such a comfort, knowing you have that connection."

      Marigold's nostrils flared. Her gaze fixed on Taleeya with an intensity that made the other woman step back—wolf assessing threat, predator marking territory.

      Taleeya was just not getting the message. Actually, I corrected myself, she was choosing to ignore it. Taleeya always had assumed she’d get what she wanted. I almost felt sorry for her. Almost. She’d had plenty of time to adjust. This was her choice, and so would the consequences be.

      "It's a comfort knowing my daughter is safe." Marigold's voice was flat, cold. "Everything else is tactical advantage."

      The tension crackled between them. I watched Taleeya attempt to stake territory she had no right to, watched Marigold assess the threat with instincts that missed nothing.

      I stepped forward, closing the distance between me and Marigold. Let my hand find the small of her back, fingers splayed possessive against her spine. Felt her lean into the touch, just slightly. I could feel the wolf in her settle as I claimed my place at her side.

      "Taleeya, brief me on Drake's contingent positions." My tone made it an order, not a request. "Tobias, I want a perimeter expansion. Marigold—" I looked down at her, let her see everything I was feeling in my eyes. Relief and want and need all tangled together. "Work with Sukeera. Figure out how to make that connection happen again. That's our priority."

      She held my gaze and she slid her hand into mine. "I'll find her."

      "I know." I lifted her hand, brushed my mouth across her fingertips—brief contact that still sent heat through my veins. "We'll find her together."

      When I finally released her hand, I could still feel the warmth of her skin against my lips. Could still smell her scent—wild and perfect and mine.

      Taleeya was watching us with an expression I couldn't read. I didn't care. Let her watch. Let everyone watch. Marigold was my partner, my mate, the mother of my child. And I was done pretending the wanting wasn't there, wasn't consuming me even in the middle of war.

      We had our precious daughter to find. But when this was over, when Beatrice was safe in our arms, I was taking Marigold somewhere private and reminding us both exactly what we were fighting for.

    

  

OEBPS/images/cm4_the-keepers---black.jpg
CQVERT

NOGN

9HE KEEPERS

SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png






OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





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/cm4_the-keepers.jpg






