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        “Herbaceous magic is a most satisfying skill to master. Tricky for those not attuned to the nature threads of the Weave, but possible with tenacity and determination…”

        ARCANE BOTANY

      

      

      

      I’d jumped out of my fourth-floor window every night for the past week, rehearsing my escape. Slept fully clothed, just in case. But a big part of me hadn’t believed the precautions necessary.

      Tonight proved me wrong.

      “Go,” the voice inside the mirror urged. “They’re coming.” His misty form undulated behind silvered glass, but I caught the impression of dark, flowing locks and the flash of needle-sharp teeth.

      The pulse in my throat throbbed painfully. “I’m scared.”

      “Good. Fear will give your feet wings. Get to the circle and stay inside it, no matter what happens. Now go!”

      I shoved open the window, wincing at the creak and pop of the swollen wood, then climbed out onto the sill while maintaining a death grip on the frame. “Light as a feather, floating on a breeze, carry me safely, hold me with ease,” I whispered the words into the wind before stepping into its embrace.

      My scream lodged in my throat as I dropped sharply before the spell took hold and my body grew light. The ground rose to meet me, the crash and thunder of the sea a distant companion to the rapid pulse of blood in my head.

      I fixed my gaze on the woodland beyond the neatly clipped quad as I drifted to the ground. Even its wild embrace couldn’t protect me from them.

      They’d follow.

      They’d find me.

      But not before I reached the circle.

      My boots touched earth, and the essence of nature reached for me through leather and cotton, promising sanctuary.

      Above me, a raven screamed.

      I ran.

      Don’t look back. Don’t slow down. Don’t stop.

      The air crackled with abrasive power that skimmed over my skin and clawed at my scalp, snagging in my hair as if desperate to haul me back, but the woods beckoned, and I leapt into its arms.

      The shadows beneath the canopy guarded and shielded me, while the scent of nature soothed, urging me on, guiding me over bracken and tree roots to a clearing where sanctuary waited in the form of a circle made of shrubs, small white blooms, and large toadstools that gleamed silver in the moonlight.

      I hurried into the circle and dropped my pack to root for the supplies needed to activate the spell I’d been working on for the past three weeks, ever since⁠—

      Crack.

      No, no, no. I grabbed the pouch holding the powder and the vial filled with tincture. The hum of their power grew stronger, and my stomach bloomed with gnarly knots of fear.

      Focus. There’s time.

      I drank the tincture to connect me to the circle, then sprinkled the powder all around to activate my protection spell. Quick sticks, work fast. “Hidden from every eye but mine, blessed circle, bring the enemy close and forever bind.”

      A calm fell over me, the thrum of panic ebbing, leaving me still and silent as shadowy robed figures drifted into the clearing, surrounding me.

      “There is nowhere to run. Nowhere to hide.” The voice rose and fell like the wind, the timbre unfamiliar and alien.

      “What do you want? Why are you doing this to me?”

      “You’ve never mattered to anyone. But you matter to us.” One of the figures glided closer, its cloak trailing across the silver-washed blades of grass.

      I wanted to see his face. Needed to know who my tormentor was, but he remained hidden in gloom.

      He held out a hand encased in black leather. “Come willingly, and it will be quick.”

      Heat flushed through me, hugging my throat and tearing harsh words from my lips. “Fuck you. If you want me, then come and fucking get me, you bastard.”

      He moved so fast he was a blur—outside my circle one moment, and a foot in front of me the next.

      I locked my knees and bit back a cry as my spell flared to life, silver wards flying up around us to hold him in place. I had him. I had⁠—

      The protective power surrounding me winked out, and the wind howled in mourning.

      No. No, no, no…

      His raspy laughter filled the space between us. “Points for effort, Selina. But your circle is useless against me.”

      Cold fire wrapped around my throat and squeezed until my eyes grew hot and my vision blurred.

      The trees leaned toward me, branches reaching out as if they could tear me free and take me away.

      The wind picked up, clawing at the figure’s cloak and whipping it back and forth, then with a final burst of power, it ripped back the hood to reveal his face.

      Shock punched me in the gut. No…it couldn’t be…

      “Goodbye, Selina.”

      The warm nugget of power inside me dimmed…

      I didn’t want to die.

      I didn’t⁠—
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        This is forbidden. What shouldn’t have happened has come to pass. My fault entirely. I should have walked away. I could have saved her…

        UNNAMED JOURNAL (VAULT ARCHIVES)

      

      

      

      

      The tram rocked gently on a rickety track in desperate need of repairs. Everything about Carlston Town needed fixing. The houses, the businesses, the enforcement, and the people. But it was home.

      The trap on the seat beside me shuffled forward, and I slammed my hand on it, drawing it back.

      A low growl emanated from inside. “Let me out. Let me go.”

      “Shut up.”

      “Excuse me?” The woman sitting on the bench opposite glared at me, mouth pinched like she’d just sucked on a lemon.

      “I wasn’t speaking to you.”

      “Oh, really, then who were you speaking to?”

      I tapped the trap. “The critter in here.”

      Her eyes went round. “What?” She slid along her seat. “Conductor! Conductor!”

      Oh, for the love of all things dark and gory. “Shut up. And this time, I am speaking to you.”

      “Heh, heh, heh.” The critter chuckled.

      “What seems to be the problem here?” the conductor asked lemon lips.

      “She’s traveling with a critter,” citrus eater said, pointing a neatly manicured finger my way. “It’s against the law to bring one of those things onto public transport.”

      The conductor glanced at my trap which chose that moment to shuffle forward again. I scooped it into my lap and held it tightly.

      “I smell your blood.”

      It was that time of the month, but ick.

      The conductor’s pencil mustache twitched. “Miss, is there a critter in the trap?”

      “No.”

      “Liar, you said there was a critter in there,” the woman said.

      I smiled sweetly at her. “And I bet your hairstylist told you that bangs suited you.”

      “Why, you insolent little⁠—”

      “I can show you if you’d like?” I reached for the latch on the trap.

      “No!” the conductor and woman cried in unison.

      I bit back a smile. “In that case, I’d like to enjoy the rest of my journey in peace.”

      The conductor and the woman exchanged glances. “There are seats further up in the tram,” he said. “I’ll escort you.”

      The woman slid off her bench with an agitated huff, giving me a wide berth. She threw a wary glance at my trap before following the conductor down the aisle.

      “I’m hungry.”

      I didn’t bother responding.

      “I have a nest. Children. They’re waiting for me to bring back food.”

      This was not my problem.

      “I never hurt a human. Only rodents and pests.”

      It didn’t matter how innocent this critter was—I needed what the sale would bring me.

      Needing a distraction from its pleading, I pulled my notepad and pencil out of my pocket and set to work sketching the Obsidian Venenum I’d spotted by chance earlier. A fleeting glimpse on the way to pick up my trap, but enough to capture it in graphite. I’d ink it in later. The elusive critters, commonly known as jet stingers, were highly sought after for the paralytic effects of the venom they secreted. I’d only ever come across an abandoned nest before, the eggs dull because the larvae inside were dead. Killed by another jet stinger’s venom. They were a strange species, hellbent on wiping each other out… Wait, come to think of it, wasn’t that exactly what humans did?

      I added shading to the segmented body. The creature was a cross between a millipede and a scorpion. It’s hard shell a gleaming black, with two pinpricks of red for eyes. The perfect addition to my cryptozoology codex, a leather-bound collection of sketches and information on all the critters I’d come across so far. One day I might even get it professionally printed at one of the presses in Hartwood City, or better yet, published. Maybe.

      “What will happen to me? Will it hurt?”

      The quiver in the critter’s voice made my stomach twist. I rubbed the bandage on my hand. The psybond toxin the thing had injected into me would wear off soon enough, and it would no longer be able to speak to me. Until then, I’d ignore it.

      “Please…please, I don’t want to die.”

      It began to sob softly, and I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes. I couldn’t afford to feel sorry for it.

      Critters was the collective name given to all the mutated creatures that lived beneath the cities and towns of Nova Terra. The history of critter origins was somewhat murky, but the consensus was that they’d begun to evolve after The Overshadowing nearly three hundred years ago.

      Some critters were dangerous, exterminated by the critter control company I worked for to cull the population, but most were harmless. Sourced and trapped so their body parts could be used in medicines, tinctures, and potions. Like the Floramus Arachmus I’d picked up today. They were difficult to catch, due to their nests being in the hardest to reach spots of the sewer system. Like their name suggested, they looked like a cross between a flower and a spider—eight legs and petal-like appendages sticking up from their backs, which picked up sound waves so they could see in the dark, much like bats. Fascinating little creature.

      I’d gotten lucky with this one. It had been hunting for its nest.

      A mother trying to feed her children.

      No. I couldn’t allow sentimentality to color the big picture. There was a reason for what I did. A valid, vital reason, and that was all that mattered.
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        * * *

      

      Pennyriff Market was one of the shadiest parts of Carlston Town, and one of my regular haunts ever since I’d taken on freelancing as a side gig six months ago. Center for Critter Control didn’t pay enough for what I needed, and there was nothing in my contract stating that freelancing was prohibited. Still, I’d kept it quiet. Dabbling in critter capture for interested parties was much more lucrative, but it was also competitive. My job at the CCC provided the stability of a regular wage to cover the dry periods in freelancing.

      Today, the wind had blown smog from the textile factories directly over the market. It hung low in a thick, gray cloud, the acrid stench mingling with the smell of roasting meat, ruining the usually enticing aroma. My stomach still managed a grumble, reminding me that it had been several hours since breakfast.

      I wove through the crowd, trap held close to my chest, past smudged faces that looked inward. Probably lost in thoughts of their own problems. Threadbare coats, tattered scarves, fingerless gloves, and worn shoes were the dress code here. I’d done my best to emulate it, to fit in, but even then, my coat was a little too well-kept, gloves too clean, and shoes not worn enough.

      I caught a few curious glances but was quickly dismissed—after all, why would anyone who didn’t need to be in this part of town be here?

      With no functioning telecom or radio towers, this part of town was off the grid. They’d tried to repair the towers a few times, but the fix hadn’t taken. Magic was too weak here and so the magi-generators couldn’t activate to power the towers.

      The Overshadowing had altered Nova Terra in many ways, but the main impact lay in how technology functioned. Before The Overshadowing, magic and technology had co-existed, but afterward, the balance was disrupted. Now magic acted as a crutch for technology. Certain regions had higher magic potency than others, and it was only in those regions that magitech could function continuously. The rest of the world made do with controlled, timed surges of electricity.

      Pennyriff was a low-surge area that ran on manual labor and hope. It was a place of necessity. The cheapest food and wares you’d find anywhere in Carlston, along with the kind of hole-in-the-wall places reserved for nefarious trades and deals.

      I passed stalls selling fabric, bruised fruit and vegetables, knick-knacks, and old appliances in need of repair. Meat of dubious origin sizzled on a skillet to my left, and damn it smelled good.

      I might grab a bite on the way back to the tram station.

      The crowd thinned as I approached the edge of the market, where a row of three-story residences leaned together like conspirators, forming a barrier into what the locals called the rat run—a network of streets and alleys housing the unfortunate populace of this section of town.

      It was dark in the run, claustrophobic in the narrow streets that twisted and turned, cutting slender paths between homes that were huddled together, connected by makeshift bridges made of wood and rope. Laundry hung from dark windows, and the hum of life hidden behind doors covered in peeling paint made the journey a little less creepy.

      I walked faster, vigilant, because although the run was generally safe for residents, outsiders were fair game for local gangs.

      My destination wasn’t far now. I took a left at one of the few lampposts that illuminated the run and hurried down the alley that was one arm of a crossroads, connecting me to where I needed to be.

      My scalp pricked in warning a moment before two figures stepped out of the shadows, blocking my path. The anemic lamplight illuminated them—one tall and broad, the other short and stocky. Both dressed in the gray and black overalls of the CCC.

      I gripped the trap tighter. “Trent. Harry. Fancy meeting you here, in this dark alley in the middle of the afternoon, miles away from where you guys were supposed to be today.” I smiled thinly. “Did you decide to take a long detour?”

      Trent matched my smile with a cold one of his own, and a chill slid up my spine to hug my nape. “Cut the bullshit, Anamaya. We’ve been watching you.”

      “Well, that’s not creepy at all. I’m going to have to speak to HR. I’m sure you understand.”

      “You always do this,” Harry snapped. “Make a joke of everything. This is no joke. You’re freelancing while working for the CCC, and that won’t stand. Give us the critter, and we’ll say no more about it.” He held out his shovel-like hands, as if he expected me to simply hand over the bounty that I’d spent three days trawling through sewers to find.

      “It’s a good thing you’re nice to look at, Harry, because you’re denser than smog.”

      “Huh?” He looked to Trent for an explanation.

      I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. “I know you’re not going to take the critter back to the CCC. You’re working freelance for Carlisle. I know what critters he’s been after, and I know you two tossers haven’t the tracking or trapping skills to nab any of them on your own. If you think I’m going to let you steal from me, then you’re not only dense, you’re also delusional.”

      Trent stepped forward, pulling himself to his full six-two height and puffing out his chest. “There are two options for you here. Give us the trap and walk away, or we beat you to a pulp and take it from you.”

      “I don’t want to go with them. Please.”

      I ignored the critter, tapping my chin and feigning consideration of their proposal. “I think I’ll go with the third option.”

      “There is no third option,” Harry said, brows low in confusion.

      “Shut up, H,” Trent snapped. “She’s being a smartass.” He looked down his nose at me. “Go on then. What’s the third option?”

      I carefully set down the trap and dipped my gloved hands into my pocket, pulling out the case that housed my knuckle dusters. “I think I’m gonna have to kick both your asses.”

      They exchanged glances, then burst out laughing. I took the opportunity to bridge the distance between us and punch Harry in the face. His head whipped back, but he held his ground, blinking rapidly against the tears that filled his eyes before slowly reaching up to touch his bloody nose—blood that was already tinged blue by the toxin coating my knuckle dusters. Thumb blades would have been a better choice, but I’d used them a couple of weeks ago and hadn’t had a chance to coat them again.

      “Fuck!” Trent jumped back to avoid a blow, his hands coming up to fend me off.

      “Wha….” Harry fell over with a thud.

      The paralysis would wear off eventually.

      Trent backed up, fumbling in his overall pocket, presumably for the standard issue CCC weapon.

      “What’s happening?”

      I rushed him, not wanting to give him a chance to pull the taser free. The magitech weapon delivered enough of a shock to take down not just the hardiest critter, but humans too. He dodged so that my blow glanced off his shoulder. I spun around and tackled him, knocking the taser from his grasp. It clattered across the ground, skidding out of reach as we grappled.

      Like this, one-on-one, he was stronger than me, could overpower me. But my mother had taught me that there was nothing wrong with fighting like a girl. So, I did just that—slipping under his arm to come out at his back, I delivered a sharp punch to his kidneys before kicking the back of his knee. He went down, and I grabbed him in a sleeper hold, compressing his carotid artery. He tried to stand, to lift me off my feet and take away my advantage. Like hell would I allow that.

      I bit his ear hard enough to draw blood and a strangled squeal before he went limp. His body weight pulled me down, but I held fast, needing to be sure this wasn’t a ploy.

      “Hello? Let me out!” The trap rattled.

      Long seconds passed in which the muscles in my arms began to seize, and the urge to spit had saliva pooling in my mouth—ugh. I’d bitten his ear. I released my grip a fraction, then, satisfied he wasn’t faking, released him completely.

      He lay crumpled on the ground, looking suddenly smaller. I turned my head and spat a few times to get the taste of sweat and blood out of my mouth. Like, seriously? Why were his ears sweaty?

      I couldn’t risk him waking up before I’d made it out of the run, so I grabbed his hand and ran the back of my knuckle dusters across his skin, hard enough to scrape and draw blood. Enough for the paralytic to seep into his bloodstream.

      The specific neurotoxin was found in Sicut Mors—large mosquito-like bugs found in the western forestlands on the outskirts of Carlston. Nasty blighters. They stung for the fun of it, and although the bites could make you numb, the toxin wasn’t strong enough to paralyze, not unless combined with several other ingredients. Bunty knew the combination and had given me a vial as a gift after the last job I worked for him.

      The world was a dangerous place when you had no magic to protect you. I’d use whatever I could get my hands on in its place.
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        * * *

      

      I turned down the narrow alley where Bunty & Co. was housed. A hole-in-the-wall potion emporium that doubled as a pawn shop, run by Buntington Grom, an independent incantor with nothing but nasty things to say about the Arcanus. He often spewed vitriol about the system, about how the covens of incantors were hoarding spells, and how sorcerers were power-hungry egomaniacs. His hatred of magic users almost matched mine.

      Almost.

      It was the only reason I’d trusted him with the most important job—creating healing tinctures for my mother.

      The bell above the door tinkled as I entered the gloomy, slightly smelly shop and wove my way between cluttered shelves and around boxes of stuff, toward the back where Bunty held court.

      A whimper emanated from the box. “Please…”

      Dammit, when would the toxin wear off? “Bunty!” I picked up my pace, stepping over a wooden stool used to access the top shelves of his hoarder’s paradise and ducking under a dream catcher to get to the counter, where Bunty was hunched over something small and mechanical.

      He looked up at me with one huge, magnified eye. “Did you get it?” His impressive gray mustache moved with the words.

      I held up the trap. “I got it.”

      “Good. Hand it over.” He held out his hands, making grabby motions with his fingers.

      The critter began to sob again.

      “Tincture first, Bunty. You know the deal.”

      He wiggled his jaw, a sign of agitation, and lead bloomed in my belly. “You have made it, right?”

      He plucked off his magnifying glasses and fixed dark, accusatory eyes on me. “You didn’t tell me the truth, did ya?”

      The leaden sensation in my belly spread. “What truth?”

      “You didn’t tell me who you are.”

      My mouth went as dry as sand. “Listen, Bunty, I⁠—”

      “No.” He held up his hand. “I can’t help you. You’re an Onyx, not a Denton like you claimed. You’ve been lying to everyone.”

      Blood rushed to my ears, turning them hot. “How did you find out?”

      “A little blood, a little spell.” He shrugged.

      What kind of spell could reveal my identity through a blood sample? None that I knew of. “What were you trying to do with my blood?”

      He rolled his eyes. “A little persuasion to have you work for me as a favor.”

      The bastard had been trying to compel me.

      “Oh, don’t look so betrayed,” he continued. “If anyone should be put out, it’s me. The spell didn’t work because you’re not human. Got me to wondering what you were hiding and why, so I did a little digging. Rabbit holes, you know. Finally came upon an old image print in the news archives of an Ariana Onyx and her daughter after a most terrible tragedy. You look just like your mother.”

      “Okay, so you know. So what? You hate the Arcanus just as much as I do, so⁠—”

      “Hate them, yes, but magic is my business. I have commissions. Contacts. If anyone finds out I’ve been helping you, then I’m done. I’m sorry. Our business relationship is over.” His gaze dropped to the trap. “Just leave the critter and go, we can keep the truth between us. No one else needs to know who you are or where you live.”

      Where I live? The heat from my ears cooled to ice. “Are you threatening me?”

      “Ah, Ana, don’t be so dramatic. I need the critter, and you need my silence. Think of it as a business deal. Last thing your mother needs in her condition is to be harassed.”

      “What my mother needs is the tincture. You don’t understand how much pain she’s in. It’s the only thing that helps. The only thing that allows her to continue to be here for a little longer before…” My voice cracked, and a lump began to form in my throat. I was damned if I’d cry. “Bunty, she’s dying, and your tincture is the only thing allowing her any quality of life in the interim.”

      “If I got emotionally invested in all my business transactions, I’d never make any coin.” He sniffed and went back to work on whatever crap he was fixing. “Make sure you close the door firmly on the way out, you know it has a tendency to unlatch.”

      I wasn’t surprised at his reaction to finding out my true name. That part I understood, that part had happened too many times for me to be surprised. But to deny a dying woman relief from pain? That was simply evil.

      “You bastard.”

      His expression hardened. “Now, now, Ana, don’t make me rescind my most generous offer.”

      There was no way out of this. I needed his silence. I set the trap on the floor.

      “Please, don’t. Don’t leave me here.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      I turned and began to walk away.

      “It’s karma, you know,” Bunty called out. “All the pain your mother’s going through?”

      I slowly turned to face him, heart pounding my ribs as heat rushed up my body. “What did you say?”

      He flinched but held his ground. “I said it’s karma.”

      “You think my mother deserves to die?”

      “I think it’s fitting that her story comes to an end.”

      I took a few steps toward him. A red haze filling my vision, I crouched and picked up the trap, bringing it close to my mouth and whispering. “Are you still hungry?”

      “Yesss.”

      “What are you doing?” Bunty said, backing up a step. “Put that thing down.”

      My smile was a wicked, broken thing. “Happy hunting.”

      I opened the trap then walked away to the symphony of his agonized screams, and the munch and crunch of a much-deserved feasting.

      Karma was indeed a bitch, and some people deserved to die.

      My mother was not one of them.
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        Some theorize that the advancement of technology was the cause of The Overshadowing. That in our hubris, we damaged a creation far beyond our comprehension.

        HISTORY OF NIGHTSBRIDGE

      

      

      

      I’d never liked whiskey, but for some reason, it felt like a good choice of beverage for this most shitty day. Cheap, nasty stuff, but boy did it do the trick at numbing the grief that waited to tear at me.

      My mother was gone. Consumed by an insidious mortal disease until she was nothing but a shadow, waiting for death to ferry her away.

      That final week, she’d slept around the clock, but on the last day, she’d stayed awake, sat up even. Eaten a whole slice of pie. She’d laughed and hugged me, her body all bones—fragile and breakable. We played cards and laughed some more. That night, I stayed with her as she slept, her hand held tightly in mine, as if I could anchor her to this world. But she slipped away on a long exhale just before dawn, leaving nothing but an empty shell. Death gave us this final day, and for that small mercy, I was grateful. Grateful that her last weeks had been painless, despite Bunty’s refusal to help.

      With Bunty dead, I’d gone to his competition, Carlisle, for my tinctures. The smarmy weasel was twice as expensive, but he’d heard how good I was at my job. He fired Trent and Harry, who, after a warning from Carlisle, left me alone. I was worried that they’d tell my boss at the CCC about my freelance work, but I guess Carlisle had warned them against that, too. The man was dangerous, slit your throat and leave you to the rats kind of dangerous, which was why I’d avoided working with him in the first place, but desperate times called for desperate measures and all that.

      It was hard to accept she was gone, even after the sorry funeral where the sky wept alongside me. The few neighbors in attendance had no clue who they were truly mourning.

      Ariana Onyx had died six years ago, and today I laid to rest Ariana Denton. I couldn’t even bury my mother with her real name because Onyx graves were often desecrated. The Arcanum Imperium, the governing body that was meant to protect all Arcanus, had stolen not only our power but our identities, and now… Now I was alone.

      Truly and utterly fucking alone. Soon, I’d have to leave this cozy cottage we’d called home for the last six years. A place Mother had lovingly decorated with knitted throws and cushions, mismatched cutlery, plates, and cups bought from thrift stores. This place was a patchwork of antiques and color. Of love. But it was no longer safe. If Bunty had found out who I was, then others could too.

      It was time to move on.

      I sucked down the dregs lingering in the bottle and contemplated throwing it against the wall so I could revel in the satisfying crunch and smash, but then, who would clean up the mess?

      Something clattered through the letterbox and hit the mat with a thud.

      I set the bottle down on the worn coffee table and staggered to my feet. The world swayed a little, as if to remind me I was intoxicated. I shuffled out into the hall, thick socks cushioning my steps against the cold, wooden floor, and retrieved the envelope. My name was scrawled across it in my mother’s hand, along with our address, and on the back was the name of the law firm that handled the Onyx estate.

      I knew what this was.

      I carried it back to the sitting room and carefully opened it, tugging out the neatly folded paper that smelled like peppermint.

      Mother…

      My vision blurred, and I blinked away tears to read her letter.

      

      
        
        Dear Anamaya,

        

        If you’re reading this, then I’m gone, and, honey, I’m so sorry for that. Know that if there’d been a way for me to stay, then I would have, but not even the Weave allows us to cheat death. Death… Hmm, I’m hoping he’s a handsome fellow.

      

      

      

      I choked back a laugh. She was always making jokes, even when she was in pain…especially when she was in pain, as if by doing so she could somehow lessen my agony.

      I wiped my nose with my sleeve and read on.

      
        
        I promised there would be no secrets between us, and for the most part, I kept that promise. But there are certain things I hid from you for your own safety. Now that I’m gone, somebody needs to hold onto these secrets in my place, and as the last Onyx, that duty falls to you.

        

        There is a box under my bed that contains everything you need to know. What you decide to do with the knowledge inside it is up to you.

        

        As your mother, with only the desire to protect you, I hope you bury it and move on with your life. But if you decide to act, then, honey, I wish you the best of luck and the grandest of adventures. Know that I will be watching over you always. My big, brave girl, I’m so very proud of you.

        

        Love eternal,

        Mother x

      

      

      

      For the first time in days, the horrible numbness that had gripped my mind abated. What secrets was she talking about? I shoved the letter into my gown pocket and headed up the narrow steps to Mother’s bedchamber.

      Someone had made up the bed with fresh sheets patterned with sunflowers that stood out starkly against the black-painted finish of the bed frame, as if making a statement. Probably Darla from down the road. She’d stayed the last few nights, refusing to leave me to cope alone. Then she’d asked me if I’d like her to go through Mother’s things to donate them to charity, and I’d told her to go fuck herself.

      Probably not my finest hour.

      I grabbed the bed frame and shoved with all my might, revealing the dusty wooden floor beneath, along with a small, relatively dust-free box.

      No lock.

      Nothing to keep me out.

      I tipped the contents onto the bed. A leather-bound book, a letter, a necklace with an oval red stone hanging off it, a silver locket, a brooch in the shape of a crescent moon, and a hairpin in the shape of a shell. I turned over the brooch to find an inscription—Bharti Onyx. The hairpin was also inscribed—Melody Onyx. The locket carried the name Irenia Onyx, but the inscription on the ruby amulet was the one that made my blood run cold—Dharma Onyx. The woman responsible for the shitstorm that had stained the Onyx bloodline.

      We were sorcerers, at least we had been until Dharma committed an act so foul it forced the Arcanum Imperium to bind not just her power, but the power of our bloodline. She was responsible for the extinction of a whole incantor bloodline, and the reason why my sorcerer bloodline had been treated like pariahs for the last century.

      These items were focuses belonging to the Onyx women who’d wielded our power before it had been stripped. While incantors used spells, potions, and rituals to manipulate and channel the Weave, as sorcerers, the Weave flowed directly through us. At least it had at one time, before we’d been cut off from it. Back then, these focuses had acted like conduits, a central focus for power, and a way to direct that raw magic without burning out.

      We were a matriarchal family, our connection to the Weave passing from mother to daughter, regardless of whether the male sire was a sorcerer or not. But there had been no power since Dharma.

      Onyx had become an Arcanus bloodline without access to the Weave, each generation of women plagued with a different curse. For my mother, it had been the curse of loss. The death of her firstborn followed by my father, then the loss of her second love, followed by the loss of quality of life, and finally, her death. Mother was right—access to our magic would not have prevented her death. But the stain on our name had kept her from getting the medical care she needed. The care she deserved. The taint on our bloodline forced her to suffer for months, because to ask for help would mean revealing her true nature, and thus, our true name. Our fake identities wouldn’t have survived the scrutiny.

      She’d suffered to protect what we’d built here. To protect me. I was glad I was able to ease her pain, but mine would fester until the governing body that left us to rot paid the price for their cruelty. But that would never happen. They were powerful. Untouchable. Arrogantly justified in the sentence they’d passed on my bloodline. My mother’s pain was nothing to them, and I had no grounds to demand retribution, leaving me with a crushing weight of impotent rage.

      I was the last Onyx. Cursed to feel neither physical pain nor pleasure. My bloodline would likely die with me, and maybe that was for the best.

      I moved the focuses aside and picked up the letter. The paper was worn as if it had been opened and read many times.

      
        
        My Love,

        

        It has come to pass. The thing that we feared. They know about us, and because of that, I cannot return.

        

        I want you to know that not a day will go by when I won’t think of you. Of the way you feel in my arms, or the scent of your perfume. Not a day will pass when I won’t wish to feel your soft lips against mine. I did not know it was possible to love until I met you, and the years that we shared have been the happiest of my life.

        

        My heart breaks as I write this. I will never forget you, sweet Ariana, or my beloved stepdaughter, Anamaya. Please tell her that I will love her, always.

        

        Goodbye, my love,

        

        Daniel x

      

      

      

      It took every ounce of will not to tear up the note. The bastard. The fucking gall of him. He could have stayed. But he’d chosen society over us, his secret family.

      At least my real father had stuck around, leaving only because he had no choice. Death doesn’t take no for an answer.

      Finally, I picked up the journal. It was battered, partially burned, its pages either torn out or crumbling. I flipped through it carefully, eyes crossing at the neat, tiny script. This wasn’t a job for drunk Ana.

      I was about to close it when four words written in capital letters caught my eye.

      

      
        
        IT’S ALL A LIE.

      

      

      

      I forced my eyes to focus and read on.

      

      
        
        I’m innocent, but they did something. They changed the truth. I know it. No one believes me, but I feel it in my bones. I’m not crazy. I’m not. I can prove it if only⁠—

      

      

      

      Dammit, the rest was burned away. I flipped to the front cover, searching for a clue as to who this belonged to. And there, in neat script, was her name. Dharma Onyx.

      My great-great-grandaunt.

      Her journal.

      Her account.

      How did my mother have it?

      The words on the next page were blurred, as if someone had dropped water on them, leaving only a few legible lines.

      

      
        
        Libra Veritas is the key to the truth…

        

        Hidden

        

        Lie when they say it doesn’t exist.

        

        If I can get into the vaults at Nightsbridge Academy, then…

        

        The library is off-limits. If I’m caught, they’ll kill me. But it’s worth the risk to know for certain. To prove that I’m innocent. I must try…

      

      

      

      I flipped the page, and a piece of folded-up paper fell out. This was a crisp printout. A page from a legal text, maybe?

      My pulse quickened as instinct screamed that this was important.

      Dammit. I was going to need coffee.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Half an hour later, I was stone-cold sober and nursing a heart that raced with possibilities. The paper was a legal document of sorts. It was a page from the Arcanum Lex. The book that set out the laws that all magic users must abide and be governed by. The laws covered both incantors and sorcerers, and any other being that drew power from the Weave. Therianthropes and Haematophages, although magical in nature, don’t have access to the network of threads that comprise the Weave. So, they were governed solely by laws put in place by the Imperium Alius—a high supernal council that oversaw everything other, even the Arcanum Imperium. Whatever power the Therianthropes and Haematophages possessed came from Source—the mysterious well of power that created all supernal beings. Many believed it was housed in the supernal afterlife. A place called Tariffel, or Fel, as some liked to call it. Some believed the Source was a deity, and others preferred to think of it as an endless well of energy, possibly sentient. Personally, I didn’t care. How we got here was inconsequential, all that mattered was how we chose to live.

      I scanned the document, gaze dropping to an underlined paragraph. How my mother had gotten her hands on this, or Dharma’s book for that matter, was beyond me.

      While the journal suggested that Dharma was innocent of her crime, and said there might be a way to prove it, the page from the Arcanum Lex gave me a way to find that evidence. To find this Libra Veritas. The book of truth.

      I read it again just to be sure.

      

      No Arcanus bloodline may be allowed to be extinguished. All efforts must be made to preserve them. When in timor exstinctionis, channels of power must be protected and nurtured to prevent loss of connection to the Weave and destabilization.

      

      Timor exstinctionis… My Latin was rusty, but I was certain that meant fear of extermination. I was blocked from accessing the Weave’s power but still connected to it. As the last Onyx, if I died, it would sever that connection. So, according to the Arcanum Lex, the Arcanum Imperium had a duty to keep the connection alive, which meant giving me the best chance at survival.

      This… This was my loophole…

      I could use this law to my advantage and demand to have my power restored. After all, I was vulnerable without it. I might die without access to my powers, just like my ancestors had, and the only place where it could be restored was Nightsbridge Academy, of that much I was certain. Nightsbridge was a hub of power, said to house some of the most powerful incantors and sorcerers. It was also where the block on my bloodline's power had been placed. I wasn’t sure how, or by whom, but I was going to find out. Because, according to Dharma’s journal, it was also where the Libra Veritas was housed.

      Where the truth was hidden.

      A surge of heat rushed through my veins.

      I’d spent the last six years running from the Onyx name. Reinventing myself and hiding, but if Dharma had been framed and used as a scapegoat…if my bloodline was innocent, then I needed to know. If I could get proof of the Arcanum Imperium’s manipulation, I could expose them to the Imperium Alius. I could demand retribution, the harshest punishment for all the pain and suffering they’d put my family through. I could finally free myself of the noose that had hung around my neck ever since birth. If I could find proof that Dharma was innocent, then I’d have revenge, not just for me and Mother, but for every Onyx that had come before. For the unnecessary curses they’d bestowed on us, for the pariahs they’d made us. For the hate and disgust and the aching loneliness. They’d pay for it all.

      I set the papers down and took a deep breath. This was more than an adventure; this was a potential death sentence. At least it had been for Dharma. History was proof that she’d failed. Vanished not long after that diary entry. Presumed dead. Was I arrogant enough to think I could do better? No, I just had nothing left to lose.

      My decision was made.

      I was going to Nightsbridge.

      It was time to become Anamaya Onyx once more.
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        It’s a blessing that the event occurred on the farthest coast of Nova Terra, allowing the Imperium Alius and the Custodes Hominum to create a clear barrier between the anomaly and the rest of the world.

        THE SCIENCE OF CHANGE BY BARTHOLOMEW REGINALD

      

      

      

      Chilly air slapped me with the tang of the sea as I stepped out of the port and onto the platform of Nightsbridge Station. Weathered white stone pillars bordered the black-and-white checkered ground, housing a small redbrick guard’s building. The air between me and the churning gray clouds shimmered with an electric blue glow, the wards protecting travelers from what lay beyond. The ocean on either side of the station acted as a natural barrier, rippling and rolling toward the land, lapping hungrily at the jagged beach beyond the platform.

      I took a moment to drink in the sea air and serene vista while my stomach settled. I hated the aftereffects of port travel. Being magically broken down then reassembled hundreds of miles away felt downright wrong. But it was the most common form of travel for long distances, and the only way to get to Nightsbridge. It made sense, Nightsbridge wasn’t exactly a tourist attraction, and the only people who lived there did so because they had no choice.

      And here I was, hoping to become one of them.

      Behind me, the glow of the port faded with a soft crackle, and I hauled my backpack onto my shoulder and strode toward the guard’s office. A tram sat on the tracks beyond, its windows tinted black.

      I guessed that was my ride.

      The wind whistled a soft lament as I pushed open the door to the guardhouse and stepped into what looked more like a comfortable sitting room than an office. Two armchairs bordered a cheery hearth, and books were piled on a table in the corner beneath a painting of a man with a wiry beard and stern eyes set beneath bushy brows. There was only one window in the building, open despite the chill—a waste of heat if you asked me. But whatever.

      A man—who looked very much like the one in the painting but without the beard —was parked behind the official desk. He nursed an impressively large mug in his hands. Tea, if the teapot beside him was anything to go by.

      He took a slurp of his beverage and surveyed me from beneath his salt-and-pepper eyebrows. “If yer done gawping, I’ll have yer papers.”

      I pulled the pass from my pocket and handed it to him. “It’s sealed and everything.”

      “Course it is. Not every day we get a voluntary visitor. Especially one who’s requestin’ a Perculiari Petitione.”

      “News travels fast.”

      He tutted. “Crazy to petition to be admitted here. You do know it’s a death sentence, right?”

      “Surely not always.”

      “Optimist, huh?”

      “No. A survivor.”

      A large bird flew in through the window behind him and landed on the top of the armchair.

      A raven.

      A massive one.

      It preened for a moment, then cocked its head to fix me with a cold and calculating stare that was far too intelligent.

      “Yes, news does travel fast around here,” the man said. “I mek sure of it.”

      The raven cawed as if in agreement.

      It had taken five weeks from my legal representative filing the necessary documents to obtain a date for this visit. I didn’t want to wait around another second. “When does the tram leave?”

      “As soon as you get on it,” he said. “Not expectin’ anyone else today, are we, Maddox?”

      “We certainly aren’t,” the raven replied.

      The raven replied? Out loud. Fucking hell. I’d come across critters who could communicate through psybonds, but never across an animal that could speak out loud.

      The guard let out a bark of laughter and slapped his thigh. “Been a while since I saw that expression on someone’s face.” He turned to Maddox. “Let the border guard know that Miss Onyx is on her way.”

      He said Onyx without any inflection of disgust. Didn’t he know about the shit associated with my name?

      His eyes narrowed. “Can’t have been easy for you.” The kindness in his tone had unwanted heat gathering behind my eyes. No one, not in all my twenty-one years, had ever shown such consideration.

      Daniel, my stepfather, had been kind, of course. But only in the confines of the estate, where he’d kept us, his secret family. He visited once or twice a week, bringing small gifts and laughter, creating an illusion of safety. But I knew now that he would have spurned us in public, because as soon as the rumors started, he’d cut and run.

      “You all right, luv?” the tram guard asked.

      I blinked and looked away. “I’m fine. Just eager to get going.”

      “Speaking of going…Maddox, why are you still here?”

      “Caw, come on, Chester, can’t a bird get warm? Caw!” He leapt off the chair and back out of the window, gone in a flurry of black feathers.

      Chester heaved his body up from his seat and stomped past me to the door. “Come on, then let’s get you off.” He held the door open for me, letting in a gust of icy air. “Few rules for you.” He overtook me as we stepped onto the platform, leading the way to the tram. “This here tram is warded. You stay inside, you stay safe. They can’t see you, but you can see them. Ignore them. To be honest, it’s been pretty quiet the past few weeks. Hunters been keeping the hot zone clean, so it should be a mundane ride. Just stay in yer carriage.”

      Hunters…that’s what I’d be once I convinced them to remove the block on my power and let me enroll. Not that I wanted the damn job. If job was what you could call it. There was no pay, merely obligation and the chance to get your face ripped off by the Horrors and Echoes that were drawn to this region like moths to a flame. But if I wanted my powers—and a chance to find the Libra Veritas—then I’d have to submit to the process. I’d make a point to remind them of the terms of the Arcanum Lex—the fact that they needed me alive. Heck, I might avoid being a Hunter and land some kind of admin role instead, something that would allow me to begin my search for the book of truth… And I was getting ahead of myself. I needed admission first.

      I tucked my hands into my jacket pockets to warm them. Thank Trinity for felt lining.

      “Talbot’ll meet you at the Border House,” Chester said.

      “The Border House?”

      “Doubles as the end of the line. It’s the messenger quarters and houses ports to the Academy buildings.”

      The tram door opened as we approached. “In you get,” Chester said. “Do not disembark until you reach the Border House.”

      “I’m no fool, Chester.” I climbed into the carriage, where it was markedly warmer.

      “You should be there in just over an hour, way before the storm hits. It’s not due till tonight.”

      “And a storm is bad why?”

      “We don’t run the tram during a storm—it messes with the wards. Academy is all right, though. They got the steeple that conducts and converts the lightning. Fabulous invention.”

      I turned to face him. “What about you? What about the guardhouse?”

      He smiled. “Oh, don’t you worry about me. I have me protocols. I’ll see you soon, no doubt.”

      The doors slid shut, the tinted glass darkening the world outside. My pulse spiked at the woman staring back at me, almond eyes, sharp cheekbones, a pointed chin. Fuck, I did look like my mother.

      The tram rumbled to life. We slid away from Chester and the guardhouse, pulling away from the platform and out of the wards.

      Power pricked my skin—the tram wards activating, no doubt. I took a window seat and set my bag on the floor, settling down for the ride.

      The beach receded, the sound of the sea fading as we slipped into forestland. Trees sprang up on either side, tall, dark, and menacing, blocking out the late afternoon sun. The tram was a lone metal snake, slithering through this deadly forest that housed all manner of monsters.

      Horrors and Echoes—that’s how they were classified. But the details were unknown to me, a secret that would only be revealed if the Academy accepted me. What I did know about the Academy was that it played a vital role in keeping the rest of the world safe. My home education with Mother had delved a little into the history of this place. It had been built as a bastion to house Hunters, warriors tasked with culling the Horrors that didn’t belong in our world. Monsters that had come from another place. But the details of where and how were shrouded in conjecture and rumor and mystery. Maybe once I was admitted, I’d get to know the truth of it all.

      There was no denying the shiver of anticipation in my belly, not all due to the verbal battle and resistance that I was certain awaited me in the Perculiari Petitione. Like hell would they let me into the ranks of the Arcanus without a fight, no matter what the Lex said. I was, after all, an Onyx.

      I’d spent all my life among humans and supernals like Bunty and Carlisle—Arcanus without affiliation to any coven—skimming the outskirts of society while the magic users who I should have been able to count on for support pretended I didn’t exist. I’d worked with other kinds of supernals too, Therianthropes and Haematophages who preferred not to be drawn into the politics of shifter packs or high society.

      Carlston Town had been a haven of anonymity. For a while, I’d convinced myself that my heritage didn’t matter, that it was a hindrance, but now… Now it would be a hook, a weapon, an ally in getting what I needed, and no one would stand in my way.

      They couldn’t. Not legally. Unless there was something I’d missed.

      I’d find out soon enough.

      The rumble and squeak of the tram faded into background noise as I allowed myself to relax into the leather seat. This wasn’t so bad.

      Did the Hunters at the Academy use this tram when they went on leave? Did they get leave? Did the students training to be Hunters go home for holidays?

      What would they make of me? An outsider in so many ways. Once again, the tiny voice in the back of my mind whispered that I was getting ahead of myself, but I shut it down quickly.

      A flash of light split the sky, followed by an atmospheric rumble, and my stomach dipped. Chester had said the storm wasn’t due until later tonight.

      Another flash and rumble were followed by the hammer of rain on the roof and windows.

      Shit.

      We were still miles from the Border House, and if the wards went down… No, it was fine.

      Chester said it had been quiet recently. Not much activity in the forest. There was nothing to worry about.

      The storm intensified, a living thing fuelled by ire and intent, surrounding me in its wrathful embrace until the squeak and rumble of the tram was buried beneath its elemental voice.

      Was it my imagination, or was the tram slowing down?

      Long minutes passed. Wards were still holding. I’d be fine. I’d barely relaxed into my seat again when movement outside the carriage caught my eye. Before I could get a good look, the whole carriage shook violently, and I was thrown against the wall.

      What the fuck?

      Across the aisle, a dark shape hurtled toward the window and smashed into the wards.
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        Elemental beings made of earth are proof of the life that permeates nature. Sentient yet of low intelligence, mudarks seem to have only one goal. To feed.

        THE COMPENDIUM OF HORRORS

      

      

      

      The wards spat blue sparks as the huge rock slammed into them.

      I barely had time to register what that meant before another rock hit. The wards fizzed, enraged, and the hairs on my nape stood as the temperature dropped.

      So far, the windows had held, but that didn’t mean that another assault wouldn’t break them. I needed to know what was hurling the rocks, but the storm and the tinted windows significantly reduced visibility. Seconds dragged by before I forced myself to move closer, framing my eyes with my hands and pressing them to the glass to peer out.

      Shit! What was that thing lumbering along the tree line? It was hard to make out details, but it was huge and blocky and…was it made of mud? A mud man?

      The carriage rocked, and I almost lost my balance.

      Another hit, farther down the tram this time. My breath plumed in front of my face.

      The creatures were going to take down the wards.

      Think, Ana, by the Trinity, think. There had to be a fail-safe. Some kind of alarm, something. I scanned the walls and the area by the door, staggering on my feet and bracing when another blow shook the carriage.

      Nothing here.

      I grabbed my pack and ran through to the next carriage, wildly searching, moving faster and faster through the tram, until I burst into the driver’s cab, where winking buttons and flashing lights greeted me, along with what looked like a radio coms unit.

      I grabbed it and pressed the button. “Hello?” I let go of the button for a beat. Static crackled. I tried again. “Can anyone hear me?”

      “This is Border House Nightsbridge,” a gruff male voice informed me. “Who is this?”

      “My name is Anamaya. I’m on the tram, and it’s under attack.”

      “Anamaya Onyx?”

      “Yes! Please send help.”

      Static followed.

      I pressed the button. “Hello?”

      Nothing.

      “Hello? Please, can you hear me?”

      Static…and then, “You don’t belong here, Onyx bitch.”

      Ice flooded my veins, quickly morphing into frostbitten rage. “Listen, you shit-stain, you best⁠—”

      The carriage jolted hard enough to throw me off my feet and into the far wall headfirst.

      I came to on the ground, but the world looked odd, and it took a moment for my brain to recalibrate and adjust its perspective. I was pressed to the cabin wall, which was now flush to the ground. We’d been derailed, and the whole contraption was now on its side.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck. I pushed to my feet, blinking back the blood trickling into my eye. I prodded it. Dammit, it was deep. Probably would need stitches. No way to know how bad it was without pain to guide me. My hands trembled as I pulled a roll of bandages from my pack, winding some around my head to staunch the worst of the bleeding. First aid was essential with my condition.

      The Academy was another fifteen minutes by tram. I’d have to go on foot and outrun anything that came after me. Maybe I’d get lucky. Maybe the mud men were gone. Maybe they just wanted to play and knock over the tram and⁠—

      The crunch and squeal of metal told a different story. They were tearing it open like a tin can.

      Shit. I had to get out, but there was nothing to break the cabin window with.

      Wait. Was that a hatch? Of course, a hatch in the floor which was now facing me. I ran my fingers over the surface, searching for a latch, some way to get it open. I brushed over a hexagonal indent. The perfect fit for a metal nut? Or was it key? It had to be a key. I needed a hexagonal key!

      The crunch and groan of metal was replaced by soft growls.

      The mud men were inside.

      Dammit, where was the damn key?

      I spotted a hook by the radio with a key symbol painted above it, but the key was gone. It must have fallen when the tram derailed. It had to be here somewhere.

      I fell to my knees, palms sweeping over the ground. Come on, come on. Please! My chest was too tight, my breath coming in shallow, fast gasps, and black dots danced in my vision in time to the throb of my head.

      Heavy footsteps echoed toward me along with gruff grunts and growls. Rocks settled in my belly.

      Please, please, please… My fingers brushed something cold and hard under the control panel. I hesitated, gripping it tighter. Could it be...? My breath hitched as I pulled it free and squinted in the dim light—yes! The key! Hands shaking, I quickly inserted it into the hatch and twisted. It turned a little, then got stuck.

      Something crashed behind me, and the thud of footsteps grew louder—too close. I was moments away from discovery. I set the key back to the start position, then twisted again, hard enough to bruise my fingers. It snagged before turning all the way. The hatch popped open, and dizzy with relief, I fell out into the storm, into the sheets of rain that soaked me instantly, blinding me momentarily before I could tug up my hood.

      I rushed to the front of the toppled carriage and pressed my body to it, shrinking into the growing gloom and the chaos of the storm as I studied the terrain. Any second now, the monsters would reach the control room, and once they got there, they’d discover the hatch—and come for me. I’d give anything to have my toxin-covered knuckle dusters or blades with me now. But those items had been prohibited. I’d managed to smuggle in a vial of toxin hidden in a cushioned pocket of my bag, but it was useless without a way to inject it, and who knew if it would even work on these mud men.

      Fighting was not an option, not against these monsters.

      Running was my only choice, but it would put me out in the open. A target. The alternative was the forest, and the host of deadly things that resided there. Nope. I’d take the slow, lumbering mud men any day, and anything else that wanted me would have to break cover and come for me.

      Something smashed behind me.

      My cue to move.

      I burst into a sprint, falling into a focused rhythm that ignored the elements, the roar of triumph from the monsters behind me, and the fact that I was now prey.

      I ran—pack bumping the small of my back, legs pumping, lungs working to keep me fueled—and ate the distance, flying across the wet ground along the tracks, thankful for the grip and the stability of my boots.

      This I could do all day—run without breaking much of a sweat, without tiring. I could run for miles. Not magic, not Weave power, but something else. Something innate that I’d never understood, but damn, I was grateful for it now.
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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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