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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Matti-Jay Menthony crouched at the rocky promontory, squinting into the bright evening sunlight. Here, a hundred meters above the tops of the forest laid out in the deep valley, she had views that felt like they went on forever.

      Well, at least three valleys over. The ridges became a deeper blue as they became more distant. This part of Ludelle 8 was lush with thick forest. From below came the cries of birds and some of the odd chittery monkey-like things she and other survivors had seen before.

      The rocks were solid and warm. Exposed to the brilliant light from Ludelle—the sun—all day, they just about burned. Matti-Jay didn't mind. One of the frequent localized showers had drenched her on the way up here. The warmth from the rocks helped her dry out.

      Her aging set of ship's overalls were wearing out. Daily wear deep in the forest tended to do that. The dark blue overalls were designed for life aboard the very controlled environment of a vessel. Not for scrabbling around on your knees, or climbing trees or wading through rivers.

      Her set were fraying at the ankles and wrists, and were coming apart at the right shoulder.

      A spiny thicket beside her smelled oily. Like turpentine. It had tiny yellow flowers, and little black insects buzzed around, gathering sweet nectar.

      Buzzing insects, like bees. That could mean honey. And a bush that smelled oily. That could mean good fuel for fires. Even for engines if the group could figure out how to refine it.

      The surviving crew of the Donner had so much to learn out here, as they attempted to live long enough to get rescue from Earth.

      Three months so far.

      Mostly they just had shelters and some fishing.

      Out in this valley she was watching, there were a few clearings. That offered some possibility for her group. Clearings suggested a variation in vegetation. Root vegetables, and maybe fruiting bushes. Easier things for them to exploit to process edible food.

      To the right, the north, there stood one of the alien buildings that were so seemingly randomly dotted around the planet. This one was unusual. Cylindrical, with a twisted, tapered cone on the roof. Colored a lighter green than the forest around it. The building's tip rose just above the level of the trees.

      Interesting.

      But perhaps not quite as interesting as the thin tendril of smoke came from one of the other clearings. Three things from that. One, it could be dangerous. There had been a lightning storm the previous night. Maybe a strike had ignited some dead wood. Maybe a forest fire would take hold.

      There had been plenty of rain, so the forest was wet. They just didn't know enough about the processes here on Ludelle yet. Everything came with the mantra proceed with caution.

      The other thing was that it could be more survivors. The group had come down over a relatively small area, but there were still places to look.

      The third thing, and the most distant, most unlikely, and most hopeful thing, was that it might just vaguely be the wreck site of the Blue Defender.

      One of the runabouts from the Donner, the Blue Defender, official designation ExR13, for External Runabout number thirteen, had been Matti-Jay's lifeboat when the Donner had crashed. The group had plenty of parts from other vessels, but the Blue Defender was—had been—their only operating vessel. And then, only just.

      Ten days back, the runabout had disappeared. They'd been using it to fly out and look for survivors with its cameras and sensor equipment. So far it had found two people, Nera and Cale. Also some of the supply pods.

      Then then it had gone missing on one flight. Dropped off the tracking and vanished. Taking Alison with it.

      Searches had proven useless.

      And much harder, given that the Blue Defender had gone too.

      Matti-Jay had liked Alison, and felt guilty. Blue Defender was kind of Matti-Jay's runabout. She shouldn't let herself get attached to something that was really just a piece of equipment, but the ship had saved her life. They'd been through a lot together.

      Guilty because she felt sadder about the loss of the runabout than she did about Alison. An actual person.

      Matti-Jay took a breath. Too easy to get swirled up in worry and blame and doubt. When there were so many things to get done.

      It was all a matter of survival.

      She took a few steps back to the nearest of the trees. It was mature, but slim-trunked. Barely wider than her own waist. The tree was hardy, the trunk gnarled and ropey. Tough, from living at the edge of the rocks here, where the soil was thin and poor.

      But the trunk was sturdy. And the branches were nicely spaced. It was like some kind of pine back on Earth, with thin needles and fat balls for seed cones.

      Matti-Jay grabbed a branch and climbed. It could be surprising how a few extra meters could afford a much better view.

      The bark was hard against her palms, and sticky in places from sap.

      A brushing sound came from back along the narrow rough path Matti-Jay had followed to reach the promontory. Forested thickly. In places exposed rocks held strappy tree roots and little moss gardens in crooks and crevices. The forest could be very beautiful.

      And very dangerous.

      Either an animal coming. Or one of the crew.

      Proceed with caution. A good mantra.

      “Hey!” Matti-Jay called back.

      She dropped back to the ground. Her boots thumped.

      The path was an animal trail. Mostly. In some parts she'd had to push through thicker undergrowth to continue on.

      Strictly she shouldn't be coming out here alone. Especially not so far from camp. She'd crossed over a ridge and a valley from the encampment. At least four kilometers. The day was warm and for the most part the paths she'd followed were easy going.

      Plenty of undergrowth in the Ludelle forests, but also plenty of parts where there was very little. Some of the species of trees shed their leaves and branches, making the understory struggle. Especially with such a thick canopy. Parts were just about dark as night.

      Which would be a bad spot to encounter a predator, or even some automaton left behind by the vanished civilization.

      Matti-Jay had dealt with those kinds of things enough in her time out here. In their brief time orbiting in the Donner, they'd observed various segments of that alien civilization. Buildings and infrastructure and, maybe, sculptures.

      And automatons.

      From the space-borne dragon-ship that had brought down the Donner and Matti-Jay's own runabout the Blue Defender, to the striding robots that seemed to have not noticed that their creators had vanished. The robots continued with their functions. As if there was someone to report to.

      This part of the forest, though, Matti-Jay's crew mates hadn't seen anything that suggested the civilization had existed at all. It was like a giant forest park. Sectioned off and protected from development.

      Like a whole lot of parts back on Earth. From America's Yosemite to the Black Forest in Germany to Fiordland deep in New Zealand's south.

      Any advanced civilization was going to set aside places like this.

      Except that there were no aliens left here. They'd abandoned the place.

      Matti-Jay wished that she and the others could investigate the reasons more. Why had the aliens vanished? Why had they left behind so much of their operating equipment?

      Thing was, the Donner's survivors were hurt and tired and struggling. There wasn't any time to conduct any investigations.

      Every ounce of energy they had was devoted to survival. That and rescue.

      The sound continued. Someone or something coming up toward her.

      Matti-Jay pulled her blade from the sheath at her waist.

      Charlie and Sildra had worked on creating knife blades for everyone. From pieces of hull wreckage. Simple aluminum-plastic knives that were a bit too stiff and not quite sharp enough.

      But it was something. And it specifically aided their survival. It gave them weapons against predators. And it gave them a way to gather nutrition.

      They had salvaged some food dispensers from some of the runabouts that had come down. Nothing working right, but with some tinkering, they'd been able to get some supplementary food items.

      Matti-Jay held the blade backward in her right hand. Hilt in her fist, butt right by her thumb. Blade paralleling her forearm.

      Exactly how Nicole Berring had shown her in training back aboard the Donner.

      “More leverage,” Nicole had said. “Better chance of holding onto the knife.”

      Nicole had survived the attack on the Donner, escaping aboard the Marauder. Except that the Marauder had been destroyed too. Nicole had perished.

      Eighteen of them had survived. From a complement of three hundred.

      And now their survival was being challenged every day.

      “Hey!” Matti-Jay called again.

      No response.

      Her body tingled. Ready for action. Ready to defend herself.

      The animal kept coming. Pushing through branches, crackling through the twigs and sticks on the ground. The animal wasn't even trying to conceal itself.

      Which was unusual. Predators usually snuck up on their prey. It was a virtual certainty.

      Matti-Jay glimpsed movement through the gaps in the trees. A dark shape.

      But then, another sound over the swishes and snaps. A whirring. Mechanical.

      The shape pushed up into a patch of sunlight. Coming into view.

      “Dub!” Matti-Jay said.

      The display on Dub's football-shaped head flickered. Then showed, Hello Matti-Jay.

      Dub was one of the quadruped robots left behind by the civilization. Naturally tall—well over two meters high—and walking on four spindly legs, Dub had helped Matti-Jay out numerous times. It was instinctively friendly and protective.

      Dub had even sacrificed itself protecting her, losing its whole body. Matti-Jay had been able to use microbots from the Blue Defender's automatic repair systems, to work on repairing Dub.

      Now Dub could communicate using a simple matrix display on its head. The size of Matti-Jay's palm, the display could show a few words at a time. Dub was very clever with communicating a whole lot using just a few words. Highlighting things with color. Right now a soft blue, but if things were urgent, it would be red. Even flashing.

      Dub could also understand anything Matti-Jay, or anyone else, said. Pretty smart.

      And, the robot could get around courtesy of a rebuilt body.

      Not quite what it had had when Matti-Jay had first encountered it, but, enough. Six simple motorized legs, a battery with a seven to ten-hour charge, depending on how active Dub got, and two simple manipulator arms.

      Dub recharged its new body, courtesy of the microbots too. Using its arms, the robot gathered leafy plant material and stuffed it into a hopper slot on its new back. A tiny vat engine converted the cellulose and other similar chemicals into fuel hydrocarbons, which in turn ran a fuel cell.

      It was a very efficient system.

      Matti-Jay stood and hugged Dub. The manipulator arms came around her. Did Dub understand the significance of personal contact?

      Unlikely. But it did play the game.

      Matti-Jay stepped back. “There's something going on the valley here,” she said. “Take a look.” She pointed out over the rocky promontory.

      The tendril of smoke had thickened now. Maybe the fire taking hold. Or someone stoking it.

      Dub stepped onto the promontory, feet clicking on the rock.

      Dub had numerous cameras and other observational equipment built into its head. Dub would gather better imagery than Matti-Jay could.

      Dub watched for a moment and turned to Matti-Jay.

      Data gathered, the display said. Then, Charlie says come back.

      “Charlie? Why?”

      Charlie says come back.

      “I'll come back soon.” Matti-Jay watched the smoke. They would have to get a group to come investigate. See if there were more survivors.

      They had to find everyone.

      Charlie says come back.

      “Important huh?”

      Yes. Dub's display flashed. On and off.

      Yes. Off. Yes.

      Then. Hurry. Urgent.

      Charlie says come back.

      “All right,” Matti-Jay said. “If it's urgent.” She took a last look back across the new valley and hurried back along the jumbled animal trail.

      Dub followed along right behind.
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      Hurry. Urgent.

      Matti-Jay hurried down along the rough path that wasn't really a path. She shoved through stiff, rustling branches. The bark was hard and jagged under her hands. Sometimes switches swiped at her face. She ducked and hustled.

      Dub came behind. Quick and agile on its new legs. Dub gave a quiet hoot.

      “All right,” Matti-Jay said. “I'm not going to trip, you know.”

      Dub didn't reply.

      Faithful alien robot sidekick. Since they'd first met, Dub had been very busy, but had also looked out for her. Something deep in its programming?

      Matti-Jay slowed. Took each step more carefully. Mostly the trail was fine, but in places there were exposed roots that could trip her, and rocky sections where she could turn an ankle.

      There were odd pungent smells around, and sometimes she would see the source. Animal scat. Little brown or yellow deposits left at the side of the trail.

      From all around came the chatter of birds. From deep long clunks and chuckles, to short burst of high-pitched trills. All hidden away in the foliage. Many of the birds sported dark plumage. Blacks and deep blues. Light brown speckles on dark brown breasts. But a few had interesting feathers. Some long tasseled tails, bright yellow tips on their wing feathers, one small species was jet black but with a single dangling bright orange feather that stuck up right from the crowns of their heads. Like a lure on a line.

      The whole area was kind of welcoming. As if this was the very spot the crew should have set down to establish the temporary colony.

      Maybe they would have if the ship had actually landed rather than disintegrating as it fell through the atmosphere.

      Which was something. An almost idyllic area to set up their camp.

      Could have been a hostile desert, or some barren mountainous area. Even somewhere near the poles, with endless ice fields.

      The survivors had built shelters from a combination of local materials—wood and stone mostly—and from parts retrieved from their ruined ships. Runabouts and escape pods that had been torn apart on re-entry and landing.

      Why did they call it re-entry anyway? This was the first time any of these ships had landed here at Ludelle.

      Pieces of them lay around the camp. Hull plates and wiring, landing gear and engine parts. Like a graveyard. Nothing much salvageable for creating another vessel. The Blue Defender had been their only operating craft. And she'd taken a lot of maintenance and repair to keep working.

      Matti-Jay came to the base of valley she'd traversed to reach the rocky promontory. A trickle of a stream ran down, playing over smooth stones and sandy banks. There were parts of the banks that were almost clear, other parts where the boggy grasses lay almost flat.

      There had been a flood through here sometime recently. These little valleys could be like funnels for cloudbursts.

      Some tiny fish played in one of the eddying pools. Too small to catch and take home for a meal.

      The encampment was doing all right, with traps in that valley's river catching three and four pound fish every day or so. Things like a cross between a trout and an eel. Black, with red stripes along the sides.

      Everyone joked that they tasted like chicken.

      Which was a good sign, really. That people could make jokes.

      Not like they were settling into life trapped here on a planet fifty light years from Earth. More like they were just getting comfortable with each others company.

      Laugh or cry, wasn't that the old saying? Crying wouldn't achieve anything.

      Matti-Jay stepped across the stream, using a couple of big dry rocks in the center to stand on, keeping her boots dry.

      Dub just splashed on through. Disturbed, one of the fish leapt right out of the water, splashing back and darting away.

      Following the stream a ways, Matti-Jay found the continuation of the trail she'd followed coming down here. Her boot prints were clear in the mud.

      She glanced back at Dub.

      Hurry. Urgent, the display on Dub's head read.

      “I am hurrying,” Matti-Jay said.

      Without breaking into a run, she strode rapidly up the valley wall. The slope was gentle and the path on this side was more open.

      There was a little tension there. Something had made this trail. There were prints in the boggy patches of soil besides her own.

      Indistinct, though. No toes or definite shapes. Just puckered holes a few centimeters deep and up to eight centimeters across. Mostly smaller.

      So, more than one animal.

      Could be some kind of forest pig, maybe. They'd certainly heard them out in the woods, snuffling and snorting. No one had seen one yet. At least not close up.

      Charlie and Sildra had set up traps, but had yet to catch any. Charlie wanted to redesign the traps. Sildra wanted to make bows and arrows.

      Quickly Matti-Jay reached the ridge. There was a clearer space where a big tree had fallen. It had pulled up a huge root mass with it. Water puddled in the hollows. A tiny blue frog-like creature sat at the edge. The frog watched her with narrowed eyes.

      Dub trotted up behind. Hurry. Urgent.

      “Yes, yes, Dub. This is a rough mountain trail. I'm going quick as I can.”

      Leaving the fallen tree and little frog, Matti-Jay continued down. She made one stop on the way down. Another small clearing where she could look out over the encampment.

      The river in this valley ran deep. Right by the open area where the group had set up camp, the river swung around in almost a perfect horseshoe. There were shallows, with the water trickling across bare rock and shingle deposits.

      On the opposite bank, there was a small cliff, and deep water. Charlie had put together a knotted rope there, hanging from the clifftop. It was a ten meter climb.

      There was a raft, made from a few salvaged plastic barrels and branches. Another rope to pull yourself across the river. A quick climb up the knotted rope to a platform and you could get a view of the valley better than Matti-Jay had now. Not quite as high, but less obscured by vegetation.

      The platform made for a good watchtower.

      There was no one on it right now. It just stood empty.

      Opposite, in the encampment clearing, people stood clustered around the tables in the center. Charlie and Delle. Ben, Cynthia. Others.

      Mostly wearing dark blue ship overalls, like Matti-Jay, but some of them in ground supply outfits. Light shirts and black shorts.

      They had something there, on the table. Hard to tell from Matti-Jay's vantage, but it might have been part of an escape pod.

      Dub nudged up next to her. Hurry. Urgent.

      “Yes, yes.” Ducking down, Matti-Jay hurried on down toward the valley floor.

      A few minutes later, when she came out from the forest's edge into the encampment, people from the group had started dispersing.

      But not just wandering off. Moving with determination.

      Charlie, still at the table, waved Matti-Jay over. “Hurry,” he called.

      The ground was boggy in places. They'd put down leaf matting and hewn boards in some spots to deal with the worst of it. The mud stank.

      The table was one of several Goose and Ben had made. They'd used tomahawks from the emergency kits, and split and smoothed off boards from tree trunks. The tables were rough, but pretty good for the limited resources at hand.

      There was someone lying on the table. And blood. A lot of blood.

      That wasn't good.
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      A large bird darted out across the clearing. Dark plumage, with white speckles all over the head. The bird squawked at everyone. Vanished into the trees at the other side.

      Matti-Jay was running already. People were tending to the wound. But who was it on the table?

      Was that Sildra herself?

      What had happened?

      Matti-Jay pulled up to as stop right by the table. There was a tang in the air. Coppery. Blood.

      “Sildra?” Matti-Jay said.

      “Matti-Jay,” Diamande said. She was one of the older members of the group. In her mid-fifties. She had short icy gray hair. She was bent over Sildra.

      The blood was coming from Sildra's thigh. There was a bloodied, bunched up bandage lying there on the table.

      “Matti-Jay,” Diamande said. “We need tape too. Antibacterials. You know the medical supplies better than anyone. Can you—“

      “On my way,” Matti-Jay said.

      She hurried off across the area. What had happened?

      No time for that. Diamande needed the supplies. Sildra needed help.

      They had four shelters arrayed around the clearing. It had taken an awful lot of work to get that much together. All built from logs and branches and pieces of salvage. Hull panels made roofs and walls. Portholes made windows.

      Matti-Jay was heading for the smaller of the shelters. The supply shed, they called it. Bigger than a regular living room, it was filled with makeshift shelving and the shelving was filled with salvaged items.

      Everything from spare handhelds and smart flashlights, to tools and repair gels, to foods and raw organics.

      Also, medical supplies.

      Already there were two people in the shelter. Going through one of the open dumb medical kits. Nera and Bobby. Both of them a good ten years older than Matti-Jay. And both of them were flustered.

      Bobby still limped from a light break in his leg when his escape pod had smacked into a rock outcrop on landing. He was actually lucky to be alive.

      Nera was the quiet one of the group. Barely spoke a word. She had beautiful milk chocolate skin that was the envy of everyone. Not a blemish on it.

      Right now she was hunting through the kit. It was the size of a flight bag. The lid was flipped back. The internal display—which should show an inventory and help you find things in the compartments—was split and blank. Most of their stuff was busted in some way or other.

      Nera glanced up at Matti-Jay.

      “What?” Matti-Jay said.

      “Can't find anything in—“

      “Bring the whole kit down,” Matti-Jay said. She practically shoved Bobby aside and shoved the kit closed. Matti-Jay grabbed one of the handles. “Nera, take the other end.”

      The kit was heavy. Better to have two people carry it.

      Back out in the open air, they carried the kit across to the table.

      Dub was standing right by the group, peering over at Sildra's injury. The robot made quiet hooting sounds.

      Diamande glanced up at the robot, but quickly went back to working on Sildra. Ripping open the fabric of her ship overalls.

      Everyone was used to Dub's presence, which was a good thing. There had been some suspicion to begin with. After all, it had been some kind of space-borne robot that had brought down the Donner and put them all in this predicament.

      But Dub was constantly helpful. Especially now that the microbots from the Blue Defender had worked with Dub's systems and built the alien robot a new body.

      “Put it there,” Diamande said, indicating the bench seat alongside the table.

      Matti-Jay and Nera put the kit on the seat. Matti-Jay quickly found a tube of antibacterials. She handed it to Diamande. She applied it quickly. Asked Matti-Jay for bandages, staples, tape.

      Matti-Jay found each item right away. Handed them over.

      Soon, Sildra's bleeding was staunched.

      Lying on the table, her breathing slowed. Tension slipping away.

      “What happened?” Matti-Jay asked. “Dub came to get me, but...” The timing didn't work. It had taken Matti-Jay close to forty minutes to get back to the encampment. But Sildra's injury had needed immediate attention.

      “Group meeting,” Sildra said through gritted teeth. Clearly still in pain. “Everyone. We need everyone here. Emergency council.”

      “What is it?” Diamande said.

      “It's not just us in the valley here. We have company.”
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      The whole group stood around in a wide circle. They were a rag-tag bunch, but Matti-Jay was grateful for them. When she'd crashed, she'd come down alone and so far away from the other wrecks.

      Even since she'd arrived, their little group had grown. Nera, Diamande, Kendra and Cale had all been found and brought to the valley.

      Now Alison was missing. She'd vanished with the Blue Defender, out searching for more people.

      There were more people to be found. Charlie and Kendra had worked hard tracking down the locations of other escape pods. That was part of why Sildra and the other had been out braving the forest. Looking for others.

      A stiff breeze whipped through the treetops around the clearing, making the leaves rustle and the boughs hiss. These were mostly conifers, with some kind of broadleaved tree that Charlie thought were deciduous.

      “Everyone,” Sildra said. Loud. She was good at public speaking. Probably part of what made her a good person to have in charge here.

      “What we saw today probably won't surprise any of you.” Sildra looked over them all. Above and beyond Matti-Jay.

      Matti-Jay waited. She glanced back. Dub had moved over toward the river's edge. Was bent and peering right into the water.

      Doing whatever old programming instructions were still running.

      Dub was probably a scientific robot, charged with gathering samples and data. Left behind when the civilization had vanished.

      Sildra was speaking again. Matti-Jay focused back on her.

      “... some kind of established camp. They had better defenses than we have. Much better set up. But our initial impression was that they're strangers like ourselves.”

      Sildra winced and shuffled. She put her weight onto her good leg.

      “You should sit,” Diamande said.

      “No. This is too critical. We're going to have to move.”

      “Move?” Charlie said. “We're just getting established ourselves.”

      “Pack up your things,” Sildra said, as if Charlie hadn't spoken. “We leave in ten minutes.”

      Murmurs ran around the group.

      “This is not a drill,” Sildra said. “You saw my wound. I could spend the next hour explaining what happened. Time we don't have. It's time to go.”

      People looked around uncertainly.

      “Nine minutes. Grab critical items. You know what they are. We'll regroup two valleys over. At the old building there. Make sure you stick with someone who knows the location. I know that not all of you have seen it.”

      People began moving back. Heading for the shelters. Hurrying.

      From the forest a slight buzzing noise grew. Like an insect swarm. Bees.

      Charlie came up to Matti-Jay. “You know the building, don't you?” he said.

      “Yes.” It was similar to the blocky buildings she'd seen in the dunes when she'd first crashed. Blank walls, single entry, three stories high. A smaller block on top of the flat roof.

      This one's entry was blocked off. There was no way in. Over the three months they'd been here, they'd tried a couple of times. Sildra had discouraged it anyway. Like most people she didn't trust the technology here. It had taken a lot for them to accept Dub's presence.

      Matti-Jay's stories had helped. The way Dub and Esgee, the other robot, had helped her, sacrificing themselves in the end. It was sheer luck that she'd been able to save Dub in the last moment.

      “You should get over there now,” Charlie said. “I'll bring your stuff.”

      It wasn't like she had anything anyway. This kind of basic survival situation didn't allow for a whole lot of personal possessions. Everything was communal.

      The buzzing sound was growing.

      “Me?” Matti-Jay said.

      “You know your way around the woods here better than anyone.”

      Matti-Jay nodded. It was true. She tended to wander off exploring when she could.

      “You should take point,” Charlie said. “Get us there fast. Guide the others.”

      Already Cynthia and Carmen were coming out of the dormitory shelter, carrying some of the blankets in bundles. Neither of them knew the way at all, that was for sure.

      “All right,” Matti-Jay said. Maybe later they could make sorties back here to gather other things. Once Sildra had explained what the issue was.

      Maybe to do with that buzzing sound.

      “Good,” Charlie said. “I'll see you there soon.” He hurried away, heading for the supply shelter.

      Matti-Jay waved to Cynthia and Carmen. “This way,” Matti-Jay called.

      They saw her and waved back. Headed in her direction.

      Matti-Jay turned. The best way across to the valley with the building was from the downstream part of

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/triple-v-logo-big.jpg
4\ 7





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/red-alliance-5x8-1124-ebook.jpg






