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      She spent three long days in the lifeboat after Leaguer sank. Three days and nights of ocean waves buffeting the mostly empty craft and pushing it further and farther away from where so many had died. Farther away from It, but not the memory of It.

      Catfish, the only other survivor, had been concussed severely. She'd tended to him as best she could, comforting him when he was awake and holding him when he wasn't. Even when he was unconscious, the feel of his body against hers was enough to set her at ease.

      She'd been afraid to fall asleep the first night. The moon, a bare sliver in the dark sky, did little to illuminate the ocean beyond the portholes, much less the lifeboat's interior. The darkness seemed to crowd her, envelop her, and worst of all were the shadows.

      The storm had moved on, as had its malevolent clouds, but it wasn't long before wisps of white and gray appeared against the day's dark blue sky. Was another storm coming? The shivers that wracked her weren't just for the possibility of more water, thunder, lightning, and the inevitable fear of the small craft capsizing and dropping her and Catfish into ten thousand meters of water.

      No. If the light disappeared, there would be nothing to keep It from chasing them, finding them, and consuming them. Memories of the impossibly black liquid flowing over the top of the rig, encompassing it like a death shroud, and then spilling onto the deck, which was their only place of safety, kept playing in her mind. She remembered Catfish yelling at the top of his lungs to fire the flare gun at the barrel of fuel oil on the grated deck. She remembered the look on Thomas' face, part wonder and part terror, as he stood tall in the face of death, as well as the screams of the few crew that had survived as they ran for their lives or were taken by the thing, one by one.

      Worst of all, she remembered the branches of deep space black rising out of the pool, their ends sprouting orbs that teemed with alien intelligence. Even against the howling wind, she had heard the crackle and crunch of the creature extruding more limbs, tentacles, and eyestalks. And those eyes. They'd all been staring at her. Or had they?

      She'd been terrified to fall asleep. As soon as the sun had disappeared below the horizon, her heart thumped hard in a rapid, arrhythmic stumble. The lifeboat sank into impenetrable darkness, and the fun began.

      She focused on Catfish at first, cradling his head on her knees while she sat cross-legged on the hard deck. The white of the bandage around his head seemed to be the only remnant of color save for the gray walls.

      As she started to slip into sleep, the image of a tentacle slashing through the boat's walls and crushing her like an aluminum can chased away the drowsiness in an instant. Her spine went rigid, and her body shook from the shock. Catfish moaned when her legs dislodged his head from her knees.

      Heart racing, eyes still darting around the cabin to make sure the thing wasn't inside with them, she gently pushed until his head returned to the cradle of her knees. He started to snore softly, the sound contrasting with the harsh spray of the water and the waves lapping against the metal hull.

      It took a long time before she could close her eyes again and convince herself the monster was gone. Nearly 10,000 meters below Leaguer, the thing that had once occupied the M2 trench had been destroyed. She was sure of it. And its progeny that had killed her boss and all the other folks on the rig? They'd burned it up. Correction. She'd burned it up.

      But it didn't matter. The boat rocked on the waves, the bare moonlight casting strange shadows through the portholes. Here a tentacle, there a talon and at the back? Was that an eyestalk peering at her?

      She didn't stop shivering until she saw the first rays of dawn break through the oppressive darkness. Then, she slept.

      When she awoke, Catfish had somehow managed to move himself onto one of the benches. He was once more asleep and snoring loudly. She rolled him over onto his side and slid one of the life preservers beneath his wounded head. She was sure it wasn't comfortable, but it had to be better than laying directly on the hard bench.

      She spent the second day dozing when she wasn't checking their supplies, checking them again, and counting every drop of water she consumed. Shawna woke Catfish twice: once to give him water with some anti-inflammatories and once to get some food down his gullet.

      He’d been in a daze both times, barely aware of his surroundings, but at least he'd flashed his shit-eating grin. That was enough to make her feel like they might live through this.

      Catfish was running a fever, and while he lay dead to the world, she held his hand and sat cross-legged on the floor with her back against the bench. Catfish’s arm dangled over the side and touched her shoulder. Things hadn't started that way, but after she was sure he was asleep, she'd moved his arm far enough to drape over her. He didn't seem to mind.

      It kept her calm for a while, his clammy skin slowly warming from her body heat. She felt like she could stay awake a little longer without panic, without fear. But then night came again.

      High clouds streaked across the night sky, the stars appearing and disappearing like low stuttering strobe lights. The sliver of moonlight, larger than the night before, merely cast more shadows. The clouds scattered the light coming through the portholes, leaving horror in their wake.

      Instead of the tentacles and talons from the night before, it was the eyes. The goddamned eyes. They were everywhere in the darkness. Wherever she looked, another eyestalk waved at her from the shadows.

      Shawna didn't know how long she sat petrified with fear, too afraid to move. She knew she was squeezing Catfish's hand too hard but didn't stop until he moaned. He was sleeping. He was safe. He might be dying from an infection, but at least the black thing couldn't get him. No, it was going to get her instead.

      Sometime before dawn, back screaming with pain and her legs filled with pins and needles from lack of blood flow, her eyelids became too heavy for her to keep open.

      She awoke with a start sometime later and found herself looking at the ceiling. A shadow stared down at her. It was here. Her heart thumped loud and fast enough to make her body shiver.

      It's here, girl, her late father's voice whispered in her mind. See you soon.

      The shadow widened and became the entire ceiling. A giant, lifeless eye stared down at her. Another appeared below the space-black maw, which curled into a mirthless smile. Her mouth opened in a silent scream while her head filled with the sound of frying pork fat. The smell of burning hair and the fetid stench of sun-bathed roadkill filled her nostrils.

      "Shawna?”

      She snapped awake, arms flailing at nothing. For a moment, she was sure the creature would drop down upon her, snatch her up with its teeth, and dissolve her flesh. But it was just a shadow.

      "Shawna?" The voice came again. She glanced to the side and saw Catfish's eyes glittering in the moonlight. He swallowed hard and then spoke through a larynx so raw and dry that it might as well have been full of broken glass. "You okay?"

      She quickly raised herself, reached for a bottle of water, and returned to him. "I'm fine. How are you feeling?"

      He raised a hand, put it on her shoulder, and managed a weak smile, his dingy teeth ghostly gray in the shadows. "Head hurts. And I think I did something to my leg."

      She nodded. "I'll get you some medicine. Hang on." She made to move away from him, but his hand tightened on her shoulder. "What?"

      "Thomas didn't make it," he said softly. "No one did."

      "No one but us," she said. "And I don't even know how we made it."

      He coughed and winced. Whatever infection he had seemed to be moving into his lungs. "Very carefully," he said with a grin. "When that, that thing exploded, I think it must have been close to one of the shacks. Either that or the shockwave detonated it. Shrapnel all over the place. You're lucky that falling wooden beam just barely bopped you. Could have been a lot worse."

      "I guess so," she said.

      "Dragged you into the boat while--" He broke off, his eyes staring past her into the darkness. "While the others died."

      She shivered. She didn't know what he'd seen before they escaped Leaguer in the lifeboat and wasn't sure she wanted to know either. One day, maybe, but not tonight, while the sun was below the horizon, and her imagination turned every shadow into a creature from a goddamned B-movie.

      Shawna brushed a hand against his face. "Thank you. For saving my life."

      His grin returned in an instant. "I was glad to do it," he said. "And you're welcome."

      A tear tried to escape her eye, but she wiped it away before it had the chance. "Let me get you something." She patted his hand and shuffled to the emergency supply cabinet.

      Using the kinetic flashlight, she rummaged until she found the lever that opened the bench against the opposite wall, revealing food and water bottles. Grabbing a bottle of water, she headed back to him. Although his eyes were closed again, she could tell he wasn't asleep.

      "Can you sit up?"

      He lazily opened his eyes and squinted at her in the darkness. "Maybe with a little help."

      Shawna wasn't a large woman, but she easily maneuvered Catfish into a sitting position. Catfish, a little over six feet tall with long hair and a hint of a paunch, somehow seemed smaller, as if the events on Leaguer had diminished him.

      Or maybe, she thought, you've just become some sort of badass.

      "What are you smiling at?"

      She looked up at him, her cheeks flushing slightly. "Nothing. Here.” She handed him the bottle of water. He took it and immediately placed the plastic nipple between his teeth. "Drink slow. I don't need you throwing up all over the place."

      "No, ma'am," he said.

      The paper packet containing the tablets opened easily between her fingers. She popped the two white ovals into her hand and waited for Catfish to finish sipping at the water. He finally stopped, swallowed noisily, and moaned in satisfaction. "Didn't know I'd ever miss water that much."

      "Well, don't miss it too much," Shawna said, "because we're surrounded by it."

      He blinked at her and slowly nodded before taking the pills from her, popping them into his mouth, grimacing, and taking a sip of water. "Don't happen to have any cigarettes in that damned supply chest, do you?"

      "Um, no," she said, narrowing her eyes. "No vape either, so don't even ask."

      "No energy drinks?"

      "Cut it out. You need to rest." She placed a hand on his forehead. He still felt too warm. "You have a fever."

      "No kidding," he said. "I thought I was just burning up and freezing at the same time."

      "You want a blanket?"

      He shook his head. "Not yet. Maybe in a while." He tried to turn his neck and look out the porthole but stopped with a grunt of pain. "Any idea where the fuck we are?"

      "No. The SOS beacon has been going off for a while now, though. I can't imagine they don't know where we are."

      Catfish harrumphed. "Just because they know where we are doesn't mean they're in any kind of hurry to pick us up."

      "What do you mean?"

      He shrugged. "Think about it. They knew what was happening on the rig and didn't do jack shit to help us. For all they know, this lifeboat has one of those things in it." He rubbed his arms together as if trying to warm them. "I'm surprised they haven't dropped a bomb on us."

      What was it Thomas had said? Fuel air bomb? She shivered again. They were lucky to have escaped the thing on the rig. She wondered how close they had come to getting obliterated by a plane from Australia. "I guess you're right," she said, her words tumbling out in a barely audible whisper.

      Catfish winced and held his knee, doing his best to keep the leg still. "Yeah, I think I fucked myself up pretty good."

      Frowning, Shawna turned the flashlight back on and shined it at Catfish's leg. A long, jagged line ran from his thigh to the shin. It didn't look to have bled much, and a fine crust of scab had already begun to cover the open wound, but his foot looked odd. The purple bruising and swelling told her he’d done a little more than just sprained his ankle. "Yeah," she said, "I think you did. We need to keep you off your feet."

      He grunted. "Not like there's anywhere to go. But I do need to piss."

      She helped him to the rear of the boat and through the hatch leading to the rail. The moonlight pierced the blanket of high clouds, and for a moment, Shawna couldn't breathe. It was beautiful. As far as she could see, there were only light waves, the occasional foam spray, and the moon's reflection. Whenever a hole in the clouds appeared, more stars than she'd ever seen crowded the night sky.

      Using her shoulder to prop himself up, he fumbled for his zipper with one hand, managed to unzip, made sure he wasn't pissing into the breeze, and let go. Shawna tried not to laugh. Of all the firsts she'd experienced over the past week or two, this was the latest.

      When Catfish's stream finally turned into a trickle, he bounced his member up and down, slid it back into his underwear, and struggled to rezip. “Shit,” he said. "I can't zip it up."

      Shawna rolled her eyes. In for a penny, she thought. She snaked her free hand around and held the top of his shorts. Her fingers touched bare skin, and even as absurd as the situation was, she felt a tremble of desire.

      Stop that shit, she told herself as he zipped up his shorts. He's like a brother to you.

      "Okay," Catfish said. "Thank you for not making fun of me."

      She helped him turn around, and they staggered back into the cabin. "It was difficult," she said.

      "I'm sure." They reached the bench, and he managed to sit, legs hanging over the edge, back against the wall. He smiled at her. "Thank you."

      "Don't mention it," she said. "Just remember that if you ever have to help me take a piss."

      "Deal," Catfish said. "But you're the one in one piece." He shivered and rubbed his hands against his arm. "Hell of a draft coming through those doors."

      "That and you need to lie down and let the meds work their way through your system. Kill that fever."

      "Yeah," he said. "I guess."

      "I'll close the door and get some more blankets, try and make you more comfortable."

      "Shit," he said, "how much more comfortable can I get? Ankle’s blown, my head feels like it's full of broken glass, my lungs are cheese graters, I’m burning up from the inside, and you're worried about me being comfortable."

      "Catfish?"

      "Yes?"

      "Shut the fuck up."
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      She held his hand while he slept and raged with fever. His ankle continued to balloon, and it seemed no matter how much medicine she gave him, the fever returned with a vengeance. She was beginning to worry that in a day or two, it would just be her on the boat.

      There was little to do besides doze and listen to the sound of the waves lapping against the hull and Catfish's serrated lungs taking in air. That said, her mind started playing tricks on her. Several times, she thought she heard a helicopter in the distance. Each incident stirred her from her restless sleep and sent her to the deck to look for hope, but there was nothing but the blue sky laced with white puffy clouds and the endless water.

      She woke Catfish up every six hours to give him more medicine. Shawna didn't want to tell him they were already running out, that they had enough supply for a few more days if she rationed it, but after that, his body was either going to fight off the illness, or he was going to die. No, that was not something she wanted to think about, let alone speak aloud.

      When she was sure Catfish was asleep, she went up on deck and vented all the grief. Thomas. JP. Hell, the entire crew of Leaguer was dead. Gone. If the creature hadn’t consumed them, they surely perished in the fire they had set to kill it. Or they drowned when the rig finally sank into the abyssal.

      Thomas Calhoun, her late boss, had taken her under his wing and made her something more than a simple petroleum chemist. He trained her to think like an engineer. He treated her like a daughter instead of an employee. And now his body would never be found. There would be no burial. He would simply be marked as "lost at sea."

      And JP. The former SEAL and rig diver had been consumed by a creature after being infected. He'd never smile at her again. She'd never have to listen to him and Catfish argue over minute details as they maintained Catfish's infamous AUVs or his other gear. Neither of them would fantasize about spear diving and catching something huge while sharks circled them.

      Those conversations, those moments, could only live in memory now. The threads had been snipped once and for all, and there was no going back.

      The heartache was worse than being dumped or discovering your boyfriend had decided you were too straight-laced and, therefore, had affair after affair until he finally came clean without so much as a tear. This was much, much worse.

      But the absolute final cosmic joke was watching the last of her team, her last good friend, dying in the middle of the ocean while she could do nothing to save his life.

      Head in her hands and eyes full of tears, her ears picked up the chop-chop-chop of blades slicing the air. It sounded kilometers away. Had to be another auditory hallucination. She ignored it, focusing instead on the memory of Thomas' lined and kind face, his gruff voice, and the twinkle of mischief in his blue eyes, so much like her father but so different.

      The sound picked up in volume. A wave, larger than the rest, crashed into the boat, making it wobble just enough to give her vertigo and knock her off balance. She caught herself before she flipped over the side railing. And then she saw it.

      It looked like a brick flying straight at them; its nose tilted slightly toward the water. Her tired eyes and mind finally made sense of what she was seeing. Her heart picked up speed, and she wiped away hopeful tears as it moved closer and closer.

      If it was a hallucination, she didn't want to know. If it was a dream, she didn't want to wake up. And when the helicopter reached them, she finally believed it was over.
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        * * *

      

      She and Catfish spent two days in Port Moresby, the capital of Papua/New Guinea, in a building surrounded by men and women carrying weapons. Although he didn't enter the building, she saw one of the men through a window carrying what looked like a flame thrower.

      A pair of Australian doctors wearing HAZMAT suits checked on her every three hours, their faces friendly but stressed behind their helmets. Somewhere in the building, she'd no doubt Catfish was in a closed-off room like hers, IVs hooked up to his body while tests were run on every ounce of blood they could squeeze from his veins.

      There were no newspapers. There was no mention of what was happening in the world, no answers to her questions about PPE, Leaguer's owner, and her employer, or HAL, the Houston lab they'd sent the samples to. She hadn't expected the doctors to know anything about either company, but even if they did, she knew it was a long shot they'd tell her. They wanted her calm. They wanted her to read the romance novels they brought her. They wanted her to rest. Finally, they'd put something in her IV to make her do just that.

      On the third day of her incarceration, the doctors entered her room without their bulky suits. They told her she had recovered, and while she still had a mild concussion, she was healthy and infection-free. Catfish's ankle would require minor surgery, but his concussion symptoms were fading fast, and the bacteria causing his pneumonia had lost the battle. She'd see him the next day.

      They ushered her, against her complaints, to a private jet. Then they were in Japan. Then, they were airborne again and heading for the United States. The plane reached LA and stayed on the tarmac long enough to refuel before returning to the air. Destination? Houston, Texas.

      Upon landing at a private airport, Catfish was carried off on a stretcher while she walked on rubbery legs down the airstairs and to the tarmac. The two men who had sat near her the entire flight gestured to a black SUV.

      Another group of men rolled Catfish’s gurney to a private ambulance.

      “Hey! Where are they taking him?” she asked the large man standing before her.

      He glanced down at her and said simply, “Same place as you. But he had surgery. Needs to be monitored.”

      She shook her head. “I want to go where he’s going. I mean with him.”

      The man shook his head. “Those aren’t my orders, ma’am. My orders are to get you to your destination. Please get in the backseat.”

      Exhausted, terrified, and unsure whether or not this was a dream, Shawna opened her mouth to protest but realized there was no point. They had numbers. They had guns. She didn’t. She’d have to do what they said.

      After climbing into the SUV’s spacious backseat, she saw the partition blocking her from the windshield. She had no way to see where they were going.

      The SUV drove quickly away from the airport, found the freeway, and rumbled as it accelerated. She tried to look out the windows and figure out where she was, but they were tinted so strongly that she couldn't even make out road signs.

      Upon reaching their destination, she heard a conversation through an open window. Someone asked to see ID. Someone said "sir" a lot, and they were moving again for another five minutes.

      Through the reinforced glass, she barely heard the buzz of aircraft propellers. The SUV stopped, the doors opened, and she stepped out into bright sunlight beneath a blameless blue sky.

      Armed men escorted her into a stark concrete building. She walked through the halls while men and women in uniforms glanced at her with either mild disinterest or unease. The government had her, and she got the feeling they would never let her go.
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      She didn't want for food. They brought it at regular intervals when they weren't "debriefing" her and asking the same questions over and over again in a small, windowless room. The single mirror in the room was no doubt one-way glass, and she knew they were recording her every word, every facial expression, everything. And each time she asked a question of her interrogators, they frowned, then told her they'd give her answers. Eventually.

      Shawna used her fingernail to scrape a line in the sheetrock each time they brought her a meal. The number was seven now. Assuming they’d brought her three meals a day, that meant she'd been here for more than two days while suffering countless hours of the same questions. Now, she waited for more of the same.

      Lost in her thoughts, she barely heard the knock on the door. Shawna warily looked up at the thick, steel door, unsure if she'd heard anything. When the knock came again, she took in a deep breath. "Come in."

      The heavy door opened on silent hinges. Through the widening crack in the door, she glimpsed a man dressed in a nondescript military uniform holding an assault rifle pointed at the ceiling. When the door finished opening, a woman dressed in a white lab coat stood in the entryway. She smiled at Shawna, walked inside carrying a stool, and closed the door behind her. A bolt shot home with a loud clank.

      The woman stood there for a moment, eyes focused on Shawna's. "Hello, Ms. Sigler. I’m Dr. Shannon Moore."

      Shawna said nothing, and the woman's lips parted in a slight smile.

      Moore placed the stool on the floor in front of Shawna's bed and sat down. "I'm sure you have lots of questions. And I'll answer them in a moment."

      Shawna said a little more nothing.

      The woman sighed and folded her hands in her lap. "Do you know where you are?" When Shawna didn't reply, Moore nodded to herself. "Well, if you don't want to know about me or this place, then surely you want to know about Mr. Standlee."

      Shawna stiffened. When Moore's smile widened, Shawna felt like leaping from the bed and beating the shit out of the woman. "Stop wasting my time," Shawna said in a low rasp. "Where is he?"

      "He's safe and he's doing well," Moore said. "His ankle required another surgery, but he's had the best care possible. And his concussion has healed up nicely." Moore paused. "As has yours."

      "Where is he?" Shawna asked again.

      "In this facility," Moore said. "You'll see him later today. Tomorrow if he's not up to it."

      "After another round of interrogation?" She spat out the last word with vitriol.

      Moore blanched slightly. "There will be no more interrogations," she said. "You have told us everything we needed to know."

      Here it comes, Shawna thought. "So now what?"

      "That's the question I hoped you would ask," Moore said. Her grin was back and wider than ever. "I have an opportunity for you."

      "Opportunity," Shawna echoed. Something in the way the woman held herself sent shivers up and down Shawna's spine. "What kind of opportunity?"

      "The organism you encountered on Leaguer--"

      "Organism? You mean the goddamned monster?"

      Moore's lips clamped shut, her smile disappearing into an emotionless line. Shawna wasn't sure, but the woman appeared to be grinding her teeth. Moore sat in silence, eyes boring into Shawna's. "May I continue?" Moore asked a moment later.

      Shawna suddenly felt a little afraid of this woman. Moore’s emotions seemed to turn on a dime, making Shawna think this was the real person, not the grinning, polite woman who had walked into the room a moment ago. The rest was just a facade. "Yes," Shawna said. “Please.”

      Moore's grin reappeared as if a switch had been flipped. "Thank you. As I was saying, the organism you discovered on Leaguer made it to Houston. But you already know that."

      The barrel, Shawna thought. They'd brought up a barrel’s worth of oil from the M2 trench. She'd tested it. It had scared her. No, “scare” wasn’t the right word. More like “terrified.”

      "I put a warning in the report. I tried to⁠—“

      "Calm down," Moore said.

      Shawna stopped in mid-rant, heart thumping in her ears. Until Moore interrupted her, she hadn’t realized she'd balled up her fists or noticed the swell of anger making her face flush. She managed to regain control of her emotions and looked down at the bed. "I tried to warn them." The words tumbled out in something like a sob. "I tried."

      "I know," Moore said. Shawna looked up at the strange woman, Moore’s face a mask of empathy, eyes soft and light. "And it was ignored. I'm sorry."

      "Me too," Shawna said.

      "You did everything you could, Ms. Sigler. I hope you accept that."

      Despite Shawna’s suspicion that the woman was anything more than a cipher, the words sounded genuine. "I'll try," Shawna said.

      Moore nodded. "Do you need a moment?"

      Shawna swiped away the beginnings of a tear. "I'm fine," she said. "Go on."

      Moore paused a beat. "The sample from the barrel infected one of the chemists at HAL. The patient was taken to Ben Taub Hospital, where she died. The organism had incubated inside her, consumed her, and most of the CDC team trying to help her. Between the incidents at Leaguer, HAL, and Ben Taub, hundreds of people lost their lives. Fortunately, both HAL and Ben Taub were secured."

      "Secured," Shawna said. "Secured how?"

      "Ingenuity and hard work," Moore said, eyes twinkling. "The entities--"

      "Entities?"

      Moore's face once again went blank except for a slight twitch at the corners of her lips. "Yes," she said. "That's the preferred term for the organism in question."

      Shawna nodded, but the way Moore said it made her feel dumb. "Okay. Entities."

      The smile reappeared as though it had never left. "The entities that could not be captured were destroyed."

      Captured. Shawna felt like someone had punched her in the stomach. The air seemed too thick to breathe, and her skin bristled with gooseflesh. "You-- You--"

      Moore nodded. "We managed to recover two of the entities and have them safely contained."

      Shawna was shivering now. "There's no containment," she said in a trembling voice. "There's no way to contain that."

      "Ms. Sigler, please calm--"

      "You don't get it, do you? One of your so-called 'entities' brought down a fucking oil rig. What do you think that shit's going to do if it gets loose out here where it has all the food it could ever want?"

      Shawna's heart thumped so loudly that she wasn't sure she could have heard Moore’s reply, not that there was one. That outburst had exhausted every bit of her, and she suddenly struggled to get enough air in her lungs. Even after many days of monitored “rest,” she felt like she hadn't slept in a year.

      Moore finally raised a hand as though to stop Shawna from speaking again. "Ms. Sigler? Do you need a drink of water? Maybe a sedative?"

      Sedative? When her heart slowed slightly and she felt back in control, she said, "No. I don't need a sedative. But a glass of water wouldn't go amiss."

      Moore stared at a corner of the ceiling and nodded her head. When she turned back to face Shawna, the grin had returned. "Just a moment," she said, “and we'll take care of that. Now, may I continue?"

      Shawna didn't trust herself to speak, so she nodded instead.

      Moore laced her fingers together. "During your interviews, you mentioned the entities couldn't escape glass or metal. Correct?"

      Shawna said nothing.

      "Well, that's consistent from our observations and interviews of the other sites and survivors. But you don't look convinced," Moore said. "Why is that?"

      Shawna shrugged. "Catfish said he and JP found metal that had been weakened. Crumbled under strain."

      "Iron?"

      "No idea," Shawna said. "But that's a good guess."

      "Was Mr. Standlee certain it wasn't from rust?"

      “Dr. Moore, Leaguer was a brand new rig. It hadn't had time to rust through.”

      Moore raised a hand. "I know it was a new rig, Ms. Sigler. I'm simply asking the obvious question."

      Shawna tried not to bristle at that. Moore knew it was a stupid question, so why the hell did she ask it? "It wasn't rust," Shawna said. "The metal, the steel or iron, was brittle. And if I know your entity, it was probably shining like it was brand new."

      "That also confirms the other accounts." Moore tented her hands. "What about glass?"

      Yes, Shawna, Thomas' voice said in her mind, what about glass?

      Good question.

      "I never had the opportunity to study any glass it touched." Shawna sighed. "I didn't have the chance to run half the tests I wanted."

      Moore’s fingers played with one another in a silent rhythm. "So you're not certain it can damage glass?"

      "No," she said. "I assume its appendages could shatter or break glass, but I don't know if its—“ Shawna searched for a word and couldn't find it. "Its⁠—”

      "Essence?" Moore suggested.

      "No, but that's close." Shawna stared down at her lap. "You have to understand, it moved like liquid. It acted like liquid. Chemically, it tests like a hydrocarbon. But it dissolved nearly every substance it touched." Shawna raised her eyes back to Moore's. "In short, I couldn't hazard a guess as to what it does to glass or other materials that have tightly packed atoms."

      "So you don't think the entities can be contained?”

      "No," Shawna said. She leaned forward on the bed. "I don't. And I think anyone who does is a fool."

      Moore's cheeks tightened for an instant before relaxing back into her easy smile. "Prudent attitude," she said. "Do you consider yourself a scientist, Ms. Sigler?"

      "Of sorts," Shawna said. "Thomas used to say the difference between an engineer and a scientist is knowing what to do with the research, how to apply it, and make it into something useful. Scientists want to know. Engineers want to use. Thomas trained me to think more like an engineer."

      "You obviously liked him," Moore said. "My condolences."

      Shawna didn't realize she was on the verge of crying until she felt a single, hot tear roll down her cheek. She wiped it away absently.

      Moore's eyes had softened. "And what would Mr. Calhoun say about this?"

      Shawna let out a short bark of laughter and smiled. "He'd have said you're out of your goddamned mind for keeping that shit alive. But—“ Shawna's voice trailed off.

      "But?" Moore prodded.

      "But he would have been interested to know the results of the insanity."

      "He sounds like a pragmatist."

      "He was," Shawna said. "Also a dreamer. Passionate about his field, more so than having a regular life."

      "And you?"

      Shawna raised an eyebrow. "What about me?"

      "Are you more passionate about your field than a regular life?"

      One day, you're gonna have to make a choice, her father had said before he died. You're gonna have to choose between being a wife and mother or being a scientist because I don't think you're going to be able to do both.

      "I don't think that's relevant," Shawna said. "What's relevant is that you have at least two of these things under lock and key."

      "That's right," Moore said. "Under lock and key."

      Shawna ground her teeth as she tried to hold back an exasperated scream. "What you don't understand," she said through a clenched jaw, "is that you're not a locksmith. You don't get to put this shit in a box and expect it to stay there." Her voice rose in volume and lowered in pitch. "You're a goddamned child playing with a venomous snake! And when you least expect it, it's going to bite you in the face and leave you dying. Only difference is the rest of us die with you."

      The room echoed with her last words before falling into silence. The whoosh of air through the vents and her heartbeat were all she could hear. Moore's face was impassive, but Shawna could see the seething anger beneath the facade. No, not just anger, she thought. I think she's afraid, too.

      Finally, Moore cleared her throat. "Ms. Sigler. I came here to offer you an opportunity. I was hopeful you'd want to take advantage of it, but now I'm not so certain."

      "Opportunity," Shawna repeated. “And what opportunity might that be?”

      “To help find a way to destroy it once and for all.”

      Shawna searched Moore’s face for a moment. The woman’s hard eyes burned with passion mixed with something close to hate. Moore was no doubt capable of deceit, and something seemed wrong with her as if she teetered on the edge of madness. But Shawna saw something behind that hard stare and impassive face. Moore was serious about killing it. Shawna just wasn’t sure why.

      Putting her hands on her knees, Shawna bent forward slightly. Each whispered word had its own weight. “We. Destroyed. It. We. On Leaguer. We got ours.”

      “Of course you did, Ms. Sigler,” Moore said. “And the cost was extremely high.”

      “Goddamned right it was.”

      Moore tapped her fingers on the table as though waiting for Shawna to finish.

      Finally, Moore said, “When you have committed to the project, you’ll get much more information, but I need you to make that decision.”

      “And what is this project?”

      Moore smiled. “We’ve assembled a team of experts from the encounters at HAL and Ben Taub Hospital. The scientists from HAL will analyze the specimens. Members from the SWAT team that helped clear Ben Taub will provide security and training. Between the two teams, we hope to design weapons to control any future outbreaks.”

      “Hope,” Shawna said. “You hope to contain them. You hope to learn how to destroy them. I think you should abandon that hope and just fry the bastards right now.”

      Moore’s fingers slid across one another in her lap as if she played cat’s cradle without any string. “I understand your reservations. And if there were any other way, I’d do that right now.”

      That, Shawna thought, is a lie. Instead, she said, “You have your team. What do you need me for?”

      “The same thing we need Mr. Standlee for—your experience.”

      “Experience?”

      “Your observations,” Moore said. “Leaguer is the only encounter that isn’t fully documented. We didn’t have access to cameras to watch the entity’s progression from its initial state to whatever it became at the end.”

      “What it became was death. For everyone.”

      “I understand that,” Moore said, a hint of exasperation in her voice. “But your experience was with the ‘pure’ strain.”

      Shawna cocked an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

      Moore waved the question away. “So you can either help us study the entities, help fill in the blanks in our shared knowledge, or you can learn to live with nightmares for the rest of your life, wondering when one of the M2 creatures will pop up in your A/C vent or travel up your plumbing while you’re sitting on the toilet.”

      Shawna shivered. Even as Moore spoke, her mind traveled into a terrifying nightmare where no place was safe, no human activity was without danger of the black things appearing and eating everything they could.

      Nightmares. They’d no doubt been watching her sleep, heard her muted screams, and seen the sweat-stained sheets. Moore no doubt knew Shawna from dossiers and interviews, but Shawna wagered her time in this place had given the woman more insight than Moore would ever need.

      “And if I refuse to join up?” Shawna finally asked.

      Moore frowned. “We can’t force you or Mr. Standlee to stay or agree to help. The two of you have already filled in several remaining blanks, but there are more questions we need answered, and I think the only way to get them is to have the two of you on the team. While you compare notes with the other team members, I’m certain new information will come to light.”

      “You didn’t answer my question.”

      The impassive, stony expression returned to Moore’s face. “You’ll sign non-disclosure agreements. Those agreements will bind you to never speak of the incident, hold interviews, or provide data to anyone else on the planet regarding the incident. Your passport will be frozen for foreign travel until this project is finished, and any work you undertake will no doubt be watched very carefully.”

      Shawna considered this for a moment. She was dealing with the Feds, probably the NSA or some other alphabet agency that received its funding from those pesky blank check appropriation bills. If she didn’t join their monster project, they would monitor her for the rest of her life. Or, more likely, put a bullet in her brain pan. This woman, certainly half-mad, would have no reservations about doing it, either.

      “And if I join?”

      “Forgive me for bringing this up,” Moore said, “but you are currently unemployed. The Federal government is willing to pay you a contract worth three times your former annual salary for a mere six months of your life.”

      Well, at least there's that, Shawna thought. Six months of her life. Six months of analyzing something that could kill her and the rest of the damned world. And Judas only got 30 pieces of silver.

      "You think it'll only take six months." It wasn't a question.

      Moore shrugged. "It will take as long as it takes. If we think your services should be extended, then we'll present you with a new contract upon the expiration date."

      "Have you talked to Catfish about this yet?"

      Moore raised an eyebrow in momentary confusion and smiled. "Oh. You mean Mr. Standlee. Rather than interrupt his recovery, we decided to approach you first. If you decide to join the project, we hope you’ll have a word with him."

      "And if I decide not to join?"

      "Then I expect you'll want to give him your reasoning for that as well."

      "You're right," Shawna agreed. "I would." She stared down at the floor, her eyes attempting to look through it. "What are your plans for the end of the project?"

      "I'm not sure I understand," Moore said after a moment.

      Shawna raised her eyes back to the strange woman's face. "What are you going to do with the entities when you're finished studying them?"

      Moore's face twitched into something like a grin. "We will burn them until they no longer exist."

      Shawna nodded. "And when do you need an answer?"

      "Preferably today," Moore said, “but I can wait until the end of the week. Unfortunately, you'll have to stay in this room, unless escorted, until you make your decision. And there are portions of the facility you may not see."

      "So I'm a prisoner of paperwork."

      Moore flashed a genuine smile. "Good way to put it. Yes. Yes, you are."

      An awkward silence settled over the room. Shawna focused on her breathing as she tried to tamp down the well of self-righteous anger threatening to tear through her throat. Every fiber of her being wanted to scream, punch, rip, and find a way to destroy this place once and for all. What they were doing was too goddamned dangerous, and this woman was obviously insane.

      But showing that, now, in this room? No. She needed to hide it and keep her feelings to herself until she knew the play. There was time. There was always time.

      "Do you have any questions for me?" Moore finally asked.

      Shawna figured Moore would ask that. Shawna shook her head and stared into the woman's eyes. "I think you've said everything you will.”

      Moore cocked an eyebrow, and then her impassive face slowly transformed into a smile once again. "I hope you decide to join the project, Ms. Sigler. I'd really like to work with you."

      "Let me know when I can see Catfish."

      The woman stood from the stool, lifted it with her left hand, and turned to the door. She rapped twice, and it swung open; the soldier at the door took the stool and handed Moore a bottle of water. She thanked him and turned back to Shawna.

      "Your water is here," Moore said. Shawna stood and grasped the bottle. Moore didn't drop her grip. "Was a pleasure meeting you," she said.

      Shawna pulled harder on the bottle of water until Moore released it. Moore looked at her expectantly, but Shawna merely turned and sat back on the bed without meeting Moore’s eyes. Moore walked out of the room, closed the door, and it locked with a loud clank.

      Shawna opened the water bottle and drank half of it in one gulp. After replacing the cap, she dropped the bottle to the floor and sprawled on the bed. All the rage, the grief, everything she hadn't allowed herself to feel came out in a flood. She put her head in her hands and began to cry.

      She knew they were watching her, but she didn't care. This was her new world now, and it didn't seem to matter that she wanted to crawl into a corner and die. They were going to force her to face it. Even if it killed her.
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      Catfish opened his eyes and stared into the fluorescent lights for the thousandth time. Before coming to this place, wherever the hell it was, he didn't know a human being could be so goddamned tired.

      Between the bouts of heavy antibiotics, the painkillers for his ankle, and the endless questions a group of lab-coated assholes kept asking, he felt like just covering his head with a pillow and never opening his eyes again.

      He hadn't seen Shawna since the plane ride from Papua/New Guinea, and even then, he was so stoned on whatever they put into his IV that he was barely aware of the world around him. His only memories of the trip were her pale, concerned face and her hand holding his while he lay restrained on the stretcher, buckled in like a two-year-old, with men carrying assault rifles standing nearby.

      Now, he was in a room large enough to contain a hospital bed and all the medical equipment he could imagine, and he was still guarded by a pair of armed men standing just outside the door. He'd asked, no, begged, for a computer, a tablet, anything to keep his brain working. All requests were denied. Instead, they'd brought him a pile of books he had no interest in reading.

      This was torture. If he found out the Feds were involved in this, as they surely were, he'd sue for inhuman treatment of a prisoner. Or some shit like that.

      It was difficult to think. The painkillers made the world drift in and out, and the antibiotics they'd given him left his stomach on the verge of upchucking the meals they’d brought him.

      After living for weeks on a rig with that awesome Chef Nutchtchas filling their bellies with excellent meals every day, the stuff they brought him tasted like slop. Like military food. The more he thought about it, the more it made sense. They were probably on a military base. Where? He had no clue. Could be Guantanamo.

      That would be perfectly apt, he thought. Round up the only two people who survived a goddamned oil monster and hide them away where there are no lawyers, no due process, and no chance of escape.

      The interrogators wore white lab coats, carried cups of coffee instead of batons, and used questions as torture instead of waterboarding. Catfish lost his temper on the second day when they asked the same series of questions they'd asked the day before. The three stooges, as he'd come to think of them, had left in an exasperated huff without saying a word.

      When they showed up the next day, they used a different tactic. They started asking new questions about how he'd come up with the idea to turn his deep sea AUV into an explosive to destroy the creature below the rig. They wanted to know how it had worked and if he still had the code.

      They wanted to know about the "rust" on the metal grates. They wanted to know how light affected the creature, how it burned, and how JP became infected. And their questions made him smile because he knew, once and for all, that Shawna Sigler was alive and well and probably in the building.

      The only question now was when he'd be able to see her or if he'd be allowed to see her. They had purposely put the bed against the far wall in such a position that he couldn't see much through the constantly guarded door, but that didn't mean he hadn't heard the sounds of construction, the click of heavy boots on concrete and tile, and the occasional errant squawk of a radio. Wherever he and Shawna were, they weren't leaving unless someone allowed them to.

      He raised himself slightly, repositioned, and lay back down. His ankle itched and ached. He’d had another surgery, and his foot felt like it was full of shrapnel. Recovery time? Four to six weeks in a boot once he was cleared for it. Catfish was betting on a bullet to the head before he finished “recovery.”

      In a way, he didn't blame them. Thomas had been right. If the world found out goddamned oil monsters were hiding in the ocean, there'd be panic, chaos, and a brief downturn in global civilization. "But at least maybe we'd get green energy," he muttered with a pained smile.

      "Green energy?"

      The voice startled him into rigidity, which in turn made his ankle scream with pain. Wincing, he turned his head to see the newcomer.

      She stood holding a clipboard to her chest. Even dressed like all the other doctors before her, he could tell she was different. The newcomer's eyes shined with both curiosity and confidence, which put his guard up. This was a predator.

      "Who are you?" His voice, unused since the previous day, was a gravelly croak.

      Her slight smile grew, and she walked fully into the room. She stood at the foot of the bed to keep him from craning his neck or looking sideways. “Hello, Mr. Standlee. I'm Dr. Shannon Moore."

      "No," he said while pointing at her. "Who are you?"

      Moore cocked an eyebrow. "What do you mean?"

      Catfish fought the frustrated sigh burning in his chest. "Those other idiots? They're just drones. Idiots asking me the same idiot questions over and over again. But I can already tell you're different."

      "How so?"

      He glared at her. "You look like you're in charge. You don't have that academic bullshit air." He nodded to himself. "You're in charge of them."

      She pulled a chair from the wall and moved it catty-corner to the foot of the bed. He didn't have to turn his head to keep his eyes on her. "That's very astute, Mr. Standlee."

      "Knew it," he mumbled. "So, I'll ask again. Who. Are. You?"

      Moore placed the clipboard in her lap and raised her hands to encompass the room. "All this? All that out there? I'm in charge of it all."

      "Good," Catfish said. "That means you can tell me when I'm getting out of this fucking place."

      "Indeed, I can," she said. "And I think our discussion today will answer that question."

      "Joy," Catfish said. "In a coffin or in chains?"

      Her left eyebrow seemed to jump. "Excuse me?"

      "Look, lady. You guys brought me and Shawna here all the way from the other side of the goddamned world. You people quarantined us, gave us medical attention, guarded us, and instead of sitting in a hospital, we're here at some black site?"

      "Black site," she said and shook her head. "We don't call it that."

      "Whatever. I'll bet no one else in the world knows where we are. Sure as shit, not PPE."

      "You are correct, Mr. Standlee. Your employer has no idea where you are. To be honest, they probably wouldn't care either. After all, all hands were lost on Leaguer."

      He blinked at her. "Shit. We're listed as lost at sea?"

      She nodded. "Yes. All hands."

      "Nice. So, since we don't really exist anymore, what the hell are you planning on doing with us?"

      "As I said, Mr. Standlee, our discussions here in the next few minutes should make that clear."

      He let the words sink in. He'd heard that tone before. Cops, lawyers, shit, even his damned girlfriends had said something like that before. Moore was about to offer him a carrot, and then would come the stick.

      "Then let's get to it," he finally said.

      “I believe you already know why you are here."

      Catfish rolled his eyes. "Obviously. Your minions have asked me so many questions about what happened on Leaguer, there's no way I couldn't." He raised himself on his elbows. "And how the hell did you guys find out anything about the monster in the first place?"

      She waved away the question. "That will become clear in time. For now, let's just say we have audio, video, text, and all sorts of other evidence. We know what ultimately happened, but not all the details. That's why you are here. That is why my minions, as you call them, have asked all those questions."

      He touched the controls on the bed and raised it a few inches. He didn't need to change position, but he wanted to see if he could slow her down and make her give away something in her body language. Stalling and seeming not to listen were ways to do that. Just keep talking, he thought.

      "And?"

      "And," she continued, "you have given us most of what we were looking for. Between you and Shawna--"

      "Ah, so she is here."

      Moore's easy smile disintegrated into a frown just short of a snarl. "May I continue?"

      Catfish grinned and gestured for her to do so. Her laser beam glare only served to widen his smile.

      "As I said, we have gathered an enormous amount of additional intelligence between the two of you. And since your information was so valuable, I'm here to offer you a job."

      Catfish's grin melted into confusion, his eyebrows arching like frightened caterpillars. "A job?"

      She clasped her hands together in her lap again. He stared at her fingers, looking for signs of fidgeting. Nothing. She was cold as granite and just as transparent.

      "I believe you are currently unemployed."

      "Why? We had a contract with PPE and--"

      "PPE no longer exists."

      "What? What do you mean?"

      Her lips twitched into the ghost of a smile. "PPE is currently in Chapter 7. All assets to be liquidated after their stock crashed and all the bills came due. At least that's what the press releases say.”

      "Holy shit," Catfish said. "Why the hell would you do that?

      "It doesn't matter," she said. "As far as the world is concerned, it's the truth."

      "NSA?"

      She frowned. "Excuse me?"

      "Which fucking Federal alphabet agency are you with?"

      "Mr. Standlee, you have dropped several f-bombs during this conversation. Are they really necessary?"

      "Fuck, yes."

      Moore pursed her lips. "Your profile said you'd be stubborn. Childish even."

      "Good profile," Catfish said. "Then you know how I react to bullshit."

      "Yes, yes, I do."

      "So why are you still jerking me off?"

      "Fine." She rose from the chair and sidled closer to him like a spider. With her face a mere half meter from his, she spoke in a low, even tone with a cannibal’s smile.

      "We want to pay you to work here. If you can behave yourself, it'll be thrice what your PPE contract was worth. Regardless of whether you agree, you'll be forced to sign a binding non-disclosure agreement that the US government will vigorously enforce. Your life will be monitored 24 hours a day, and you'll be placed on a no-fly list anytime I fucking feel like it."

      The f-bomb exploded from her mouth with a spray of saliva. She moved back from him, her eyes laughing at the expression on his face. "Am I still jerking you off?"

      He shook his head. "No, you're not."

      “So, that's the deal. You work here, help us develop new equipment, and you’ll be paid a ridiculous sum for six months of your time.”

      "New equipment?"

      "Yes. Weapons, if you like. In case one of those things decides to come knocking on our door again."

      "Again? Lady, that thing was in ten thousand meters of water. I don't think it's much of a threat here."

      "Except for the sample."

      Catfish opened his mouth to reply and stopped. The barrel. Shit, he'd forgotten all about the goddamned barrel. "Yeah, except for that."

      "And that's the problem," she said. "You know something happened at HAL. You just don't know what or how bad it was.”

      He nodded. They'd gotten that news on Leaguer before the end. Despite the one-way satellite blackout, he'd still brought back communications on the rig, even if they had been limited.

      "I know it got loose. Didn’t you guys destroy it?"

      She smiled. "Yes, and no. You'll hear and see all the gory details once you agree to the contract. But, I can reveal one fact to you now."

      "And what's that?"

      The smile grew. Those hard eyes held a manic gleam. "We have a specimen for study."

      Catfish flinched and then grimaced. His ankle reminded him why he was in bed and that startled movements were not a good idea. "Specimen?"

      "Two, actually."

      "Fuck," he said softly. "You have to be kidding me."

      She shook her head. "No. I'm not."

      "Where the hell are they? They're not here?"

      "That is a question I won't answer until you sign the contract. Otherwise, I can't give you any more information."

      "Those things will get out. They'll kill everyone."

      "Oh, I am quite aware of what they're capable of,” Moore said.

      "Then why the fuck haven't you set them on fire?” Catfish asked. “Burn them up with napalm or magnesium. Why the hell are you keeping them?"

      She sighed and stepped back from him. "Because there may be others hiding in the ocean. Or perhaps trapped in some yet-to-be-tapped well in Saudi Arabia or any one of a dozen other countries."

      "Goddamn," he said. He broke his stare with her and flicked his eyes to the ceiling. He tried to imagine ARAMCO bringing up a gusher of black, oily death. At best, it'd happen during the day, and the shit would just explode. At worst? It would crawl out of the ground and eat everything. He fought a giggle, trying to imagine the shit feasting on sand. The humorous thought disappeared. "Or Russia."

      "Or Russia," she agreed. "Or Texas, or anywhere in North America where we're drilling, fracking, digging sewers, creating roads, or whatever else."

      "Christ."

      "That's why we want weapons," she said. "And to study them, know how to kill them. And you can help with that. Think of it as your patriotic duty."

      He harrumphed. "The Federal government can kiss my ass."

      "I didn't mean to them, Mr. Standlee. I meant as a citizen of the world."

      He laughed. "That was cheesy. Going to tell me it's my duty as a human, too?"

      "If that'll help."

      Catfish lowered his head, eyes looking past her. "Weapons. Study. Analysis. You want me to work on how to kill these things?"

      She nodded. "That's what I said."

      "And have you asked Shawna?"

      "Yes."

      "And what did she say?"

      He watched the woman's eyes and body language, looking for a hint of a coming lie or indecision of what to say. He saw none.

      "Ms. Sigler would like to see you before she makes any decision."

      Catfish smiled. "I'm not surprised."

      "You’ll require additional physical therapy for your ankle. If you stay with us, you'll continue getting the best medical care available. Free, of course."

      "Free." He uttered a short bark of laughter and gestured to the world beyond the walls of his room. "None of this is free, lady. All us taxpayers are already paying for it."

      Moore slowly nodded. "At least it's going for something productive."

      Catfish said nothing.

      She stood from the chair, pushed it back against the wall, and smiled at him. "It was nice talking to you. I'll need an answer by the end of the week."

      Catfish waved at her but didn't speak. Moore turned and knocked on the door. He heard a beep followed by the click of a deadbolt retracting. The door opened, Moore stepped through, and it closed behind her on silent hinges.
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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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