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      “Be glad you're born, and not grown in the lab.”

      The cane whistled through air and smashed the clone across the shoulder. The blue clone whimpered as he fell to a knee, his mouth a grim, closed line.

      I whimpered with him, my game on the veranda forgotten.

      The cane drew back.

      I began to cry and put my arm out as if to block the blow, as the cane came down again.

      Thud! and the clone grunted at the pain.

      My wet-nurse put her arm around my waist to stop me from running to him. My hands out, I pushed against her with all my strength to keep the cane from striking again.

      Thud! and the clone gasped aloud.

      I gasped with him and found myself in the air. My wet-nurse was taking me into the house. I climbed halfway over her shoulder as the cane descended again.

      Thud! and the clone cried out at the pain.

      She caught me before I fell and cradled me, trying to soothe me. She got me through the door and into the house as I squirmed to escape her grasp.

      Thud, but duller this time, the clone's yelp muted.

      She took me farther into the house, calling for my mother and trying to comfort me.

      Thud, but now remote, the wail like that of a distant, wounded animal.

      Mother took me from the wet-nurse clone and folded me into her arms, murmuring over and over that generations-old admonition:

      “Be glad you're born, and not grown in the lab.”
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      Labgrown. Savior. Symbiont. Martyr.

      I hadn't wanted any of those roles, and soon, I'd be rid of them all.

      They laid me on a gurney, the steel hard and cold against my back.

      To one side stood Lozano Lisbon, my nemesis, sneering in triumph. To the other stood James Thompson, my ally, his brow drawn together.

      But the person most important to me, my father, Governor Constantine Strange, hadn't come. How could he be absent at his daughter's execution? In truth, given what I'd put him through, how could he be present? His only daughter, Allison Strange, betraying everything he stood for.

      Only Lisbon and Thompson had been allowed into the recycling chamber with me.

      Ignoring Lisbon, I looked at Lord James.

      “Any requests, Lady Allison?” he asked.

      “Get this cretin out of here,” I said, indicating Lisbon with a flick of my eyes. “And give Karen my love.”

      James August Thompson nodded, a tear trickling down his cheek.

      “Lords, clear the floor, please,” the recycling technician said, stepping from a door.

      “I want to witness!” Lisbon said.

      “Lord, may I ask your name?”

      “Lozano Lisbon, the Sixth, Esquire, Minister of the Economy, Mayor of Seville,” he drawled.

      “Gladborn be, Lord Minister Lisbon. My name is Timothy Poindexter. I'm the lead reclamation technician. You see that donut?”

      None of us could've missed it. The gigantic half-donut of reflective steel dominated the dome-shaped room. My head was pointed toward the donut hole.

      “This gurney will be rolled into the center of the donut. Under that housing are the generators for the forty lasers that will cut through the body at the same time.” Poindexter turned and pointed up at the second level. “Do you see those windows, Lord Lisbon?”

      The bank of windows above and behind us was less noticeable. Our group had entered from underneath the windows. I'd seen them only when they'd laid me upon the gurney. If I looked toward my feet, I could see the upper edge of the tinted glass.

      “Heavily-tinted, so the observers aren't blinded by what seeps from the sealed tunnel.”

      “You mean I won't see the clone being cut up by the lasers?” Lisbon asked. “How will I know the clone's been recycled? I demand proof!”

      “The body can be wheeled back out after the procedure is over, Lord Minister. That's all the proof I can offer, short of your joining the clone in the tunnel.”

      Lord James smirked. “He can bring you another gurney if you like, Lisbon.”

      “Thompson needs one, if I'm not mistaken,” Lisbon said, striding toward the stairs.

      I pulled Lord James close, wishing Father were here. “Tell Father I love him,” I whispered, “and tell him this is how it needs to be.”

      Lord James nodded and kissed my forehead. “Bless you, Lady Allison Strange, for all your courage.”

      I gave him a brief smile. “Thank you, Lord James.”

      He followed the other man, leaving me to my executioners.

      Two orderlies began to strap me down.

      “That's not necessary, Lords,” I said.

      They looked at each other and then to Poindexter.

      He looked at me over the hypojector in his hand. “No straps, Lady Allison? How about this sedative?”

      I shook my head. “Thank you, no, Lord Poindexter. And I'm not a lady—not anymore.”

      Poindexter frowned and sighed. “Very well—no sedative. The straps and sedatives are used when subjects are less cooperative. Few go willingly, as you're doing. Few have that kind of courage, Lady. Are you sure?”

      “I'm sure, and please don't call me 'Lady.' ”

      “Yes, Lady, I won't. There's a small slot on the table just under your neck. Once you're in the tunnel, a laser will move into place under the table and aim right at that spot, and it will fire shortly before the other lasers do. You deserve better than this, Lady Allison.”

      I thought about what the clone Mona had said, a few days after I had been told my true origins. I repeated it for him. “All clones deserve a life as privileged and full as the one I've led.”

      Poindexter blinked rapidly. “Perhaps, Lady, perhaps.”

      A disembodied voice called, “Clear for sequence one.”

      He looked toward the tinted glass. “Sequence one, commence!”

      A low hum started up under the donut, and the gurney under me began to vibrate.

      “Gladborn bless, Lady.”

      “Gladborn bless, Lord,” I replied, “and thank you for treating me with dignity.”

      “I could do no less, Lady.” He stepped from my range of vision, leaving only the ceiling above me.

      Alone to face my fate, I wondered how I could've affected so many people in so short a lifetime. Twenty years wasn't enough for what I'd been brought into this universe to accomplish. At least I'd called into question the fundamental assumption that formed the basis of Catalonia identity, and of all galactic peoples who called themselves gladborn.

      I'd freed a handful of clones, and the people of Catalonia would live with the memory of how a beloved young woman had died fighting a political, social, and economic system that exploited two-thirds of the populace. Perhaps the Strange Family Dynasty would end soon, my father its Governor overthrown in outrage at its callous killing of her to preserve that exploitive system. My curiosity was piqued by what would happen after I died. Alongside that curiosity was a tinge of regret that I wouldn't be there to see it.

      “Clear for sequence two.”

      “Sequence two, commence!”

      The gurney trembled and started toward the tunnel.

      I watched the ceiling go past, knowing this was my time.

      I felt tremendously sad, and tears ran down my cheeks. But the tears ran without any hindrance from me. The sadness flowed from me like a river that never knew a dam, a confluence that hadn't yet carved a channel. Pure sadness, without sentiment.

      Because my death also meant my freedom.

      The tunnel engulfed me as the gurney drew me all the way inside. The door snicked shut, and I felt rather than saw the interior panels draw back, revealing the glowing points of lasers.

      A distant, muffled voice called, “Clear for sequence three.”

      I hoped for two things: that I found happiness in the great beyond, and that the clones found their freedom.

      Labgrown. Savior. Symbiont. Martyr.

      I was glad to be rid of them all.

      I closed my eyes, my peace complete.

      “Sequence three—”
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      I thought back to how it all started, the day I became an adult.

      It should've been a crowning moment.

      Festooned with streamers and banners, the gravrail procession was taking me from the Strange Mansion on the outskirts of Montalban to my debutante ball. Thousands of spectators lined the route on both sides to honor me—the next Governor of Catalonia and the next Chief of Strange Corporation. Close by, the crowd was thick with gladborn, while labgrown watched from farther away.

      From my perch on the gravrail roof, I threw the crowd a kiss and a grin. They responded with a roar, and bouquets of flowers arched toward me, a few landing in the open-top gravrail car. Glancing ahead, I saw but two more stations to the Central Square of Montalban. My feet ached, my arms were tired, and my lips were chapped from the two-hour parade.

      Below me in the car, my governess Ember got my attention. “More water, Lady Allison?”

      I held up the cup to the crowd as if in toast and tossed back the water. While the crowd roared, Ember caught the empty cup and handed it off to Salts, my bathclone. Also aboard the gravrail were my coiffeuse, Bonnet, and the gladborn gravrail driver. My language instructor Ling, who would translate for me at the ball, waited to board at the next stop.

      I turned to the crowd on the right, smelling the faint scent of strawberries on the wind, redolent of blue moss, the dominant indigenous flora of Catalonia. A tingle touched my cheek and fingertip. The distant sound of surf reached my ears, and a sparkle twinkled at the edge of my vision.

      A touch dizzy, I waved and blew a kiss to the crowd. Bouquets were thrown my way, but fewer this time. Gladborn in the crowd were looking around, as if puzzled.

      How strange, I thought, and I glanced at my clones below me.

      In unison, they folded their arms and sat.

      My knees going weak, I almost fell. Overripe strawberries flooded my nostrils. My cheeks and fingertips buzzed electric. Surf roared in my ears and sparkle threatened to cloud out my sight.

      The crowd gasped and I looked up.

      All the clones had sat, arms crossed.

      All of them, all the way into central Montalban.

      My heart thundered and my throat grew tight.

      Toward the Central Square, the rail leveled out. A group of clones was sitting on the metal rail at the next stop. On the rail!

      I tried to call out, but the gravrail car braked under me, and I tumbled onto Salts and Ember, helpless in my torpor to stop myself from falling. We all three landed in a heap. The sparkle faded and the roar diminished. The tingle left my cheeks and fingers, and the smell of fruit was replaced by flowers.

      The two clones stirring behind me, I clambered through the narrow doorway to the cockpit.

      The driver stared at the clones sitting on the track. “Get down, Lady Allison! I'll get you to safety if I have to plow through them.” He reached for the accelerator bar.

      “Wait!” I said. “Look at them.”

      The driver squinted. “They're chanting.”

      I counted ten, fifteen clones among them, their lips moving in unison.

      The driver flipped a switch.

      “…Us now. Free the clones now. Free us now. Free the clones now.”

      The driver glanced at me over his shoulder, his face going pale.

      Behind me, Salts, Ember, and Bonnet chanted softly.

      Ahead, the clones were making no move toward me. “Call Constable Howland to clear the track. I'll be all right, other than the tumble I took.”

      “Yes, Lady,” he said, picking up the com. “Uh, sorry about that.”

      I shrugged it off. At worst, I would bruise.

      The driver peered forward. “Lady Allison, isn't that Ling?”

      I followed his outstretched arm and caught my breath. “What the labgrown…?”

      In the center of the clones, Ling was sitting on the rail, wearing his neck brace, his arms folded in front of him. The language centers of his brain had been grown to five times the size of a gladborn's, and he wore a brace, his head too heavy for his neck to support. And he was unowned—he didn't belong to any gladborn.

      “Free us now. Free the clones now,” the intercom repeated, my own labgrowns echoing behind me.

      “He has all the freedom he'll ever want or need.”

      “Ungrateful brutes!” the driver said, setting down the com. “Just say the word, Lady.” His knuckles were white on the accelerator bar.

      “Didn't you hear me? I said, 'No!' ”

      The crowd was getting restless. A few gladborn had mounted the boarding platform and were pointing at the clones blocking the gravrail.

      Sensing a riot in the making, I scurried onto the gravrail roof. “You!” I called, pointing at a beefy gladborn near the top of the platform steps.

      The surprised gentleman pointed at himself. “Me?”

      “Pick seven others and escort these labgrown from the track. Hold them safely until Constable Howland arrives. I'll hold you responsible if they come to harm. Thank you, Lord. Gladborn bless.”

      “Yes, Lady Allison.” He grinned and turned to those around him.

      By the time I returned to the driver's cab, the track was clear, the clones being held safely on the platform.

      “Non-stop to the Central Montalban Station, please. Quickly.”

      The driver nodded and pushed the bar all the way forward.

      Stepping back through the doorway, I balanced myself against the acceleration, my euphoria evaporated, the procession forgotten. My clones were just rousing themselves, looking bewildered.

      I shivered and reached for a sweater.

      Ember stepped to me, pulling my head to her shoulder as she had done so often in years past.

      One image returned again and again unbidden. Hundreds of thousands of labgrown folding their arms and sitting in unison.

      Feeling cold, I looked out the gravrail window, wondering what had just happened.

      In the distance, a blue moss flourish stood etched against the sky. The last giant stand on this side of the planet, at over three hundred meters tall, this single flourish had been preserved in Central Montalban as a testament to the challenge the moss had posed to our ancestors.

      I could have sworn it was watching me.
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      An escort ushered me and my labgrown into the Governor's office.

      “Allison!” Mother turned from the window, ran to me, and pulled my head to her shoulder as she had done so rarely in years past. “Oh, Allison, gladborn bless, you're all right! I was so afraid when all the clones froze.”

      Father strode over from his desk. “What the labgrown happened out there, Allison?!”

      I stepped into Father's embrace. Mother hugged me so rarely I was uncomfortable when she did. She colored slightly, as though also uneasy at her display of affection.

      Father's chin above my head, I felt his arms tremble around me. My own shaking began to subside. “I'm still not sure what happened. One minute, everything was fine, and the next, they all sat down.” I shivered at the memory and looked up at Father, searching his face. “Was anyone hurt?”

      “Twenty injured in a hovercraft wreck.” Constantine Strange was tall, much taller than Mother—when he stood up straight. His face was sharp and thin, like a blade, and he was known to slash an enemy to pieces with his gaze. “No gladborn deaths.” Now his eyes were hollow, his gaze distant.

      “A couple of clones expired.” Tall, erect, and rigid, Madeleine Strange carried herself as though born to rule. “Too bad more of them didn't. What about your clones? Did they behave?”

      “They responded just like the others. Identical.” I looked over at Ember, who stood by the door with Salts and Bonnet. “Then the gravrail braked and I fell on top of them. I might have gotten hurt if they hadn't cushioned my fall.”

      “But they did come out of it?” Mother asked. “And they're obedient and working again? If that's called work, the lazy slobs.”

      I nodded to both questions. She didn't ask the labgrown. Neither Mother nor Father looked at my clones, or even acknowledged that they were in the room.

      “Why did the gravrail stop?” Father said. “No gladborn in his right mind would've stopped for a labgrown!”

      “The driver should've plowed right through them!” Mother sighed and cupped my cheek in her palm. “Anyway, I'm glad you're safe, Allison.”

      “So am I,” Father said, looking down at me. “And your clones need to be examined at the first opportunity. I don't want you to be alone with them until the situation is under control.”

      “But what about the ball? How will I get ready without Salts and Bonnet?” I'd planned to bathe and dress in the dressing room adjoining the office. After the parade and the tumble I'd taken, I needed to change and bathe.

      “What do you think about rescheduling the ball, Stan?” Mother asked.

      “I think we should—at least until we're sure the sedition is checked and we've found out how they coordinated their actions.” Father frowned at Mother.

      “I'm sorry, Allison,” she said. “It just wouldn't be right to have your ball after this. I know these social events aren't your favorite.”

      I shrugged. “I could do without the attention. But I think we should go ahead with the ball,” I said, surprised to hear the words coming out of my mouth.

      “What?!” Father's brow furrowed.

      Mother gawked at me. “Just last week you were complaining about 'all this nonsense.' ”

      “Well, I might think it's nonsense, but we'd be ill-advised to let this protest accomplish its aim.”

      “The clones wanted to disrupt the ball.” Father's gaze grew hollow again.

      I nodded. “If we don't hold it as planned, they'll have accomplished their goal.”

      “We hold it as planned,” the Governor said. “I'll have a statement prepared.”

      Father's Chief of Staff, Andrea Johnson, knocked and peeked into the room. “Lord Governor, pardon the intrusion. Lady Langley is asking to see you immediately.” Cecilia Langley was the Energy Minister.

      “What is it?”

      “A moss bloom in the singularity inductor, Lord.”

      Father exchanged a look with Mother. “I'll handle this. Don't you two worry.” He gave me a brief hug, touched his cheek to Mother's, and strode from the room.

      Mother shuddered visibly, watching him go.

      “It's only a moss bloom, not a full-grown flourish.”

      Mother looked at me. “That stuff is vile! Oh, I know Strange Corporation wouldn't dominate the clone market without it, but I still don't like it.” Mother turned from the door, rubbing her arms as if cold. “You're sure you want to go ahead with the ball?”

      I nodded, turning as she walked toward the window. “We have to be strong in the face of adversity.” Father's office smelled of old leather. Thick couches lined two walls, and opposite his desk was a partitioned alcove. Behind the partition stood an all-purpose terminal, tied directly to the master unit buried deep beneath the Capitol. “Besides, this function won't be nearly as unpleasant as that Troubadour state visit three years ago.”

      Mother winced and looked away. “Uh, I forgot to mention that Jason will be here tonight.”

      She hadn't forgotten for a minute. “Mother!” I said, exasperated. “How dare you invite him?”

      Second son of the Troubadour Governor, Jason Lakeland was my betrothed—the person my parents intended me to marry. I'd met him at the state visit three years before, and the meeting had been a disaster. A year younger than I, he'd been fifteen, tongue-tied, and heavily pimpled, with shy green eyes below a shock of wild red hair. Afterwards, I'd told Mother I'd rather marry a sewage reclamation clone than that simpering idiot.

      Mother frowned at me. “I'd be happy to un-invite him, except that it might disrupt relations with an important trading partner—whose contract is up for renewal. He'll be here a half an hour before the other guests. I'll send him here so you can greet him personally the moment he arrives.”

      “Mother!” I said again, indignant. Her tone implied I had no choice. I was as hurt by that as by the inconvenience and the humiliation.

      “Yes, Allison?” she asked, perfectly prim.

      I hated it when she refused to respond to my entreaties. “Oh, all right. I'm not happy about it, but I'll do it. Oh, dear me, look at the time. I'll barely get myself coiffed before he's here.”

      “I'm sure your behavior will be above reproach. Oh, just one more thing. We still have to know that you'll be safe with your clones.” Madeleine Strange strode over to Ember, my governess.

      Mother and Ember both carried themselves with an innate regality. Ember had become my governess when I was five but had initially been given my mother's imprint. The imprinting process imposed some of the owner's characteristics—hence, their similarity. Clones were imprinted toward their owners as a means of establishing affinity and control.

      Mother drew back her hand. Ember dropped to her knees, her arms up as if to fend off a blow. “Please don't hurt me, Lady Strange.”

      “Mother!” I protested.

      Madeleine Strange turned toward me. “Always be sure about your clones, Allison, particularly those close to your person.” She turned to Bonnet and drew back her hand.

      Bonnet collapsed to her knees. “No!” she begged, her head down, her arms up, her eyes closed.

      “That's enough, Mother.”

      Madeleine Strange raised an eyebrow at me. “Come here, Allison.”

      “No, Mother, I'm not going to threaten my clones! And you'd—”

      She turned, drew back her hand, and slapped Salts with all her strength.

      Whimpering, the bathclone fell against the wall and slid to the floor, her arms over her face. She hadn't had a chance to dodge.

      “Happy?” I said, my jaw tight, my gut clenching.

      “I'm satisfied their imprints are working, if that's what you mean.”

      “Tonight I become an adult,” I said through my teeth, my hands sweaty and shaking. “You will never strike or threaten to strike my clones again. Never! Do you hear?”

      “Yes, Dear,” she said, her voice calm. “See you tonight.” Smiling, Mother walked from the office.

      I leaped to the door and smashed it closed behind her, and then turned to help Salts to her feet. “What the labgrown did I do to deserve her for a mother?”

      Ember frowned at me. “Thank the gladborn you have one.”
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      A half-hour before the festivities, I greeted Jason Lakeland in the Governor's office. Beyond the window, a gigantic canopy covered the central Montalban square. At least a kilometer around, the canopy would provide cover for the thousands of guests invited to the festivities. Grav units and guy wires supported the structure, suspending it above the square against a rain sure to come. Dark clouds gathered west of Montalban, as they did three or four times every day throughout the year.

      Jason looked much taller than I remembered. His face had long since cleared of acne, and his wild red hair was controllably coiffed. The green eyes were less shy, more guarded. And for this occasion, he was perfectly dressed.

      He and I were alone.

      “Lord Lakeland,” I said, bowing to him, freshly bathed and coiffed.

      His gaze hadn't left my face, and he didn't return my greeting. His not returning my greeting was not the gaffe it could've been with others around.

      “Lady,” he said, his voice low, soft, and sultry.

      I stepped toward the center of the room, extending my hands toward him.

      He took my hands in his. His eyes hadn't left my face. “You've become so beautiful, Lady Strange.”

      “You've become much more handsome, Lord Lakeland.” Labgrown! I thought. That wasn't what I'd wanted to say. I might have to marry this simpering idiot, but that didn't mean I had to like him—and I certainly had no need for him to like me. Spouses among the ruling classes, whether male or female, were rarely expected to meet more than a modicum of their spouse's needs. The less he likes me the better, I thought, hoping my smile hadn't slipped.

      He frowned.

      Father's always telling me I'm too easy to read, I thought.

      “My apologies, Lady Strange. I'm finding it difficult to say what I need. May I be frank, Lady?”

      “Certainly, Lord Lakeland.” Uh, oh, here comes the marriage proposal—which I'd known was on its way the moment Mother had told me I'd have to greet him personally.

      “Very well.” He looked down and away, sighing. “To be truthful, I never liked contacting you, Lady Strange. We're betrothed, but through no choice of our own. We don't know each other and won't have much opportunity to get to know each other. After that tonight, you'll be an adult, and I'm already an adult, able to make my own decisions about my life.”

      The sanctimonious prick! “So you're thinking, why maintain any pretense, let's just tell everyone we're not interested in each other?” How dare he? I struggled to get my feelings under control.

      He returned my gaze. “Yes, exactly.”

      “Well, I like your candor.” I wanted to rip into him for attempting to dump me. “And as you noted, after tonight, I'll be an adult. But I'm not right now—not yet.” I shrugged and smiled shyly. How do I keep him interested? I wondered. “So, if I may, Lord Lakeland, I would like to request your company for this, the last evening of my childhood.”

      “I would be honored and pleased to see you into adulthood, Lady Strange,” he said, bowing.

      “Well,” I said, giggling, “a bit more than I asked for, but it's certainly a possibility.”

      His face turned bright red. “You're incorrigible, Lady Strange.”

      “Thank you,” I said, grinning. “Listen, Lord Lakeland, whatever happens tonight, I encourage you to stick by your decision.” I'd better find some way to talk him out of it.

      Troubadour produced extensor cranes and clone factory harnesses, two items central to the Catalonian economy. Strange Harvest, Incorporated, harvested moss with the cranes from the four-hundred-meter tall forest at the Ciprian Frontier. And the clones hung suspended from the harnesses while they matured, for six, sometimes seven years. Definitely an important trading partner.

      Jason nodded. “I expect to stick to it, Lady Strange. And thank you for helping to make it easier to speak my heart. I didn't expect to feel so comfortable with you.”

      I felt the tug of intuition. “So, you asked to meet me beforehand? It wasn't my mother's doing?”

      “No, it wasn't, Lady Strange. I'm afraid I let your mother believe that the purpose was to ask you to marry.”

      “She won't be happy with your decision, you know.” And neither am I.

      He shrugged. “Will she be so displeased as to end trade relations?”

      “Not likely, Lord Lakeland, and despite the rumors, that's not her decision.” I didn't mention the likelihood of less favorable trade rates.

      Jason smiled. “I'll choose an appropriate time to speak with her. How long before you have to make your appearance?”

      “Father will announce me in fifteen minutes or so. How will your parents view your decision?”

      “Oh, with some displeasure, I suppose, but my remaining a bachelor has its advantages. I'd think your remaining available would have similar advantages.”

      I shook my head, sensing an opportunity. “It's not the same. Men as good looking as you can form alliances just on their availability. Women with a figure like mine have to marry. How I wish I had my mother's bosom. She's so much more voluptuous than I. I've got such a slender build I wonder sometimes that any man would be interested.” I sighed dramatically, frowning.

      “Figures aren't everything, Lady Allison. You're quite the conversationalist, you know. And your looks would stop a gravrail. When I first saw you, you took my breath away.”

      I melted inside and let him see it. I felt pleased he'd called me by name. “Thank you, Lord Jason.” I blinked rapidly, trying to look shy. I've got him interested!

      “You won't have any trouble finding a husband.”

      The factory-floor rat! “Perhaps not,” I said. He was more determined than I'd thought. As the governor's second son, and not the heir, Jason had more latitude than his older sibling. “I don't know what your parents will say, but mine aren't going to be happy about this. You do know what your parents will say, don't you?” I frowned at him.

      Jason shook his head.

      His parents probably wouldn't oppose his calling off the betrothal, but he didn't know that. “They'll say, 'How can you make a decision like that already? You don't even know each other.' ”

      He frowned and looked away. “Maybe.”

      “You know what I think? I think that the only way you'll convince them is if you stay on Catalonia awhile, make an effort to get to know me, and then tell them it won't work.”

      Jason grinned. “You want me to stay, don't you, Lady?”

      I shrugged and smiled. “You are quite handsome, Lord.”

      He looked as if he were considering the suggestion.

      “The guest wing at the Strange Mansion is empty right now. You'd have it all to yourself.”

      “How often would I be expected to, uh…be in attendance?”

      He was going to say something else, wasn't he? “Oh, I don't know. We'll have to appear in public quite often, if you're going to convince your parents you really tried. At least twice per week, I'd think.” What was he going to say?

      “A month would be all?” Jason asked, rubbing his chin. “I can do that much.”

      He was handsome, in a boyish kind of way. “I'll have my domestic prepare the rooms, Lord Jason. I'm looking forward to making your acquaintance.”

      “And I, yours, Lady Allison.” He nodded and smiled.

      I returned his smile and tried not to sigh with relief.
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      “Gladborn of Catalonia,” the labgrown said, facing the crowd from the legislature steps, his voice resonant and clear. “Two hours of rain is a sign!”

      Labgrown blast, now what?! I met my father's gaze across the crowd. We both sensed danger. The ball had begun badly. The rain had started when Father announced me. The canopy over the Central Square had protected the crowd from the rain, but the canvas-amplified sound had drowned out the speech I'd tried to give. Instead of lasting for half an hour—which it did, four times a day, nearly every day, spring, summer, fall, or winter—the rain had continued for far longer. And much harder than usual, pounding the canvas above us for nearly two hours, until even Catalonia natives had begun to wonder. A few minutes ago, the rain had begun to let up, and now, only the sound of runoff remained.

      First the protest, next the moss bloom, then the rain, and now this! I looked at Jason in exasperation.

      “Soon a savior will move among you, one who has come to lift the burden of enslavement from labgrown and gladborn alike! Enslavement is the condition in which the labgrown live. While gladborn celebrate tonight, labgrown are dying in mines and factories. They labor their lives away that you might enjoy this evening. The savior shall incite them to rise up and dash down this very temple of iniquity you now occupy.”

      I swallowed my frustration and slipped through the crowd toward Father.

      “You!” Constantine Strange bellowed, approaching the clone, his voice shaking with rage. “How dare you disrupt this celebration? Come with me now and present your case in private, and let the young woman celebrate her adulthood undisturbed by your agitation.” Father sounded as frustrated as I felt. I stepped to his side.

      “And so you would suborn my message,” the clone replied. “Hear my words: the savior will come among you and lead the labgrown to free—”

      The clone flew from the veranda steps, tackled by a security guard with a full body block. Swiftly, the guard restrained the clone and dragged him off the steps, the clone yelling, “You can't silence the savior. I'm just a prophet. Taking me away will not stop the sav—” The guard silenced the clone with a blow to the head and dragged him into the building.

      Father's face was red, his jaw rippled, and a vein pulsed at his temple.

      Grasping his hand, I turned toward the crowd. “Good people, all!” I said, my voice high to help me project. “Be not concerned with madmen—” Ember brought me a microphone. “Be not concerned with madmen or so-called prophets. They bear false witness at inopportune times, finding purpose and meaning in random events. I urge you to pay no mind. Today's events have a disturbing quality to them, but there is no agent behind their coincidence. Tomorrow it will rain as it has always rained, no more and no less. Tomorrow, gladborn and labgrown will work together as yesterday, harmonious in their relations.

      “We have celebrated enough for tonight. By concluding early, perhaps we bring balance to a day sadly lacking balance. I ask that you return to the warmth of your homes and the embrace of your loved ones, satisfied that you have shown me adequate honor. Thank you all, for being here to celebrate my adulthood with me. Gladborn be to you all!”

      Reading the crowd, I breathed a sigh. They appeared to accept my reassurances—for now. I turned to Father and pulled him close.

      His arms went around my shoulders. His gaze was distant and his face was pale.

      I put my forehead to his neck as though seeking comfort. “Mother and I will see the guests off,” I said, my voice low. “Mobilize our security forces—major intersections, gravrail stations, and the spaceport. All the highly visible locations. The people must feel protected.” I drew back and stood erect, my shoulders back, my gaze level.

      He met my gaze and his color returned. “Yes. Yes, of course.” A hint of smile touched his face as he too straightened to his full height. “See you back home when?”

      “About midnight,” I said, standing on my toes to kiss his cheek.

      Father nodded and strode up the steps, issuing orders to subordinates, his confidence back.

      I found Jason and looked for Mother.

      Madeleine Strange was already busy at the exit, wishing guests well.

      “Come stand beside me while I help Mother see our guests off,” I murmured to Jason, heading toward Mother, remembering to smile.

      “Of course. That labgrown didn't look right.” Jason indicated the legislature steps with a glance over his shoulder.

      “As if no longer imprinted.”

      Jason met my gaze and nodded.

      Mother smiled at us as we approached. “That was sensible, Dear. With the rain coming down like that, no one was enjoying themselves anyway. Be gladborn, Lord Lakeland. Pity you came halfway across the quadrant for this. My apologies.”

      “None needed, First Lady Strange,” Jason said. “What could you have done?”

      “Moved to a different planet,” Mother quipped. “Savannah is so much more habitable.”

      “Let us help with the guests, Mother,” I said. “Jason and I will stand on this side.”

      “Bless, Dear, and thank you.” Madeleine Strange turned to wish a guest well.

      I cut across to the other side and began working the line, a smile fixed to my face and Jason beside me. In the two hours after my introduction, he'd seen to my needs while I concentrated on the guests. Since I'm not a social butterfly, floating from conversation to conversation took work. Such an event would've been easy if I'd had Mother's enthusiasm for socializing.

      Seeing the guests off one by one, I watched Mother across from me. She's so smooth and suave. How does she do it? Earlier, during the ball, she'd stayed to one side, greeting those who came past to give their respects, but watching me and nodding encouragement whenever I glanced in her direction. On any other occasion, she'd be in the middle of the gathering, having secured the center of attention with her wit and charm. Tonight, she'd been different – subdued and passive.

      At one point, I'd glanced across the crowd toward Mother. She'd been talking with Lozano Lisbon, Minister of the Economy, both of them facing the crowd, their lips barely moving. I remembered the short conversation I'd had with him earlier.

      “Lady Allison,” Lozano Lisbon said, bowing deeply to me. The grizzled face, with a short, graying beard, split with a smile. He extended his hands.

      The hair on my neck prickled. “Lord Minister Lisbon,” I replied, nodding. I allowed him to grasp my hand briefly, and then withdrew it as though from a fire.

      His face clouded at the insult. “You should have a care, Lady. Adulthood has far more dangers than childhood does.” His voice nonchalant, Lisbon folded his hands in front of him.

      “All the more so in my situation, Lord Minister.”

      “Particularly in yours, Lady. Don't forget that the degree of security is relative to the dangers at hand and the protections in place.”

      “What do you hope to achieve with your choice of topics?”

      He hesitated, betraying his surprise. “I don't know whether you mock me or insult me, Lady.”

      “What you choose to infer is your affair. Why choose such subjects?”

      “What seems a protection may be dangerous, Lady—and a danger, protection.” He smiled and glanced at Jason. “Wouldn't you agree, Lord Lakeland?”

      “Most things are just as they seem, Lord Minister Lisbon.” Jason's face and voice were bland.

      “Forgive me, Lords, for not introducing you to each other,” I said, doing so.

      They exchanged greetings. Watching Lisbon, I could see the neurons firing.

      His gaze darted to me, as though he realized he'd been caught. “A long and glorious life to you, Lady,” he said, nodding and striding away.

      “Why do I feel … tarnished?” Jason said, watching him go.

      “That's the taint of corruption,” I'd replied. “Lisbon would be governor if he had his way.”

      The prickling on my neck earlier turned to a shiver as I greeted another guest. Lisbon had spoken with my mother after my exchange with him. Jason had offered me a drink right then, distracting me, and when I looked back over, Lisbon had been gone.

      I looked across the line at my Mother again. What had Mother and Lisbon been discussing? What could they possibly have to discuss?
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      I stopped between the columns framing the front portico of the Strange Mansion and turned Jason toward me. “Sorry about tonight. Not quite what we'd planned.”

      He frowned. “Not a great start to your adulthood. Is it always like this?”

      “No.” I turned to look over the manicured grounds, the house set back a few hundred meters from the street. I sighed, the sky clear, the night warm, and the stars bright. Beyond the skyline of Montalban, clouds were gathering on the horizon. I didn't need to see them to know they were there, the next rain about an hour away. I pulled Jason with me, his hand in mine.

      “Who do you suppose was behind the labgrown work stoppage?”

      “I could hazard a few guesses, but that's all they'd be.”

      “I heard they stopped your gravrail by throwing themselves on the track, Lady Allison.”

      “A minor inconvenience, I assure you.” I snorted. “What was frightening was all the labgrown sitting down at once. If I didn't know better, I'd have said they were all obeying the same order. How badly were your clones affected?”

      “About the same as everyone else's. My father's placed inquiries to find Catalonia clones that weren't affected. What really scares me is the breadth—just how widespread the effects seem to be.”

      “All the way to the galactic core. How they achieved that is what really baffles me, Lord Jason. I wonder what agent or medium was used to signal all the clones at the same time.”

      I'd asked my clones how they'd felt. Compelled was how they'd described it. Then I'd asked Ling when he'd arrived at the Governor's office. “It felt like a dream, Lady. I was waiting at the station for your gravrail to stop, and some force began to operate my limbs for me, walked me over to the track—along with other nearby labgrown—and began to speak those words through my lips.”

      I told Jason what Ling had said.

      “ 'Walked him over,' eh? He wasn't in control of his actions? And this protest was at the same time that all the labgrown stopped? How very odd, Lady Allison. Law enforcement is looking into this?”

      “The constable should be—he arrested them.”

      “What's your impression, Lady Allison? Are the two linked somehow?”

      I didn't tell him that I'd felt faint right then. I wanted to tell someone that the feeling Ling had described had sounded very much like what I'd experienced. Had any other gladborn mentioned feeling strange at the time all clones had stopped? And what did it mean if I were the only person to feel the energy? I didn't know Jason well enough, and couldn't trust him enough, to ask. “I'm sure they're related—their motions were simultaneous and identical.”

      “Suspended volition,” he said, more to himself than me.

      I told Jason about speaking for Ling, but not about the agreement I had reached with the clone. I had a need for a personal translator, and Ling had a need for an owner, so he'd agreed to become my property. He'd have to be reimprinted, but that was a formality.

      “I'd be concerned for my safety if he were tutoring me, Lady.”

      “I think I would be too, if not for my training in hand-to-hand combat. But I hear your caution, Lord Jason. I'll remain on guard in his presence.”

      “That's prudent, Lady Allison. I'd feel more comfortable with that.”

      “You've quite a protective streak in you.” I was beginning to like him, much as I thought I wouldn't. I looked at him. “Do you suppose our parents planned our meeting this way? To introduce us when we were gawking, gangly youngsters, and then to reintroduce us when we'd matured a bit?”

      He laughed, but stopped abruptly. “I'm sure of it. I don't think anything has happened to me that wasn't meticulously planned.”

      “I'm beginning to wonder the same,” I said. “But then, if today was any indication, other forces may be at work.”

      “Indeed, Lady Allison.”

      “You know the Zob Rombies?”

      “That radical fringe group?”

      “That's them. The Evangelical Proselytes of the Universal Diaspora. They've seized upon the labgrown protest to call again for the end of all clone production and the death of every clone in existence.” I sighed. “They've bedeviled Catalonia for the last hundred years, since the Strange Corporation began dominating the clone market.”

      Their moniker derived from a famous speech by the church's dyslexic founder, in which he'd declared, “We will zob them of their rombies!” They demonized Catalonia because it produced the greatest number and highest quality clones.

      “Think they had anything to do with the protest?”

      I glanced at Jason and grinned. “I like the way you think. I doubt they're that smart, but I don't know. They're more an annoyance than a real threat. The moss blooms in the singularity inductors—now that's a real threat. Father had all the inductors inspected. Three blooms found. All within the inductor housings, all new blooms sprouting within an hour of each other.” I looked at Jason. “I'm beginning to understand what it was like for our ancestors here, when Meriwether Strange first settled the planet.”

      He grunted and took my hand. “I've read a little about it—the moss covering nine-tenths of the planet surface, a blanket hundreds of meters thick, the seas clogged with it.”

      “And back then it was the settlers who created havoc. Whenever they handled the moss or were accidentally exposed to it, they'd start seeing and hearing things. Five attempts to settle Catalonia ended in disaster. The moss wiped out the settlements each time, causing the settlers to go crazy.” I grinned at Jason. “There's a legend that Meriwether Strange hacked his way into the moss forest, found a central brain, and negotiated a truce.”

      Jason chuckled and shook his head. “Think there's any truth to it?”

      “I don't know. He landed with a clone factory, and—”

      “You mean the self-contained units that produce about twenty clones a year?”

      I nodded, remembering that Troubadour manufactured parts for them. “Just feed it what you have, and it begins growing clones. They'll convert just about anything that's carbonaceous. The first batch of clones usually takes twelve years.”

      “Don't Catalonia clones take only five?”

      I smiled, surprised that he knew. “As Meriwether Strange discovered. The clone factory consumed so much of the settlers' edible stock that they almost starved. He had all this moss from the land they cleared, so he liquefied it into an elixir and pumped it into the food intakes. The first clones rolled out in only five years, not twelve—and they were blue!”

      “Quite a shock, I imagine.”

      “And quite the pleasant surprise when he discovered they were immune to the moss …”

      “So he put them to work harvesting the moss,” Jason continued, “imported more clone factories to feed the elixir into, grew more clones for harvesting moss, started exporting clones, and the rest is history.”

      He has a brain, I thought. “Not quite. Once the clones left Catalonia, they had problems. Hallucinations, depression, catatonia—a host of symptoms. But the clones did get better within minutes of returning to Catalonia. He must've been baffled.”

      “Something on Catalonia was keeping the clones stable.”

      I nodded. “The moss. That's how he started exporting the elixir. Every Catalonia clone has to have a gram of blue moss elixir about once a month.”

      “I've been watching the price. A hundred galacti a gram, now. I was wondering why your clone prices are so low. Most other manufacturers charge half again as much.”

      He even knew some economics. “We could give them away and still make money.”

      “You could charge double what they do and still sell them. Your clones are better educated and better trained than those produced anywhere else. And they outlive their owners, sometimes living more than a century. Why don't you charge more for them?”

      “Let me tell you a secret.” I leaned close to him and lowered my voice. “Our clones aren't where we make our profits. It's the elixir.”

      He grinned. “That's not a secret, you know.”

      “Of course not,” I replied, laughing. “Our competitors have failed to isolate the elixir component that keeps clones stable. And they've failed to grow moss on other planets. As long as we have the only elixir source in the galaxy, we build in deferred profits that far exceed what other manufacturers make. As I said, we could give the clones away. Know how many Catalonia clones there are across the galaxy now?”

      “Five trillion,” Jason said instantly.

      I was impressed; he'd done his homework. “A gram every month for every clone.”

      He didn't hesitate. “Five hundred trillion galacti a month.”

      I nodded and smiled, pleased he had a grasp of Catalonia manufacturing. “A gross export volume worth over six quadrillion galacti per year. The sixth largest planetary economy in the galaxy. Earlier today, I was wondering if it were really worth all this turmoil—the clone protest, the moss blooms, the rain, and this so-called prophet. I didn't wonder about it for very long.”

      He looked out over the mansion grounds and nodded.

      “I enjoyed your company tonight, Jason.” I turned toward him.

      He took my other hand and held both in front of him. “In spite of all the turmoil, I enjoyed yours too. Thank you, Allison.”

      I smiled and pointed. “The guest wing entrance is over there. The family hovercraft is on the roof. I can have you flown back into Montalban, if you prefer. I'd understand if you didn't stay, and I'd like it if you did.”

      He smiled, his face above mine, his green eyes lively and mischievous.

      I waited for him to kiss me.

      “Good night,” he said, patting my shoulder. He turned and walked toward the guest wing.

      Labgrown!

      Well, at least he's staying. I sighed and watched him go, liking him.
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      “I'm sorry, Allison.” Father draped his arms over my shoulders, his cheek to mine.

      I stood at the window, looking out on the garden, the library behind me. After Jason had gone to the guest wing, I'd come to find Father here in his favorite haunt.

      The upper shelves of the library held memorabilia from the family's multi-generational rule of Catalonia, some artifacts dating from the original settlement four hundred years before. The lower shelves held a wealth of knowledge. Bookcubes, filmcubes, doccubes, newscubes—some glowing brightly with unreviewed content, most the dull, semi-translucent color of their respective type. The fourth wall was a window on the garden, the acres behind the Strange Mansion as carefully manicured as in front.

      “Oh? Sorry about what?” I thought I knew but didn't want to assume.

      “That interruption. I wished I'd had better security. That labgrown was unaccompanied. He's being interrogated now. Belongs to a college professor from Tortosa. How the labgrown got here and spoke unbidden is being investigated.”

      “You couldn't have anticipated that, Father. No need for an apology.”

      “Oh, perhaps not about that,” he said, his voice a murmur beside my ear. “I didn't respond well. All I could think about was how he'd interrupted my daughter's ball.” He straightened and turned toward the window. “I guess I'm feeling inadequate to address everything. The clone work stoppage, the labgrown on the gravrail track, the moss blooms in the singularity inductors, and the rains. What's happening to the planet? Is this a conspiracy, or is my mind all mossed up?”

      “Well, it's not you.” I was concerned how close to despair he was. I didn't dare tell him I'd felt disoriented during the work stoppage. “And I don't think it's a conspiracy—or at least a clone conspiracy.”

      Father looked at me sideways, his long, thin face like a blade. “Think it's Lisbon?”

      The Minister of Economics, Lozano Lisbon, was a known agitator. I remembered seeing him speaking with Mother, probably trying to ingratiate himself. I didn't mention it to Father, since Mother was at least as politically astute and knew Lisbon to be a snake.

      “He's too sly to get caught, but we'd better watch him. We've ruled this planet for six generations, Father. A stoppage and a protest, a few moss blooms and a little rain—they're cause for worry, but we have such a secure hold on the reins, pardon the pun, that a lot more will be needed to shake it.”

      He sighed, looking at me. “You're probably right. And you don't look too upset about the ball ending early.”

      “I was frustrated I didn't get to speak. I had a great speech prepared, and then it rained the whole time.” I made a sound of disgust and put my arm around his waist. “The newscubes will be featuring the labgrown's speech tomorrow. You'll need a few remarks prepared. Where's your scribe?”

      Father shrugged. “I couldn't get an abysmal rhyme out of the last lazy clone I had. I know I need to keep a scribe close at hand. I could've used one tonight, after that so-called prophet appeared. I really liked the way you handled that.”

      “Thank you,” I said, snuggling closer to him. “I had a good teacher.”

      “A few of the guests remarked to me how attentive you were tonight, asking such detailed questions about their lives that they wondered how you knew so much about them. Well done.”

      “Thank you.” I melted in his praise. “I remember being told to pay particular attention to what's important to others.” I poked a finger at him. “In fact, it was you who told me that.”

      He laughed and I felt him relax. Then he tightened again and stepped away. “Just before the party, I received a message from the Galactic Justice Minister. The Galactic Court is hearing a motion to investigate the price of blue elixir.”

      I nodded, sighing that I couldn't hold his attention longer. “The price has been rising. Think they'll try to get us for price-fixing?” I had been spoon-fed galactic economics since infancy. As my father's only child, I would inherit the family businesses.

      “How can they? The supply is becoming more limited.”

      I smiled. He and I had been discussing this subject for years, and we always arrived at the same basic fact. “We've got to move clone production off-planet to free up space for moss regeneration. We've over-harvested the moss and colonized too much of Catalonia. If we don't free up habitat, the whole structure collapses. Hopefully, it's not too late.”

      “Just the fact that the court is hearing a motion probably sent the stock tumbling,” he said. “Without a solid stock price, we'll have difficulty capitalizing that asteroid clone facility.”

      “I'm sure we'll build the facility—eventually,” I said. “Maybe we need to scale back production and shift our resources to building it. Clone manufacture accounts for a third of elixir consumption. If we reduce production while the asteroid facilities are being built, the price of elixir drops and the harvest stabilizes. Yes, it would be costly—we'd have widespread unemployment for those not able to work off-planet, and we'd have to relinquish clone production profits for the interim, until the asteroid facilities commence production.”

      “Well, I agree we need to do something, Allison. I've called an emergency cabinet session tomorrow to address the Galactic Court's motion. I'd like you to attend. I want to create a new ministry—of Ecological Economics—and appoint you as Minister. You'll manage the restoration of moss habitat and the transition to space-based clone production.”

      “But, but…” I was flabbergasted. Me? Minister?

      “I know, I know, how can you be minister when you're my heir? No reason you can't do both, Allison. I'm nowhere near retiring. Besides, the experience will prepare you to be governor. No, no, don't object. I won't hear it. Someone needs to manage this transition, and I think you're the obvious choice.”

      “An adult not two hours and you've already got me working.”

      “You've been after me to do something about moss habitat since you were fourteen. Now is as good a time as any.”

      I shrugged. “Better, in fact, than most. You can tell the Galactic Justice Minister what you're doing about the high price of elixir.”

      His face brightened. “I can, can't I?”

      “I'm so glad you thought of it,” I said. “I don't know how I would've responded.”

      Constantine Strange threw his head back and laughed, hugging me.

      I sighed, content.

    

  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/glad-youre-born-complete_tcc.jpg
GLAD YOU'RE

BORN

CCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCC





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





