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      Flying through the sky in the midst of a raging thunderstorm was not how I pictured my first day at Galen High. Mrs. Anders called this a training exercise; I called it insanity.

      Rain pounded down hard on my wings. I had to work ten times harder than normal to lift them and stay airborne. My soaked clothes weighed me down, and wet hair stuck to the side of my face. The frequent wind gusts weren’t any help, either. My shoulders ached. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could keep this up, but I’d be damned if I admitted defeat on my first day.

      A hill rose ahead of me.

      Only a lap and a half left.

      The task was simple. Fly from one end of the valley to the other and back. Repeat five times. It reminded me of the grueling pacer tests I took at my old schools. Only this time, there was lightning.

      Thunder cracked above me when I reached the far end of the valley and turned. Just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse, the skies opened wider. I could hardly see through the thick downpour. My classmates had disappeared from view.

      I pushed forward faster, flapping my wings as hard as I could. I hadn’t been flying my whole life like everyone else in class had, but I wasn’t going to be the last one back.

      A wind gust rushed by me, throwing me off balance. My body lurched several feet to the left. In a moment of panic, my heart felt like it was falling out of my chest. I quickly steadied myself, but I couldn’t tell if I was still on the right flight path.

      I blinked away the rain and squinted ahead of me. Water continued to rush across my face, obscuring my view.

      Lovely. Mrs. Anders was trying to kill me. Too bad she didn’t realize my death would cause the end of the world.

      Without warning, a blonde figure burst through the rain and slammed straight into me. Casey’s screech filled my ears as we spiraled out of the sky. My legs twisted under me when we landed, and pain shot through my ankle. Casey fell on top of me. I gasped for breath as rain continued to beat down on us.

      Blonde Bitch groaned and pushed herself to her feet. “Are you crazy, Ryn? If we were flying any higher, you’d have gotten us both killed!”

      Air finally returned to my lungs. I rolled onto my stomach to keep from inhaling the rain.

      “I couldn’t see anything,” I defended. “This whole exercise is suicide!”

      Mrs. Anders swooped out of the sky and landed beside us. Her tall, muscular frame towered above me. Apparently she wasn’t having any problem seeing through the rain. She’d been standing at the top of the valley with a damn umbrella watching us try to kill ourselves.

      “What was that?” Mrs. Anders demanded. Her voice rose to be heard over the wind. “Didn’t I emphasize at the beginning of class how important it was to stay in your own lane?”

      Maybe she should’ve had us flying laps instead of sprinting in imaginary lanes.

      Several students who’d already finished landed behind her to see what was going on. I didn’t know most of them, but I recognized one of the guys who always hung out with Casey. I still wasn’t sure if his name was Troy or Trenton.

      I pushed myself to my feet. I tried not to put too much pressure on my right foot. “I’m fine, thanks for asking.”

      It wasn’t exactly true. I was pretty sure I’d sprained my ankle from the fall.

      “I’m glad to hear that,” Mrs. Anders said. She didn’t sound like she meant it. “But maybe we should have you sit out until you’ve had a little more practice.”

      I could hear it in her voice. She was so not pleased with having a total noob in her class.

      I crossed my arms. “Or maybe you shouldn’t run drills like this in the middle of a freaking storm!”

      I realized what I’d said a moment too late. I’d never talked back to a teacher like that before. But who could blame me when rain was pounding down on us like this?

      Mrs. Anders’s brows shot up. “Are you trying to tell me how to run my class?”

      Detention, here I come.

      “No, I just—” I started, but Mrs. Anders cut me off.

      “If you want to become a Protector, you’re going to have to learn how to fight in even the most difficult circumstances.”

      The thing was, I wasn’t sure I did want to become a Protector. Celebrity chef still sounded like a good job title, but that wasn’t exactly Davina-specific.

      “You never know when you’ll have to fight a demon,” she continued. “It could happen in the middle of a storm like this. I suggest you pay attention in your strategy class.”

      Didn’t she realize this was literally my first day?

      “Thanks, I’ll be sure to do that,” I said flatly.

      Mrs. Anders stared down at my foot and frowned. She must’ve noticed I wasn’t putting any weight on it.

      She turned to Casey. “Miss Harris, would you please escort Miss Tyler back to school? Have Mrs. Banks check on her ankle.”

      Casey huffed. “Fine.”

      I limped along beside her as we headed toward the wooden stairs built into the tall hill. Casey reluctantly wrapped an arm under my shoulder to help steady me. I suspected she was only helping to get out of the rain.

      We entered the forest along the trail that led back to school. The thick tree cover helped shelter us from the bulk of the rain, but the wind continued to rush through the trees.

      “Is Mrs. Anders always like that?” I asked.

      “Yeah, she’s kind of a hardass,” Casey answered.

      “I take it she doesn’t like new students.”

      “She doesn’t like incompetent students,” Casey emphasized.

      Clearly she had some harsh feelings about being knocked out of the sky. That, or there was another reason she hated me. Namely, the hottest guy on two wheels in our class.

      I had half a mind to tell Casey just how wrong she was about my incompetence, about how I’d killed five demons at once. But Fletcher didn’t want anyone to know I had the Power of Grace. He didn’t seem to trust all the Davina in town, and he certainly didn’t want the demons hearing about it. Otherwise, I’d have more than just the one who wanted my head. Instead of telling everyone what really went down a week ago, Fletcher told them he’d taken care of Dorian himself.

      Dorian. The thought of him twisted my stomach.

      Casey and I hobbled across the school grounds. Galen High—or Galen Mansion, as I thought of it—towered three stories above us. We entered through the back door. Water squished through my tennis shoes and trailed behind us as Casey led me to the cafeteria.

      I pulled a heavy mahogany chair out from the closest table and sank into it. Without a word, Casey turned from me and disappeared behind a swinging door that led to the kitchen. I took a deep breath and began wringing my hair out onto the hardwood floor. I shivered.

      My eyes scanned the cafeteria. Four long rows of dark antique-looking tables spanned the length of the room. Each was lined with ten chairs on both sides. A large serving window was cut out between the kitchen and the cafeteria in the corner of the room. This place looked more like a reception hall than a high school cafeteria.

      Casey returned shortly with a red-headed lady wearing a hair net.

      “Hi, I’m Mrs. Banks,” she introduced herself.

      I returned her smile. “I’m Ryn.”

      “And I need to go change.” Casey turned on her heel and left the room.

      Mrs. Banks pulled out a chair and gestured for me to lift my ankle. She peeled back my wet jeans and inspected it while she spoke. “I’m sorry we don’t keep a nurse on staff, so you’re stuck with me. But don’t worry; I have a background in medicine.”

      “Why doesn’t Galen have a school nurse?” I asked.

      “There aren’t enough students for it to make sense,” Mrs. Banks answered. “Out of the eighty kids who attend, we maybe have two or three a year who require medical attention.”

      She pressed on my ankle in search of tender spots. Luckily, there didn’t seem to be too much damage.

      “I think I’ll be fine,” I said. “Can I get some ice?”

      “Sure.” Mrs. Banks gently set my ankle down and stood.

      Just as she disappeared into the kitchen, Fletcher walked by the cafeteria doors. He stopped when he noticed me. Fletcher wore his usual tan slacks and button-down shirt. He’d rolled up the sleeves, which looked strangely casual on him. It wasn’t exactly the type of look I expected to see on a sixty-something-year-old guy.

      He stepped into the room. “Are you okay, Ryn?”

      I pushed my wet hair out of my face and smile reassuringly. “Everything’s fine. I’ve just been introduced to Mrs. Anders’s flying class. She’s a lovely woman.”

      Fletcher smirked. “I take it things didn’t go well?”

      “Nah. I only fell a mile out of the sky and twisted my ankle.”

      Fletcher raised his eyebrows. “A whole mile, huh?”

      I held back a laugh and nodded.

      Mrs. Banks returned with an ice pack and a towel to mop up the wet floor beneath me.

      “Can I borrow that?” I asked as soon as she was done.

      She handed me the towel.

      I used it to dry my hair out. Too bad I didn’t bring extra clothes. I wasn’t looking forward to walking around in wet underwear all day.

      Allie should’ve warned me.

      I handed the towel back and looked at Fletcher. “Why aren’t you in class?”

      “It’s my prep period,” he stated. “I was working on copying some papers. Since you have some free time, why don’t you stop by my classroom once you get cleaned up? There’s something I’d like to discuss with you.”

      It sounded like bad news. This had to be the worst first day of school ever, and I wasn’t even a full hour into it.

      I thanked Mrs. Banks and then hurried to the bathroom. I pushed through the door just as Casey was making her way out. She’d changed into dry clothes and brushed out her hair. She breezed past me without saying a word.

      I sighed and turned to the hand dryer on the wall. I did the best I could drying out my hair and shoes, but my jeans still stuck to my legs like packaging tape.

      I turned to the wide mirror above the sink. My eye makeup had been smeared from the rain, and the cute curls I’d put my hair in this morning were now flat. I ran my fingers through my hair to help with the tangles, but it didn’t help. Even the pretty purple dangly earrings I’d put in this morning couldn’t help improve my disheveled appearance.

      I eventually gave up and headed down the hall to Fletcher’s classroom.

      “Miss Tyler,” he greeted. He stood from his desk and grabbed a large roll of paper the size of a baseball bat.

      I sank into one of the desks at the front of the room and pressed the icepack to my ankle. “What am I in trouble for?”

      Fletcher furrowed his brow. “You’re not in trouble. I just wanted to give you this.” He unrolled the paper across my desk.

      I scanned it for several seconds before realizing it was a map of Eagle Valley.

      I looked up at him. “What do I need this for?”

      “I thought if you had a visual, you might have an easier time pinpointing Grace’s location,” he said.

      I sighed heavily. Grace, the ancient Davina who remained our only hope for defeating the Aedes. For reasons that still baffled me—and probably everyone else—it was up to me to awaken her. I just had to find her first.

      I could hear Fletcher’s voice in my mind. You were chosen by Grace. Her magic will lead you to her.

      He’d said that to me two weeks ago. According to him, some sort of divine fate had brought me here. Apparently that was proof Grace was nearby.

      I wasn’t sure I believed him. But maybe this map would inspire me.

      I could only hope, because if something didn’t happen soon, the Davina would be facing the end of the world alone. And I wasn’t sure we’d win.
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      I took the time I had before second period to drop the map off in my locker outside Fletcher’s classroom. The modern lockers looked strange in contrast with the older architecture of the mansion.

      The bell rang while I stood at my locker double checking my schedule for the day. The hall filled with students. Several people stared at me as they passed, no doubt wondering about the new girl.

      I noticed Allie immediately. She seemed well within her comfort zone, shooting smiles and waving at people as she passed. She hadn’t held back on the makeup today. Her eyes were outlined in black, and she’d twisted her dark hair into a cute updo with loose tendrils framing her face.

      Allie’s face fell when she saw me. I probably looked like a drowned rat.

      “A little warning would’ve been nice,” I said lightheartedly.

      Allie leaned against her locker beside mine. “I’m so sorry. You must’ve had Mrs. Anders first period.”

      I ran my fingers through my damp hair. “That obvious?”

      She nodded. “Don’t feel bad. I totally forgot a change of clothes. I have her later today.”

      I kept my schedule in my hand and shut my locker. “What’d you have first period?”

      “Magical defense.”

      I scanned the schedule I’d received this morning. “I don’t see that class on here.”

      Allie’s brows drew together. She stood beside me to inspect my schedule. “Maybe Fletcher got you out of it. You know, because…”

      Because I still wasn’t great at controlling whether or not my magic would stun or kill. And we didn’t want to accidentally reveal I had the Power of Grace. That’s why Fletcher and Marek had been training me in private.

      “You have Fletcher next period with me,” Allie said. “That’s our mentor group. That class is a little different. They like to mix up the grades for training so we can mentor the younger ones.”

      I barely heard the last half of what she said as my gaze locked on Marek. His brown hair stood up in the front like he’d put effort into styling it that way. He strolled down the hall with his hands tucked casually in the pockets of those tight jeans I liked. He’d ditched his leather jacket and wore a light blue t-shirt that matched his eyes. A confident smile touched his lips like he was happy to be back at Galen High after a long summer.

      I had the strongest desire to kiss those lips.

      It’d been nearly two weeks since our first kiss. Since then, I hadn’t gotten so much as a peck from him. The guy hadn’t even held my hand in days. Sure, he had a thing for saving my life, but apparently kissing me more than once would be too much to show he cared.

      It wasn’t like we didn’t spend time together. In fact, we’d spent every day training together since the kiss. I’d been practicing how to fly and learning how to conjure fireballs. Though, in Marek’s words, they’re not fireballs.

      He smiled at me as he entered Fletcher’s classroom.

      That’s it?

      I had half a mind to call Marek out on his behavior right then and there. I scowled and followed behind Allie into the room.

      Fletcher gestured to the desks in front of us. “We don’t have assigned seats. You can sit anywhere you’d like.”

      I returned to the seat at the front of the room where I’d left my icepack. Marek sat on my right while Allie took the desk to my left. Two terrified freshman boys had claimed the desks farthest from the door.

      “Hey,” Marek said with a sympathetic smile.

      I ran my fingers through my hair nervously. “Hi.”

      Marek glanced down at the icepack. “Are you okay?”

      “Just a mishap in flying class,” I answered.

      Kyle found his way into the room a minute later, followed closely by two girls I didn’t know. He sat next to Allie. An uncomfortable silence hung in the air. It was cut only by the sound of the bell.

      A young boy rushed into the room and shyly took a seat next to the other freshmen. “Sorry I’m late,” he breathed.

      “Not to worry.” Fletcher stood from his desk. “To some of you, welcome back. To the others, welcome to Galen High.”

      The freshman boys sank in their seats with wide eyes, looking positively terrified.

      “I’m your mentor, Fletcher. This class gives you the chance to hone your skills and improve in any areas you might be struggling in. We all work together to help each other reach their full potential. You may come to me at any time with questions. Now, take a look around you.”

      My eyes scanned the room and met several other gazes.

      “This is your team,” Fletcher explained. “We’re here to lift each other up and learn how to fight together. This is the team you’ll be with for battles. At times, we will be divided based on skill level.”

      Wonderful, I thought. He’s going to place me with the freshmen.

      “For example,” he continued. “The upperclassmen have their first battle next week during the last period of the day. Obviously, we don’t want the freshmen going up against other upperclassmen so soon, so your first battle will be in about a month.”

      One of the freshman boy’s eyes widened.

      “Don’t worry,” Fletcher assured him. “You’ll start out up against people of your own skill level. We don’t have any juniors in our group this year, so the sophomores—” he gestured to the two girls I didn’t know “—will have a chance to battle with the seniors.”

      Fletcher turned to the whiteboard behind his desk and popped the cap off a black marker. “First things first. Let’s hear some suggestions for this year’s team name.”

      “We’re sticking with the Saints,” Kyle said, like he’d made the decision for the whole group.

      Fletcher wrote Saints across the board. “Any other suggestions?”

      “I like Saints,” the red-headed sophomore said.

      “We’ve always been the Saints,” Marek pointed out. “I say we keep it.”

      Fletcher turned from the board. “This is an entirely new team this year, but if everyone is in agreement, we can recycle the name from last year’s team.”

      The freshman boys seemed too afraid to say anything. The rest of us agreed to call our team the Saints.

      Silence fell over the room. I took the opportunity to raise my hand nervously.

      “Yes, Ryn?” Fletcher called on me.

      “Yeah, I have a few questions. First, what are the battles?”

      Fletcher leaned against his desk. “Good question. They’re mock battles. Your team will go up against another team of students to practice your skills in a real-life setting. You’ll be able to use your wings, your magic, or your hand-to-hand skills. There are a few variations. Sometimes you’re allowed to stun, and the last team standing wins. Other times, stunning is off limits, and you’ll have to rely on your combat skills to beat the other team.”

      My jaw dropped. “Don’t people get hurt?”

      “It wouldn’t be fun if nobody got hurt,” Kyle said with a smile.

      A boy gasped from behind me.

      “Where do you think this came from?” Kyle gestured to his slightly crooked nose. “Started healing before we could set it.”

      “The battles are supervised, and there are rules,” Fletcher clarified. “You have nothing to worry about. The accident Kyle’s referring to took place during an unscheduled and unsupervised training session, and he didn’t seek medical attention as he should have.”

      Kyle smirked and shot Marek a glance like they shared some sort of inside joke.

      “The battles are like football,” Kyle said. “Sure, someone’s bound to get hurt once in a while. But instead of playing other schools, we play against other Davina.”

      “So, it’s like a sport? A game?” I asked.

      “Yes,” Fletcher answered. “Each win earns you points.”

      One of the freshman boys shot his hand into the air.

      “Logan?” Fletcher called on him.

      Logan spoke softly. “Do we have to participate?”

      A sympathetic expression fell over Fletcher’s face. “I will not force anyone to do anything they don’t want to do, but I will point out that the purpose of Galen High is to prepare you to become a Protector. You’re going to have to know how to fight. Unless you’d rather be working in Galen High School’s kitchens as soon as you graduate.”

      Yes, please! Where do I sign up?

      He raised his brows like that would be the worst thing in the world. “One day, perhaps sooner than you think, you’ll be up against the Aedes. As Davina, it’s our duty to protect the earth. We do that one Aedes at a time.”

      Another boy raised his hand.

      “Yes, Ethan?” Fletcher said.

      “My mom says that fighting the demons is pointless. That there are so many of them that the Protectors will never be able to keep up.”

      Fletcher raised his brows. “Yes, there are a lot of Aedes, but—”

      The final boy cut in. “My parents say being a Protector is super dangerous, that you’re just as likely to kill a demon as they are to kill you.”

      A shiver ran down my spine at the thought.

      The room broke into whispers. The three freshman boys leaned together to discuss all the rumors they’d heard. Kyle hissed something in Allie’s ear about how dumb the freshmen were.

      Marek leaned over to me. “Don’t worry. That’s what your training’s for.”

      “Calm down,” Fletcher commanded.

      The room went silent.

      “Yes, there are a lot of Aedes out there,” Fletcher said. “But how many do you think there would be if there weren’t Protectors minimizing the threat? As for fighting them, there’s a chance they’ll kill you first, just like in any war.”

      Chatter began its way around the room again.

      “Why are we even fighting them?” Ethan asked, sounding genuinely curious.

      Fletcher tilted his head like he couldn’t understand why anyone would ask such a question. “Because, Ethan, they feed off human essence. We fight them because this is our world, too. If we don’t strike first, the Aedes will wipe us out. Then they’ll get the humans to destroy each other. We may not have the numbers to eliminate every threat, but we will certainly do what we can.”

      Ethan raised his hand again and began speaking before Fletcher could call on him. “Doesn’t legend say the portals to the demon realm could open back up one day?”

      My breath stopped.

      Fletcher answered calmly, but I sensed a hint of fear in his expression. “It’s always a possibility, Ethan, but so is the chance that the Davina realm will open again as well. If such a thing did happen, you’d want to be prepared, wouldn’t you?”

      Fletcher’s eyes connected with mine for only a split second. I still managed to catch his silent message.

      Time was running out, and I wasn’t prepared yet.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

        

      

    

    
      “Did you see the look Fletcher gave you?” Allie asked after second period.

      Even after all the questions that filled the last half hour of class, I still couldn’t get that look out of my head.

      “You noticed?” I asked.

      Marek stopped beside us. “How’s that coming, by the way?”

      “What do you mean?” I opened my locker and placed the warm icepack inside.

      Kyle leaned against the locker next to mine. “We all saw the look. Fletcher’s obviously curious how things are coming along.”

      “They’re not really coming along at all,” I admitted. “I need more training. Maybe there’s more to my powers than I’ve discovered so far.” I paused. “Or maybe he could be a little more helpful than handing me a map and hoping I’ll be able to point at a spot and solve all our problems.”

      “I’m sure he doesn’t expect that of you,” Allie said kindly.

      I resisted the urge to roll my eyes and tell her just how much it felt like it.

      “We’ll figure it out,” Marek said with certainty.

      He was so close in the crowded hall that I could feel the warmth radiating off him. I wished he would pull me into his arms.

      “What’s your next class?” he asked.

      “Physical combat,” I told him.

      “Me, too. Let’s walk together.” That was all it took to make me feel ten times better.

      “Kyle and I are in that class, too,” Allie said.

      The four of us walked upstairs together. We entered a small classroom that mirrored Fletcher’s and sat in the back corner.

      My stomach dropped when Blonde Bitch entered the room and took the seat in front of me. She didn’t even look like she’d been flying through a rain storm earlier today. I noticed a couple of other students from first period had also cleaned up.

      A dark-skinned man who looked to be in his fifties stood at the front of the room. His blue polo shirt must’ve had slits in the back for his wings since they rose out of his back.

      My class schedule told me his name was Mr. Collins.

      “Calm down, everyone.” Mr. Collins rose his voice over the thick chatter.

      The room quieted.

      “Unfortunately with the rain,” he said, “we’re going to be having class inside today.”

      “Upstairs?” one of the guys across the room asked.

      Mr. Collins shook his head. “No. Today, we’ll cover this year’s curriculum.”

      I shot Allie a questioning look. “Upstairs?”

      She leaned over and whispered to me. “We sometimes train on the third floor when it’s too cold outside.”

      “Quiet please,” Mr. Collins said sternly.

      I looked to the front of the room to see he was staring straight at me.

      “You must be Kathryn Tyler, our new student.”

      “Uh, yeah. Call me Ryn.”

      “Why don’t you come up and introduce yourself?”

      Ugh. I was hoping I wouldn’t have to do this.

      I tried not to limp on my sore ankle as I stood from my desk and walked to the front of the room. The class was small—with maybe only a dozen people—but it didn’t make me any more eager to introduce myself.

      I faced the class. “Hi. I’m Ryn. I just moved here.”

      There. That should satisfy him. It’s not like there’s much else to say.

      “Which school are you transferring from?” Mr. Collins asked.

      I opened my mouth to answer, but then I realized he wasn’t talking about just any school.

      “This is my first time at a Davina school,” I said.

      He frowned. “And they put you in my combat class? Do you have any experience?”

      Were all the teachers at this school asshats?

      “I took martial arts as a kid.” Not that I remembered a whole lot from it, but I knew how to block a punch.

      Mr. Collins pressed his lips together like he wasn’t impressed. When he didn’t say more, I returned to my seat. It looked like I was going to have to work extra hard to get my teachers to like me.

      Casey’s eyes followed me all the way back to my desk. She scoffed and tossed her hair over her shoulder as she returned her attention back to the front of the room. She didn’t seem to notice her hair spilling onto the top of my desk.

      I gritted my teeth in annoyance. She’s probably trying to mark her scent all over me as a way to get to Marek. I narrowed my eyes at the back of her head. It was because she realized she had competition, and not just in the romance department. I certainly had a shot at beating her in a battle. Maybe.
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      “If looks could kill…” Allie mused on our way to the cafeteria after our fourth period battle strategy class.

      “What?” I honestly had no idea what she was talking about.

      Allie smirked. “I saw you throwing daggers at the back of Casey’s head in physical combat.”

      “I’m obligated to hate her,” I pointed out. “I’m your friend, and you despise her.”

      I didn’t mention there were other reasons I wasn’t fond of Casey. I worried she still liked Marek. But that whole thing apparently happened way back in freshman year. Casey should’ve moved on by now.

      Besides, Marek would never go for her anyway, I told myself.

      My second inner voice quickly countered. Then why doesn’t he seem interested in you lately?

      I ignored the voices battling it out in my head. Instead, I focused on the smell of burgers and tatertots wafting from the cafeteria. In the lunch line, Mrs. Banks winked and slipped me a few extra tots. So far, that was the highlight of my day.

      Allie led me to a table in the far corner of the lunchroom, where Marek and Kyle joined us shortly after.

      “Hey, Ryn,” Marek kept his voice low. “I was thinking about what you were saying earlier.”

      I swallowed my food quickly. “About what?”

      “About Fletcher expecting you to point to a spot on the map he gave you.”

      “And?” I raised my eyebrows.

      “I think you might be on to something. Maybe try the dart thing,” he suggested. “It worked for you before.”

      Allie tilted her head in question.

      “It’s what brought me here,” I explained to her. “Mom let me choose where we were moving this time. I left it up to fate by tacking a map to the wall and throwing a dart at it. Landed right on top of Eagle Valley.”

      Maybe Marek was right and fate would lead me to Grace again.

      Allie’s eyes widened. “You really think that’ll work?”

      I shrugged. “Doesn’t hurt to try. Want to come over after school? We’ll see if we can find Grace.”

    



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.
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