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        The Zombiology World… So far

      

      

      The Reset

      A zombie apocalypse is here, but figuring out how to survive in the immediate aftermath is only the first step.

      Elaine is just an ordinary woman, but when the apocalypse occurs, she must find a way to survive in an increasingly hostile world. Enter Liam, the policeman who saves her at their first meeting and provides assistance as they try to cope with the zombie outbreak brought about by an unknown infection that’s spreading out of control.

      Together they form a community, trying to save as many lives as they can, a place where people can be safe. Even in the throes of disaster though, emotions creep up, taking both of them by surprise. Who knows? They might just get their happy ever after…if they can survive.

      

      I Dream of Zombies

      After the apocalypse the world was a different place. Those who survived did so by wits, strength and by banding together. 

      Julia is a soldier—not by choice but circumstance in a world where taking up arms is a necessity. She’s buried the softer parts of herself including her heart.

      Leroy on the other hand is a warrior. An ex-soldier who has to come to terms with what he hides and a loner by choice. 

      Now they have a mission—retrieve those missing from Camp Queanbeyan. Survival is just the first step on a rocky road toward redemption and there’s no guarantee of success.

      

      Six Million Dollar Zombie

      What do you get in the middle of a zombie apocalypse when you mix Canberra, a Priest and Kindergarten teacher?

      Sparks. Lots of red-hot sparks of passion.

      Dove may be a priest, but he’s also a man and he’s been alone for a long time. Rescuing Leonie by the side of the road is just the first step on a journey no one expected to love.

      Leonie is running. Her family is gone, the zombies are chasing her, and she’s rescued by a priest on a motorbike and taken to a community which welcomes her.

      Life should only get better, but the forces who began the apocalypse are building an army of mutated, super-strong zombies. They plan to overtake everything those in the communities have built.

      Times are only going to get tougher until they can defeat those with no interest in survival.

      

      Make Room For Zombies

      The Zombie Invasion—a failed government experiment—continues to spread…

      When Adrienne makes the decision to pack up her infant twins, Leanne and Fiona, and make for an island, she has no idea just how much her life will change. The young widowed mother of two-month-old twins can’t stay where she’s been, because they’re demanding more than she can give. They need her to be a warrior—something she isn’t. The only option is to run to the idyllic island off the coast of Queensland.

      The island might be cut off from the mainland with just one fortified bridge, but Jack knows it won’t take much for the zombies to invade. With a half baked plan to blow up the bridge and the self-proclaimed mayor missing in action, he doesn’t really need more responsibility.

      That is until he meets Addie and the babies. Now, he’s got so much more at stake than just the islanders protection. He’s got a ready made family, if they can just survive the next few weeks.

      Only time will tell, especially when zombies are involved.
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          CHAPTER 1

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Julia

      

      

      Every bone ached. Every. Single. One.

      The narrow bunk in my quarters cradled me with a squeak and a groan as I settled. I sighed and let my body relax as I tugged the single blanket over me.

      Closing my eyes was always a trial as the memories I worked hard to keep at bay flooded my mind.

      Blood. Screams. Reaching, grasping fingers.

      Always the same.

      I lay there and concentrated on sunshine, but within minutes I began to toss and turn. At one point I even tried counting sheep. As usual, nothing worked, and after a long while I clambered off the cot and rose.

      My boots waited just over the edge, and I tugged them on.

      Giving a heartfelt sigh, I headed for the door. The one clean shirt hanging on a peg was disregarded. After all, there was no need to dress up to be in public.

      “Everyone looks the same these days,” I muttered.

      I wrenched the door open and made my way down the long, industrial-green hallway toward the mess area.

      Echoes of voices wafted on the air as I hurried toward the benchtop that held large carafes of water.

      I poured a drink and scanned the information board. I checked the news written in cramped handwriting on the paper hanging there, dated this morning.

      Specialist Team Required. Northlands region. Six to eight well-trained personnel to undertake extraction and retrieval. Enquire at Control Office from 0700 today.

      Huh. I wonder who’s there and why they need extraction?

      Intrigued, I swiveled and craned my head, seeking others I knew and could trust for intel.

      No one in these times would willingly take on a mission without knowing who and what they were facing. And given some of the ones currently here at the hospital camp, I needed to be picky if I wanted to survive.

      Casey, a fellow female guard, stood at the long, metal benchtop, stirring the meal currently on offer. We all took turns assisting in the kitchen, clean up, and even burial details. I was one who couldn’t cook, so they insisted I wash up, serve, or collect the dirty plates. It suited me to perfection though. Casey was more a hands-on kind of girl and had taken to the whole ‘everyone mucks in’ well and was taking lessons on basic cooking.

      Since the onset of the plague—as we called it—no one worked regular hours. Those who’d survived and made their way to the various encampments were grateful for human company, food, and a secure roof over their head. Canberra alone had at least a dozen camps that I knew of. The most successful one was in an area far removed from here. I’d seen some pictures and talked to those from there but hadn’t ever had the opportunity to meet up with the leaders, Liam and Elaine.

      Our own camp was at least reasonably self-sufficient. In the early days, those who could travel and had farm animals and growing skills were highly sought after. They didn’t take on guard duties either, their contribution deemed far too valuable for that.

      Then there were the few with families, not that many of them had survived. They’d been sequestered to high-security areas in the middle of the camps, and the level of security clearance needed to get to those areas was deemed above my paygrade. At least that was the case here in Queanbeyan.

      From day to day and week to week I rarely saw a child now.

      The memory of my little sister dropped into my mind, and I swallowed hard. The loss that permeated every time I thought of her and my mother never seemed any less painful. My stepfather, Allan, had survived. To this day the acid burn of anger roiled in my gut, because my mind said it was wrong that he’d come out alive, yet my entire family was gone.

      Allan had left the camp well over a month ago and hadn’t returned. I didn’t know where he’d gone—it wasn’t like communication between us was a thing—but the fact that he’d left without even saying goodbye spoke volumes to me about our relationship.

      He’d abandoned his wife and daughter to the tender mercies of...

      “Forget it. Time’s passed.” But the bitterness in my voice never abated when I had this argument with myself.

      I marched swiftly in Casey’s direction.

      “Hey. What’s that?” I inspected the thick, gray mass she kept moving in the pot.

      “Oatmeal.”

      It didn’t look like anything I’d ever eaten before. No chunks of oat or creamy, white consistency here. I tugged my gaze away. “Know anything about the retrieval mission?”

      She cocked an eyebrow. “Maybe.”

      Casey wasn’t a woman of many words, but her shrewd blue gaze was likely weighing up whether I was going to see the camp commander. “And?”

      “I don’t know a lot. Someone who once held a senior position in the government went out on a mission and got stuck. Needs an urgent extraction along with some survivors. That’s it.”

      “Hmm. It says Northlands.”

      “You’re from that way, aren’t you, J?”

      I nodded absently. I usually avoided Northland missions, but maybe this was what I needed to clear the remnants of grief from my mind.

      “Gonna put your name down?”

      I shrugged. It didn’t pay to do much more than that, otherwise it would be around the base quicker than the blink of an eye.
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        Leroy

        0700

      

      

      The clock ticked over the hour, and I blinked once, twice. Just checking in case my tired eyes read it wrong. Since I’d seen the notice on the board, I’d been waiting for the time to click by. Slowly. Right now, my backside felt numb as I swilled the last of the coffee in the mug in my hands. It was rough and black. I doubted I’d ever get used to that.

      I’d only been at this base for a handful of days. Hanging around one base or another meant making acquaintances, and often that led to friendship. More than once, it had also led to connecting with other humans who died, and I wasn’t going to make that mistake again.

      These days my best and only friends were the gun in my holster and the rifle I carried. I placed the rifle beside me with an audible sound. Clunk.

      I pushed the mug back and rose, the leather of my fingerless gloves rubbing at the webbing between my fingers as I stretched them out and back again.

      “Finished?” the shrewd woman who’d been making the coffee—Casey I think she called herself—asked.

      “Yeah.” I attempted to avoid her gaze while I scanned the room filled with the misfits and detritus of humanity. “Where’s the Control Office?”

      She sniffed and indicated the hallway to the left.

      “Thanks,” I flung over my shoulder as I marched in that direction.

      Team patrols might be the norm, though my experience was that this was an unusual request. Extraction. That hinted of enemy engagement, which was about the high point of my life. Not that I expected my life would be long.

      It was all there was now to look forward to, wasn’t it, though?

      I smiled thinly.

      Before the door sat several chairs. All of them full. Against the wall lounged a group of people. It seemed that the notice had brought out a range of interested people—among them, me. I sauntered over and rested my hip on the concrete wall, acting nonchalantly, and let the rifle settle on my shoulder as I summed up those waiting.

      Three men, weary looking with a droop to their mouth. Likely veterans dismayed at the turn their lives had taken.

      Two women huddled together, not talking but obviously comfortable with each other. One had tightly bound, red-gold hair, maybe late twenties, and high cheekbones. The other one was older and appeared to be well-seasoned. Both of them looked at me briefly before turning back to face the wall. The others were a motley assortment of younger men and women of various ages and physiques, but these ones captured my interest.

      Most of the younger men were brawny with close-shaven hair. They all wore similar clothing: the ubiquitous camouflage which had become the norm after the spread of the virus, or plague as many called it.

      Before I could engage any in conversation, the door opened and an older man, clearly with a military background, if his bearing and air were anything to go by, invited us inside.

      He grunted as the last of us entered the room, then he shut the door forcefully and turned to us.

      “Interesting crew. Matthews, Jones, and Forster, you’re not going to be completing this mission.”

      The three elder men, the ones I’d tagged as vets, opened their mouths, but the man in charge raised a hand.

      “I need you here, training the youngsters who are almost ready to hunt.”

      They muttered but took seats at the back of the room, the skin around their mouths tightening. Clearly they felt their usefulness in the field would be a better use of their skills.

      “Madderns, you’re needed here too. I need you to work with the younger girls. They need immediate training in self-defense. The older boys are getting restless, and there’s too much interest in the girls right now for me to dismiss the growing problems there.”

      The older woman gave a curt nod and moved to the seats at the back of the room.

      “Now, I know most of you, except...” The look he shot in my direction should have sent my spine tingling with alarm, but instead I raised my chin and eyed him off.

      “I’m Leroy.”

      “And you’re new here, aren’t you, son?”

      Hmm. A hard-ass wannabe military type. “Yes, sir. I’ve been moving between bases from Townsville through to here. I arrived in Queanbeyan five days ago, and I’m looking for a place on your team.”

      His eyes narrowed on me, as if trying to read my reasoning.

      “You need to earn your place. I need six to eight well-seasoned people. Anyone at your previous posts able to vouch for you?”

      “Sure. I can give you some names.” I named the previous five base commanders I’d stayed with. Any would tell him that I’d earned the right to call myself a slayer. It was a term I carried with pride and had inked into a bicep.

      “Fine. If what you tell me is backed up by them, then you’re on the team.”

      He turned away and made a notation on his electronic pad before turning back to us. He picked out those that obviously met his needs, and the others slouched, accepting their dismissal with ill grace.

      “I want you to meet back here at 0700 tomorrow. You’ll need to prepare to be on the road for a minimum of seven to ten days to complete this mission. I’ll update you in the morning on the details. You’re dismissed.”

      The six of us who’d been successful looked at each other. This wasn’t like any team prep I’d ever attended, and judging by the surprised looks on their faces, they were unused to this type of organization too.

      I scratched my chin, the stubble catching on my fingers. “Sir, can you tell us—”

      “Not now, Leroy. Tomorrow. 0700.”

      Dismissed, we filed out of the office.

      I waited until the door was closed then turned and addressed the others. “I’ve never—” The single woman of the group shook her head. “Not here. Not now. Meet in the mess hall at 1500 hours, and we’ll discuss it then.”

      The others grunted assent, and I wondered at this woman who exuded leadership so easily for a young person.

      Then she turned and left us there.

      I was also intrigued, perplexed that no one voiced any dissent. Strong women. I smiled.

      They either made the team work or were quickly replaced.

      With that I turned and headed to the bunkroom I’d been assigned.
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        Julia

      

      

      I wondered who he was. Where he had come from.

      He had that angry ‘I just want to kill someone’ look about him. I’d seen it dozens of times. I’d also seen the result that came with the loss of care and attention when someone was set on killing. Every time it had come at the cost of someone else’s life.

      The need to question the commander rose, but I swallowed it, intent on learning more about this person before I spoke. So as the others trailed Leroy to his assigned bunkroom, I watched and waited from the corner where I hid.

      He didn’t speak. There was no acknowledgement that he knew anyone was there, and that sent a chill tickling my spine uncomfortably. Over the last few months, I’d come to rely on those senses. They’d kept me alive in a lot of bad situations.

      I made up my mind, stepped out from where I hid, and followed the unknown man to room 205.

      He stopped then turned to me. “What?” One single, tersely spoken word.

      I knew all the others in this new team. They were all good fighters, but none of them had leadership potential. I sighed. “Before we head out with you, we need to know who you are. Your history. The motivation for stopping here at Camp Queanbeyan.”

      He cocked his head and stared at me.

      I think it was supposed to make me cower. There wasn’t much anymore that did though. Not after all I’d seen, done, and been through.

      “Why?”

      “Because if you join us, our lives could very well be in your hands. We’ll meet you in the mess hall at 1500 to talk. Be there or expect us to block your membership of the team with the commander.”

      On that note, I spun and strode away. He was watching me though; I felt it. The heat at the back of my neck. Don’t turn around.

      I headed for Commander Dean’s office. I had questions and the seniority to demand answers. Two sharp raps and the door opened.

      The commander peered around the corner of it. “You took longer than I expected.” The door slid open wider, and I pushed inside.

      “Sir, I have some concerns—”

      “I thought you might.” He frowned. “I’ve made some calls. He’s good. Very good. A qualified sharpshooter and an asset to your team.”

      Sharpshooter. We didn’t have one anymore, not since Jen... I shied away from the thought. Thinking about Jen didn’t help the situation.

      “He might be the best shot in the world, but he has attitudinal issues.” I wasn’t going to pussyfoot around. Right now I needed to state my case and get his decision.

      The commander stared at me. “We can’t afford to be choosy these days. If we did, none of us would make the cut.”

      The gentleness of his words couldn’t disguise the sting of truth. Those words didn’t assuage the pit that opened in my belly. I had seniority, sure, but I also had responsibilities. A lot of my team members had families in the secure zone. They had kids and partners. Someone waiting for them. I took their concerns and lives seriously.

      “You want me to place the lives of my team in his hands.” My lips firmed, while I balled my hands into fists.

      “Yes and no. I want you to be sure before you head out. I want you to lead the team and complete the extraction. It’s imperative we get our operative back here in one piece.”

      I frowned over his word choice. “Operative?”

      The commander slumped into his chair, his fingers tunneling through his salt-and-pepper hair. “Yeah, about that...”

      He waved to the seat before the desk, and I dropped into it, staring at the man I thought had told me everything. After all, wasn’t I the best team leader and tactician here?

      “This mission is sensitive.”

      I considered his words. “So why didn’t you come to me to pick a team?”

      He winced, and I leaned forward.

      “Because of Allan.”

      That was akin to a fist in the stomach. Allan. My stepfather and number one weasel. The bastard worked for the government and was too busy to go home to save my mother and sister. Acid ate at my gut. “Allan?”

      “Yeah. He’s been—”

      “No.” Dammit, I didn’t want to know what happened to him. After all, he’d gone off and left my mother and sister to the tender mercies of...

      “J, I need you on this.”

      I wrenched myself out of the chair and stalked to the door. “I don’t want—”

      “Dammit, Julia. There’s more to this than meets the eye, and trust me, you’re going to want to be in on this one.”

      I wrapped my fingers around the door handle.

      “I can make it an order if you prefer, Julia. You need to lead this team. For everyone’s sake.”

      I closed my eyes at his tone of command. “Please...”

      “Julia?”

      I gave a nod. I understood exactly what he was asking. I didn’t like it. “I really don’t want—”

      “Julia. I won’t say it again.”

      “You don’t have to, sir. I understand.” I did, although I didn’t have to like it. I needed to be a professional and shove the knowledge of that no-good creep from my mind. I had a team, and they relied on me.

      “Good.”

      
        
        Leroy

        1500

      

      

      The woman the others called J was sitting at the table. In between terse answers to her team, she shot me hostile looks, and the rest of those assembled were sharing unsettled glances between themselves. If their actions were anything to go by, this wasn’t the norm. She was the clearly established leader here and the one I needed to work with; otherwise it would be impossible to fulfill the role I’d agreed to play.

      If she couldn’t accept me, I’d need to move on, but I needed to replenish my stocks, which had become perilously low. It was an unwritten rule that in order to request provisions, you had to offer some kind of service, and this was the kind of thing I was best at. Killing and vermin eradication.

      I wriggled my butt in the vinyl booth, holding the mug between my hands. Before the virus this had been a major hospital for the region, and the existing resources had been repurposed.

      “So, Leroy. What’s your story?”

      I didn’t pretend to misunderstand her. I placed the mug on the scarred tabletop. “It’s true that I’m itinerant. I don’t like to stay in any one place too long. I’d rather do a month or two then move along.”

      The smile she shot at me didn’t warm the ice in her gaze. “So you don’t stay anywhere long enough to fit in. Yet I’ve been informed you’re an ace sharpshooter with wicked skills and now you’re to join our team.”

      Ahh, we were getting to the crux of the matter. She didn’t want me to make a bad decision that would affect any of the members of the group. “Look. I’ve seen enough blood and zombies to fill a sea. I’m not looking to short-change anyone. I’m good at what I do and don’t intend to see anyone in the group left behind.”

      “But when the chips are down—”

      I’d heard this argument before too. “I don’t leave people behind. If necessary, I ensure they won’t reanimate.”

      Now the others at the table shifted uncomfortably.

      The man nearest me cleared his throat. “You’ve done that before?”

      “Yeah. A time or two.” At the general sound of concern, I settled on a conciliatory tone.

      “I don’t know anything about you.” I pointed at the unknown woman. “I might have concerns of my own.” I didn’t, but she exuded such an air of disapproval that the words just slipped out.

      “What?” The woman—J—surged up, her face a mask of anger.

      This wasn’t going well. I grunted, “Look, I don’t know your name, how many zombies you’ve faced, or how long you’ve led this team. I don’t know anything about you, yet you question me like I’m some kind of ‘innocent’.” Yeah, I couldn’t resist the air quotes, and she loosed a strangled noise that I knew meant I’d jerked her chain, just a little. “You want to know about me? Well, turnabout’s fair play.”

      The fury in her eyes flashed to a hot, heated emotion, which if I’d had to name it was in the region of hatred. Waves of rage licked at me, rolling off her like a tangible, scorching tsunami.

      “Fine. The team calls me J. I’ve been leading them for just under a year, and yes, I’ve killed a lot of zombies. I couldn’t count them.”

      “Great, J. Would you introduce me to the rest of your team?” I kept my voice mild. I really didn’t want to needle her further, and clearly, she needed time to back down off the flare of temper she’d been surfing.

      “This is Reg. He’s married with two surviving children.” She patted the hand of the man who’d held her back. “Dove here was a priest, and he’s an awesome lookout and medic.”

      Dove was the close-cropped, dark-haired guy sitting closest to her. I wondered briefly about his name but knew now wasn’t the time to ask.

      “Van joined us when the train he was on was attacked. He lost his sister, mother, and brother that day.” She pointed to the Eurasian guy who nodded. “Jack, who’s sitting beside you, was in the army. He’s our grunt and a damned fine tactician. He prefers the Steyr rifle.”

      “It’s a hangover from my military days.” Jack held out a hand, his pale blue eyes searching my face before giving the first genuine smile I’d received since arriving at Camp Queanbeyan.

      “Hi.” I gave him a small grin before turning back to J. “What’s your story?”

      Her lips thinned as tiny, white brackets appeared. “I don’t have one.” Now she rose. “We meet in the commander’s office tomorrow at 0700. I have some details on the mission, but it’s best to hear it and the rest of the intel from the commander.”

      With that the woman stalked from the room while I sat there, wondering how I could feel battered from such a short encounter.

      “J has some issues. She lost most of her family in odd circumstances.” Dove shrugged and pushed away from the table. “This isn’t the way she normally is. She’s good at her job, and a fair leader, willing to give everyone a chance. Just give her a go, okay?” He spoke quietly, every word measured, then turned and walked slowly away from the table.

      Dove’s words made me frown. If she was acting out of the norm, that might not bode well for whatever mission we were about to embark on. Given she had an issue with me at first sight, it was clear I needed to work with the others, to have them accept me.

      “Okay, so what do we do while we wait?”

      Jack grinned at me. “Do you play poker?”
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        Julia

      

      

      At 0700 I waited outside the commander’s door. I’d let my personal anger get in the way of my instincts in front of my team. There was something about Leroy that got under my skin. There was a niggle about him. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I knew I needed to let it wash away for everyone’s benefit.

      As the team assembled around me, I wondered how I could best get Leroy by himself so I could somehow approach the fact that I’d acted inappropriately. I didn’t like having to own up, but if I let it continue, it would fester and affect everyone. If this mission was half as dangerous as any we’d recently undertaken, we’d need our wits about us just to stay alive. I’d already lost far too many good people in the last three months.

      As the door opened, we all stood then filed into the small room.

      I scanned the room, but the chairs that had sat against the walls were missing. In the center was an old card table. Rickety as they always seemed to be. Rolled up on top was a map. We gathered around it as the commander took position, unfurled the parchment, and weighed it down.

      “Your mission is to extract five survivors. One is Allan Anterrum, and two are civilians. Their identity is unknown. The other two have been assisting Anterrum at that location. We received a communiqué that leads us to believe the information they’ve obtained might assist in halting the virus from mutating further. Personally, and totally off the record, my early information suggested that researchers were working on a vaccine to inoculate the masses.”

      “Like a child’s vaccine?” Van leaned forward hopefully.

      “Yes, but even if that were to exist, I don’t believe it can undo the damage, Van. It can’t be used to save family members who’ve already succumbed, because we’ve seen the reality, that these individuals’ brains are in a state of decay that cannot be halted. And there is no way to reverse the damage.”

      The commander cleared his throat, and for a moment a flash of pain lanced me. I too had hoped, for the tiniest of an instant, for a cure. Perhaps then, if I could find my mother and sister—

      Van exhaled, the sound echoing in the silence. A look at his face, the bleached white and wide eyes, showed just how totally he was devastated at this pronouncement. I understood that myself, along with the majority of my crew.

      “This is a top-priority mission. Any and all resources required will be extended to the team.”

      I gnawed on my lip. If what the commander was saying was correct, why was this mission being kept secret?

      “Sir? Why the secrecy then? Why not throw everything at it?” Leroy asked the question before I could, and I felt a grudging respect for the man.

      “This information is volatile. There are those who don’t want it made public. To do so would lead to...”

      We leaned forward. This mission was taking on the stench of week-old prawns. “Sir?” I prompted the commander in the growing silence.

      “People have already been killed to keep this information secret. There were machinations in the government before the outbreak.”

      I straightened. “What do you mean?” There was clearly more to this mission than Allan and secrets. I needed to know everything before I took my team out there. Knowledge was power, and I’d need every possible drop of intel so we had a fighting chance.

      “In the days before everything happened, I got wind of a covert mission, the direction from high up in government. That they’d accessed some new weapon and were using unsuspecting soldiers to spread it. One that did things to people. Turned them into mindless killing machines. By the time I got around to checking things out, it was too late. The illness had spread. From there it went downhill rapidly. We’ve been working in crisis mode until now. Some months ago, Allan approached me. Told me the little he knew before the outbreak.”

      The vicious acid in my stomach roiled once more, as it always did when Allan, and what he knew, came to the fore.

      “Allan had contacts. He left to investigate, but as you know, that was months ago. We presumed him lost until we received contact two days ago.”
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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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