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ALL THAT GLOWS

“An unsettling story with more plausibility than is comforting, All That Glows is a dramatic post-apocalyptic thriller with a deeply flawed and diverse cast of characters who carry this tale with raw courage and unlikely heroism.”

—Amanda Wright, Christy Award–winning author of Darkfell

“Luminous and devastating, All That Glows captures beauty at the edge of extinction. Lauren Smyth writes with precision, courage, and rare emotional reach. This is speculative fiction at its finest: human, unexpected, and unforgettable. A rare gem that glows with its own truth.”

—Noel Zamot, award-winning author of The Archer’s Thread and Anamnesis

“Smyth crafts vivid characters, a harsh post-apocalyptic setting, fast-paced action, and unsettling twists with beautifully crafted prose. All That Glows is a stunning novel that will stay with me for a long time.”

—Cathy McCrumb, award-winning author of The Children of the Consortium trilogy.

“In her haunting follow-up to Warsafe, Lauren Smyth once again transports readers into a world as mesmerizing as it is terrifying. In All That Glows, she delivers a chilling vision of survival and secrecy, where every breath feels heavy with consequence and every truth glimmers with danger. A testament to her gift for building worlds that feel achingly real, Smyth surrounds her richly drawn characters in eerie green dust and unspoken fear, crafting a story as lyrical as it is pulse-pounding. Suspenseful, luminous, and emotionally raw, All That Glows cements Smyth’s place among the most compelling voices in modern speculative fiction.”

—Reece Smyth, Senior Foreign Service Officer and Professor

“In between dramatic conflagrations, Smyth’s novel sparkles like the green pixie dust that covers her post-apocalyptic world. Is it magic or madness? Fearsome or beautiful? In the end, one wonders if we are we asking these questions about the mysterious glowing rain unleashed on the world by science, or about science itself? Or even religion? Or love? All That Glows pairs the hard facts of physics and the hard questions of faith in a fast-paced novel for those who prefer a healthy dose of science and religion in their end-of-the-world adventure, and yet are hoping for a little more action, romance, and witty internal monologue than A Canticle for Leibowitz.”

—Paul Hosmer, Professor of Physics

“All That Glows explores dystopian life in a small rural town after a catastrophic event that unleashes a deadly virus. Existence is based on survival and rigid societal roles. Law is enforced by wardens and only within the confines of the town lies relative safety. Dreams and ambition are luxuries while emotional support only comes through love and the town’s lone church and the spiritual teachings of Pastor Basil. The young protagonists of the story have to navigate between truth and lies as they try to survive and make a difference. Author Lauren Smyth successfully paints a grim dystopian portrait but beneath the surface is another story, one of grace under fire and the hope that faith brings.”

—Allen Steadham, author of Mindfire, The Jordan of Algoran series, and The Former Things

“All That Glows is a haunting and beautifully rendered vision of a world remade in the shadow of loss. Smyth’s dystopian tale unfolds with precision and empathy, weaving themes of survival, identity, and the quiet resilience of the human spirit into every page. Her prose shimmers with tension and tenderness, embodying the strength of hope when everything has already burned. All That Glows is a radiant read that will keep your heart warm long after you’ve finished.”

—P. S. Patton, author of The Withering
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On the night the world ended, raindrops stained our roof tiles green. I was the first to notice when I went outside to dump the dishwater.

“There’s glitter in the sky!” Bubbles sloshed over my shirt as I let the bucket tip. “It’s raining stars!”

No one could hear me out here. No one whose opinion mattered, anyway—no one who wasn’t so unimaginably old that they’d treat me like a child no matter how much I demanded otherwise, and no one who wasn’t so sick that they needed the comfort of silence. And besides, yelling was the same thing as freedom to a six-year-old.

Most of those old people had never seen rain before, either. They’d be delighted if they knew, but this was my discovery. I was here first.

Distraction loosened my fingers, and my mortal enemy, the dish bucket, clattered to the ground. I should’ve gone after it—re-spon-si-bility and all that—but one reluctant glare at the muddy trail it had left in the sand was enough to make up my mind. I’ll get it when it stops rolling, I reassured myself, and besides, it’s empty now, the dishwater’s gone, who cares how it got that way? Heavy old thing, that bucket, with a rough handle that protested its delayed retirement by leaving splinters in my palms. I’d kick it if I could reach it. I watched with satisfaction as it toppled sideways into the ditch, swilling itself in a pool of glistening water. Deserved it, you silly piece of wood.

I opened my mouth to say grown-up words and froze.

My bucket had transformed.

The cracked wooden edges had started to glow. Like the plastic sticks you could break to make colors, but brighter. Much brighter. Fluorescent green, the same as the ink that painted pictures of plants in my books, magnified a thousand times into a haze that covered everything I could see.

I scanned my surroundings, more curious than afraid. Up from the bucket was our row of squat brown houses, now stained in dripping glory—glowing too, and brighter still. And the battered little cars with the sparkling webs in their windshields, and the faded desert bushes, and the silver poles of the streetlights, all bathed in green. Those things weren’t pretty, and no one would have said they were. But now, for the first time in their miserable, short existence, they were starting to look something like it.

Maybe it was nothing. Maybe it was worse than nothing—maybe it was bad. Mom always said that if there was green on anything in the house, you attacked it with bleach and covered your nose. But this wasn’t in the house, so it couldn’t be mold. This water was clean, clear, warm, even in the gathering darkness of night and storm. This was beauty incarnate—in-car-nation, like they told us in church.

This was magic.

Arms outspread, I let the sky-water wash over me, soaking my hair, sparking heat in my skin against the soaked fabric of my dress. Didn’t they say in the books that the fairies looked like this, with sparkling wings and halos and tiaras of glass? Didn’t I look like a fairy now, all dazzling against the matte desert sand, so that you couldn’t look at me without feeling your eyes burn and your skin tingle and your mind wander?

I cupped my palms and squinted up at the clouds, pulling my face into a smile. If I was a fairy, I could do magic too.

Be my friend, I begged those clouds, the thickest and softest I had ever seen. I’ve never said, “rain, rain, go away,” like the other children do. Not that any of us had ever seen rain, but we knew what it was. It was just like this in the books—water from the sky that made grass grow, real soft stuff that didn’t burn your feet.

It would only take a second to collect enough water for a drink. Green-tinted water, bleeding from the sky—it had to be magic, and magic was what cured people in the stories. If the touch of a wand could turn a prince into a frog and back again, it could turn my mother back into my mother. The one who could play with a ball and throw it across a field and never get out of breath. The one who picked me up and held me above her head and laughed like a bell. I was too old for that now, but maybe I’d still let her do it. Once. Just to make sure she could.

But as the water pooled in my hands and I crooned over my palms, blocking the fading sunlight with the shadow of my chin, I was disappointed to find that it was nothing special. No light. No color. Nothing more interesting than the puddle on our bathroom floor when the sink ran.

Puzzled, I scrambled down the wall of the ditch and ran my finger across the edge of my bucket. It came away streaked yellow. Perhaps the magic knew I was trying to take it away and wouldn’t let me. I tried to remember if the fairy stories had said anything about this.

Well, even if it was weak, it was still there, and it was still glowing, and when I wrapped my other hand around my wet palm, its light shone through my fingers. Still lovely. A promise that things were going to get better because of this mysterious rain.

“Kyrie!”

My mother’s hand reached out of nowhere and gripped my shoulder.

“Child, do you hear me?” she demanded. “I told you to get inside!”

“But the rain—!” I gasped. She wouldn’t understand. She wouldn’t believe me. “Lose my trust once,” she always said, “and you’ll never get it back.” I’d lied last week about taking jam that was meant for sandwiches, but surely she wouldn’t remember that—

“You listen to your mother, Kyrie! Get inside!”

I could count the veins running like wires between her knuckles, all the way up to ten. But in rare moments like this, she was stronger than I could ever hope to be. She saved her energy, Dad told me once when I’d asked why she was always asleep, so she could still be a mother to me in spite of—everything, really. There was a lot of everything to go around.

She dragged me back to the house and slammed the front door behind us, rattling the whole queasy structure, and knelt to pull off my shoes.

“Wash yourself,” she ordered, pointing down the hallway.

We’d filled our tub with fresh water that morning. Dad always had to do it—the old thing was so heavy and full of spiders that could kill a girl, they said, with venomous fangs. Fresh or not, the water was always so cold, and it was always so dark in the bathroom, and the soap always got in my eyes and stung like I’d rinsed them with dust.

My protest was drowned in a flurry of chatter and rustle from the street.

Then a siren.

That was serious. Mother had told me that when the sirens sounded, I must wake her up. When serious things happened, everybody was an adult, and that meant me too.

I glanced at Mother for permission to skip the bath, but she was looking out the window, and if she was allowed to, why couldn’t I? So I tugged at the lace curtain and hoisted myself onto my tiptoes, clutching the sill. My fingers left yellow prints on the wood, but she didn’t notice, and I soon forgot.

“Trucks!” I whispered.

Blacked-out windows and tires scrubbed until they shone were leaving yellow tracks across the sand. These machines put our dented little cars to shame. Each was capped with a hat—a strange one, though. Off-centered, boxy on the end of a pole, rather than boxy and then a pole, like the mayor’s top hat. “Are-till-ery,” Dad called them. I thought this was a funny word for a hat, but the mayor didn’t have much to say when I told him I liked his artillery.

A loudspeaker on the first truck squeaked to life.

“Attention, all residents of Peakin. Prepare to evacuate. Do not cross the perimeter until further notice.” In case I wasn’t listening the first time, though of course I was: “Attention, all residents of Peakin. Prepare to evacuate. Do not cross the perimeter until further . . .”

“E-va-cu-ate.” I savored every difficult syllable. How proud they’d be of me at school if they knew I could say “evacuate.” The teacher would take my hand and pull me up in front of the class and make me say it again where everyone could hear. And she always asked: “What does that mean?” If I had to guess, which I would because I didn’t know anything about words that started with e—

With a spark and a hiss, the power went out.

It was twelve years or so before we got it working again.

In the meantime, the rain turned black. When it did, it killed about seven billion people—everyone who lived outside the double chain-link fence surrounding my hometown of Peakin, California.
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All the girls here look like fairies. When they step away from the fire, their eyes shine. Their hair is streaked with green, paintbrushes dipped in grainy fluorescence. Each strand glimmers against the black desert. The girls shine brighter than the stars, as bright as the moon.

When they think no one is watching, they reach into their pockets and smother their fingertips with fine green powder and brush it onto their cheeks, their eyelashes, their hair. The green stuff is pixie dust. It is beauty. It is madness. It is magic.

And everyone knows what happens when you give mortals a wand.

Kyrie’s journal, pg. 467

That night, there were four of us around the fire. There were supposed to be none. Three at most, but even that would have been pushing it.

Maple’s eyes were sunken in rings of grey, the way they always were after a shift on watch duty at the fence. Her tool kit and some electronic device she’d been planning to tinker with lay untouched on a cushion of creosote, victims of her fatigue. Morgan’s arm was draped over Maple’s shoulders, his hand clasped over hers.

On Morgan’s left, little Juliet had kicked up her feet, reclining against the stack of brush we had gathered to burn. The rough edges must have poked her back, and none of us could have sworn those branches weren’t hiding a nest of scorpions. But earthy things never bothered her. Juliet’s chubby finger was chronically pointed toward the sky, and she was saying something about the stars, about the position of the constellations and what animals they looked like, and how the little star beside the big one was a moon.

Strange ideas, even for her, I thought, when everyone can see there’s only one moon.

“Galileo discovered it,” she reminded us. Sometimes, when I wanted to be annoying, I kept tally in my journal of how often she talked about a planet besides our own. My marks had covered half a page so far. “It’s not like our moon. It’s hot. And they have sunsets. Did you know our moon doesn’t have—?”

Juliet was the one who shouldn’t have come. I didn’t blame her. I’d been curious when I was her age, too—and there were some worlds you couldn’t explore under the black-rimmed eyes of the fence guards who had no sense of humor. I just hoped her little adventure wouldn’t end with her in time-out and me in a jumpsuit. The more she talked, the more I wished she was in bed, and the less I listened.

Maple shook herself free from her Morgan-shaped shawl and hugged the real blanket around her shoulders, clutching it so tightly that her collarbones poked through the fabric. It was too early for chills, but they said the dirt in Peakin did strange things to your blood. I’d have to remind her to build a fire when she got home.

“How do you know so much about the moon, Jules?” I asked, dipping my hand into the popcorn and coming up with a fistful of long-expired, greasy deliciousness. “You’ve never been there.”

Her face glowed with fake butter and pride. “Once I get there, I’ll wave to you.”

Juliet’s dreams didn’t stop to get the facts, and that was one of the things I liked about her. There wasn’t a child in the village brave enough to play with her, which was how she came by all this wishful thinking. She had plenty of time to think after she’d cried enough tears over the kids kicking soccer balls on the street outside her window.

Born into a fragile position of glory, Juliet had the weight of the apocalypse on her shoulders. Someday she’d have the responsibility of guiding the last fragments of humanity through the end of the world. Mayor Heathe had saved our town when the green rain brought the plague, and Juliet Heathe would take his place when he kicked the bucket, moved on, whatever dignified thing happened to people in his stratosphere. I didn’t see how she’d manage. She was twelve years old already, but maddeningly naïve, even when you accounted for the golden cage that kept her from knowing about things like “work” and “hunger.” She held out her hands and the material bounties of the dying world, such as they were, collected in her palms.

But golden curls and blue eyes and all a father’s love couldn’t get her the constellations she wanted.

“When you go to the moon, take me with you.” Morgan prodded the campfire with a charred branch, sending a stream of sparks spinning into the air. He always played along. His tolerance for imaginations other than his own, and his optimism, both surpassed mine. “I’d like to see what the aliens are up to.”

I caught him peeking sideways to see if Maple was listening. She smiled at him, then mimed a circle with her pointer fingers, pretending to hold it up to her mouth and nibble like a mouse.

“They say the moon is made of cheese,” he interpreted, letting the branch drop into the fire, “and we’ve never had enough cheese. I could import it from space. Make a killing. Pay for a cure to the rain virus.”

“Of course the moon’s not cheese,” Juliet scoffed.

She said it like it was obvious, but it occurred to me that it wasn’t. I might go my whole life assuming it was ridiculous for the moon to be made of cheese only to realize, someday, that there really was such a thing as a floating cheese wheel.

“The moon is made of the same stuff as Earth. Lots and lots of years ago, before you were born”—this with a sideways glare at decrepit twenty-one-year-old Morgan—“an asteroid hit Earth and scraped off the dirt that became the moon.”

“The moon can’t be made of the same stuff as Earth,” Morgan began, and I knew from the crinkle forming around his eyes that he was formulating something outrageous. “Because Maple’s not there, and Maple’s the whole world to me.”

I dropped my pencil so I could cram the proper amount of aggression into my eye roll. Then I picked it up again and took a note. How to Flirt, Part One, Instruction by Morgan Miller. This will never come in handy, because there’s no one for me to fall in love with in this stupid little town, but I’d better study up just in case.

The corner of Maple’s lip twitched like she was about to smile, and she ducked her chin. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t have to. Soon the whole village will know you’re in love.

The firelight caught the glitter of gold peeking out from the collar of her uniform shirt. They’d tried for rings, since Morgan was eligible. He could thank his parents, who were both Council members, for the social status required to put metal on his hands. But no amount of cajoling could make the warehouse vendors bend the rules for Maple. Morgan had tried to pretend he was buying the jewelry for his mother, but everyone knew who that thin gold band was meant for. “Hands made to labor aren’t to be decorated,” as the saying went, and in Peakin, sayings had a way of becoming law. So the happy couple, not wishing to spoil things by getting into an argument with the authorities, had settled for necklace chains.

At least those matched. Rings wouldn’t have matched. Boy rings and girl rings and all that, but there was just one kind of necklace as far as I knew.

Juliet—nosy, good eyes, noticed everything, as annoying as the younger sibling I’d always wanted until I met her—must have noticed that flash of metal too, so I clicked my pen against her arm. When she looked my way, I leaned in with a conspiratorial hand at the corner of my mouth.

“Don’t tell anyone about Maple’s necklace.” She’d keep the secret if it made her feel like one of the big girls. “That’s classified.”

“Why?” She tugged her own chain, a thinner, fancier, and unimaginably more expensive version of Maple’s. “I’ve got one too.”

I shook my head. “When a boy and a girl wear matching jewelry—”

Maple’s head jerked upright, and I fell silent. She had quicker senses than any of us. She’d heard something.

There were only two things worth watching out for in the desert. One: bobcats, which were bad. Their brains, cross-sectioned, were exclusively dedicated to the pursuit of “human” and “snack.” Two: fence guards—and those were worse. At least a bobcat would be quick.

“Where?” I mouthed.

Maple pointed toward the edge of the creosote bushes where the silver chain-link fence glinted, two layers thick and topped with concertina wire, a diamond in a sea of light browns and dark greens. This was the only point where the two irregularly shaped fences, inner and outer, were so close together that you could reach through one and touch the other. Elsewhere, the exclusion zone between the fences extended for miles—though I had never been outside the first fence, so I only knew that by hearsay.

“If it’s a guard,” Morgan hissed, “they’ll see the fire.”

The fire—and us. Desert nights were darker than smoke, even with the faint green glow that had lingered since the rain, but you didn’t need a flashlight to pick out Morgan and Maple. Their line of work made their skin glow almost as brightly as the sand.

I covered Juliet’s face with my hand. It was one thing if we were caught. That would only be ten years or so. It was another story altogether if she got in trouble for breaking curfew and we were identified as the culprits.

“But if it’s outside the fence . . .” Morgan shifted onto his knees, careful to keep his head below the level of the creosote. “It could be—”

“Where are you?” cried a voice, so close and loud that I started. “Not inside the fence? Not in? Not out? Where are you?”

What actually came out was more like: “Whereyuhnoinsfence-noinnoouwhereyuh?” Drink worked miracles for coherence.

I knew the voice at once. I recognized that slurring too. And I knew that if he was that far departed in his evening celebration, there was a chance he’d miss us.

“Put the fire out,” I whispered.

Morgan doused the flames with the metal lid of a trash can we had scavenged years ago from the warehouse. Usually this burned his hands, but the lid trick worked wonderfully in emergencies, and he had learned to stifle any curses by holding his singed fingers in his mouth.

“I came to see you,” the voice warbled. Closer than before. So close that we might have been at home. Him in the armchair, me on the floor.

Boots crunched creosote, snapping branches and slipping in the dirt, reckless of the noise.

“If you dragged me out here for nothing, I’ll kick the lights out of you. Speak, why won’t you speak?” The last word came out in a shriek. “Where are you? Where are you? I know I heard you. I can hear everything.”

“Hunter?” Morgan mouthed, looking at me. He was only asking because he hoped I’d say no. He knew that voice almost as well as I did.

Hunter, indeed. With a few of his imaginary companions.

My father’s drinking habits weren’t usually my business. Not until they got me into situations like this, where somehow I would always be the one in the wrong, even though he wasn’t supposed to be cork high and bottle deep while on duty. The kind of person we trusted to watch our fences—well, what could you say about them? That person was flaxen-haired, strong, boyish yet manly, a strange combination of disagreeable perfection, according to the peculiarly utopian sketches on the morale posters that dotted the warehouse walls. The archetype of a Peakin guard didn’t drink. Certainly not to the point where he got chatty with thin air.

“You’re here.” Hunter’s voice dropped to a whisper that echoed like a shotgun. “I see you. I see your mask, the eyes. I see your eyes.”

Maple scrunched her eyebrows, a question, and I shrugged. Imaginary friends. Everyone had them, I figured. My father just got along particularly well with his. He didn’t have a flesh-and-blood companion, because we’d only heard one set of footsteps, and there was nobody alive outside that fence.

If I’d dared to whisper, I would have wryly pointed out that this delusion was better than what had happened last week. I’d come home to find him running circles around our living room until the floor rattled, shrieking some nonsense about how the police were chasing him. I reminded him that there hadn’t been such a thing as police since the rain, but he kept up his aerobics until the drink wore off.

Morgan shot me a wink and stood up. He’d always promised to take the fall for the rest of us. He wasn’t going to be hauled off to jail if the wrong person caught him outside the fence. Parents as Council members and all that. He had rank and privilege. Must be nice.

Maple gestured toward the ruined concrete wall behind us, but I was ahead of her, already crawling and tugging Juliet by her wrist. We’d rehearsed this plan dozens of times.

Crouched behind the wall, knees cramped to our chests, we watched Morgan’s back recede until all we could see of him was the twinkle of moonlight against his red hair. A breeze forced the smoldering fire down, and the creosote fluttered. A dry branch just inside the circle of dirt we’d cleared caught fire and flashed to cinders.

“Who’s there?” Hunter snapped.

A stick cracked, and Morgan yelped in feigned surprise. “Hunter? Is that you?” Fancy meeting you out here, a mile from where I’m currently supposed to be asleep in bed. It was a little overdone. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you. Actually, you scared me.”

Something tapped my shoulder. Maple. Waving two fingers at the path back to town.

She slunk away into the creosote, quiet as a scorpion, and I recovered myself enough to scramble after her.

“Are you on duty tonight?” Hunter’s voice drifted to us.

“Bad,” I muttered. “If he checks the list—”

Juliet’s shoulder brushed my arm, and I felt her body tremble.

Twenty feet more and we’d be inside village limits. We couldn’t get in trouble then—unless we were caught with Juliet.

A branch caught my jacket. As I turned to pry myself free, Juliet emerged from the bushes and slipped past me. She was gone in a second, swallowed among the houses and a sea of greenish shadow.

I started after her, but Maple grabbed my wrist. I could guess what she was thinking: She might be safer with us, but we’re safer without her.

And just like that, we were back. I straightened and started nonchalantly down the street. Like I’d been there all night, right where I was allowed to be.

“What do you think my dad was doing out there?” I asked Maple. Of course I didn’t expect her to answer—she never did—but anything was better than the tense silence. “I thought he wasn’t on duty tonight. I wish they’d stick to the schedule.”

Maple’s gaze drifted over my shoulder, but we were too far away to see anything except a faint orange glow that might have been our fire.

“One time he had a conversation with my rosemary plant,” I told her. “I came back from work and he’d tried to draw a face on it with a marker. I had to cut half the leaves off.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“I’ve never seen him talk to creosote bushes, but I guess I’m overdue for a surprise.”

I said it so she wouldn’t worry and so I wouldn’t get my hopes up. It was a sensible explanation, but it wasn’t good enough for me.

Because if Hunter had been talking to someone when he looked toward the fence—a real someone of flesh and blood and an immune system and whole, healthy skin—it meant there was another survivor.

And that meant we might have been wrong about the rain.
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“To keep the survivors in. To keep the infected out.”

The double fence, they say, is a leftover from when Peakin was part of Yeager Air Force Base. Though the base is outside the fence, this was where they performed test flights and other experiments. It was scheduled for demolition. What kind of town has not just one, but two fences around it? It’s not exactly homey. But when the rain virus came, we were glad we had the fence. It rained on us, but the few hundred of us who lived here didn’t get sick. And then everyone outside did, including the scouts we sent to find out what had happened, and we knew we couldn’t let anyone inside.

The fence, they say, is to keep out the rain virus and its carriers, supposing that there are any left.

Kyrie’s journal, pg. 310

There was one street in Peakin that was always empty. Of people, I mean. Not sound. When Dad got his hands on a drink, which was often, the echoes became explosive. Groans as he crashed into furniture he’d moved and forgotten to put back. Crazy muttering, thinking—if you could call it that—aloud. Shattered glass, which let in snakes I had to catch and kill. On those days, I knew from thirty yards away that I had better entertain myself outdoors until my father dwindled into restless sleep.

That night, or morning, our street was silent.

The brass handle of our front door singed my fingers, still toasty from a long day of desert sunlight. For a moment, I thought it was stuck forever, melted shut. Stranger things had been known to happen in weather like this. Summer was always awful, but this one had been a doozy so far, even according to the older folks who liked to talk about how back in their day—

The handle flew out of my grip. I stumbled backward, my heart catching in my throat.

Nice to see you too.

“Where were you?” My father’s voice was sandpaper-rough. “Don’t say you were with Maple. I checked, and I know she’s not home.”

He dragged me inside and slammed the door behind us, shaking the sagging walls and rattling the picture frame on the bookshelf.

“You were gone when I left, and that wasn’t until ten. You were gone again when I got up, and that was at six. Where were you?” He yanked me closer, fingers clenched around the collar of my jacket. I could smell his breath, bitter with homebrew whiskey. “Who was with you?”

A shame he’d gotten back before me. He must have hightailed it, because I hadn’t dawdled much. I knew he hadn’t gone to see if Maple was home, because that was where I had been—just for a few minutes, to down a cup of tea and pester her about the engagement and tell her how pretty her necklace was and who needed rings anyway? The important thing was she got the boy, and the boy was going to kiss her in front of God and everyone. Just sisterly things. Not that she was my sister—but it was close enough that I could tease her like she was family.

I shook away the stars in my vision. The wet stuff gluing my mouth shut—was it blood? Probably from my lip, which was used to this kind of treatment and liked to be dramatic.

“I was saying goodbye to Maple,” I muttered, wiping my face with the back of my hand. “Where else would I be?”

Suddenly angry, I shook him off with a twist of my shoulder and stomped into the kitchen. Who was he to lecture me on staying out late? I could remember nights when he hadn’t come home at all.

If only he hadn’t been so quick about getting back to his drinks. If only I hadn’t lingered to chat with Maple. If only I’d stayed at her place instead of bothering with my own bed. At this rate, I wouldn’t see the insides of my sheets before the sun rose and I had to get to work.

“You weren’t with Morgan when I saw him earlier.”

The slap I was expecting in place of a follow-up question never came, and I turned to see what he was waiting for. I thought I’d heard him breathing right behind me, but he hadn’t moved. He was still standing beside the front door, dimly illuminated by the flickering overhead bulb.

“Think what you want,” I said gruffly. “I never could change your mind.”

This time I was sure I heard him walk up behind me, but I refused to give him the satisfaction of looking. I focused on my pot of soup, which I had placed on the stove a few hours before, and pretended to sniff the steam wafting from the lid. All I could smell was blood, pooled in the dimple under my nose.

A cabinet door opened. A step here, one there, a pause. The sink ran long enough to fill a glass, then shut off.

I removed the lid from the pot and buried my ladle in the soup. Cooked to perfection. The potatoes were soft, the meat flaky, the broth simmering in ripples that broke against an island of vegetables. I should have saved these ingredients for a celebration, since I couldn’t imagine when I’d ever have enough money to buy them again, but there was never anything to celebrate. And it was a nice thing to come home to, this hot, meaty stew, after a night spent in the dust.

“Look at me.”

I obeyed, careful to keep my expression neutral.

He pressed a rag to the cut on my lip. It might have been the one he used to clean up the drinks he’d spilled, and it felt like needles. Alcohol was worse than fire for causing burns. I’d learned that long ago when I accidentally took a sip from his water glass.

“I’m sorry,” he said softly.

“It’s fine.” I pushed his hand away. “I’m going to work.”

“Do you want breakfast?” He set an empty plate in front of me. “I could make eggs. Or . . . you like pancakes, don’t you?”

“I have work.” Not for another three hours, but he didn’t need to know that. “I’m leaving.”

I headed for the door. He didn’t try to stop me, and for some reason that hurt worse than the rag.

Early sunlight garnished the horizon with orange, filtering up to the center of the sky through a sheet of invisible clouds. A bad sign. Clouds meant dust—never rain, not since twelve years ago—and the dust carried valley fever. If you breathed it, they said, it could infect your brain and kill you in a day. Or, if it reached your lungs first, in a month, and painfully. It wasn’t as deadly or contagious as the virus brought by the green rain, but it was the reason why the grannies at the far corner of the village could make a decent living sewing cloth masks. You needed them if you were planning to dig.

Maple and Morgan and the other Pioneers, whose job it was to scavenge the supplies we needed to survive and guard our protective fence, were permitted to carry respirators. They traveled beyond the inner fence into the exclusion zone between the two fences, so they were at higher risk of contracting the rain virus. Not all Pioneers who entered the exclusion zone returned, but that was chalked up to bobcats. There was only one recorded case of the virus spreading inside the fence, and that involved a superbly unlucky Pioneer who spent a night in an abandoned house without his respirator. His cheeks had turned red as blood, and—that was how it happened sometimes.

Speaking of which, I was overdue for my next dose.

I fished one of the white tablets out of my pocket—I always kept extras in case I decided not to spend the night at home—and swallowed it. The pills tasted the way bleach smelled. I never got used to it, though I had been taking these pills twice daily almost since I could remember.

Another yawn, badly choked back. Thirty-six hours without sleep was approaching my record. But I always said goodbye to my friends, and today wouldn’t be the first time I let them leave without me.

Letting my feet lead me on autopilot, I wandered through the center of the village. Past the pharmacy, which I’d have to visit later to pick up the pills that kept us semi-immune to the rain virus. “Supplements,” we called them. We were out of those at home. Past the steeple with the rusty iron cross, the clock tower with the moldy face. Past the house where the exonerated murderer lived, which used to be the part of town I wasn’t allowed to visit. Past the parking lot where cars had been idle since the day we ran out of fuel to use, where legs would do. I had explored all the cracks in my tiny world. I knew the first letter of every license plate in that lot.

The sun grew to a bead on the horizon, its rays already sideways and blinding. I shaded my eyes and squinted. Beside the distant front gate was the usual cluster of Pioneers, black uniforms glistening with the dust they picked up during their travels. The gate was sliding open, squeaking angrily on rusty bearings. I’d cut it close. The Pioneers were always trying to beat the sun, since the air was cooler before dawn, but they were rarely on time.

“Maple!” I shouted, devoting my last energy to an unremarkable jog. “Hey! Maple!”

She heard me before the others did, and she waved. I couldn’t tell if it was a goodbye or an invitation to come closer, so I hit top speed and got there just as the gate groaned to a stop.

“I told you I’d come,” I gasped, resting my hands on my knees. “Sorry, everybody. After being out so late last—”

Morgan’s hand smacked my shoulder.

“After I saw you at dinner, I mean, I didn’t sleep well,” I finished weakly. That was what I got for pulling two all-nighters with—worse—an all-dayer. Mush for brains.

The other Pioneers eyed me. Curious, maybe, about why I was meddling, or annoyed that I was preventing them from leaving. You never could tell with them.

“See you in a few days, Maple,” I said lightly. “Have a good trip.”

Her hands shook. I could see it even through the thick gloves she wore when she worked. Surely Morgan noticed too. He had barely let go of her hand in the years they’d known each other. He wasn’t saying anything about it. Then it couldn’t be my place to bring it up.

So I smiled, hoping that she’d understand the look as a question and give me something—a shrug, a blink, something—in return. Something to promise she’d be careful.

Her eyes were fixed on my face like a magnet, following every movement, jumping back and forth with a nervous twitch.

“You didn’t have to get up for us, Kyrie.” Morgan put his arm around Maple’s shoulder, steering her away from me. Don’t say anything. I’ll take care of her.

The group set off, kicking up a cloud of dust that made them all look the same—shapeless spots of black in the green-tinted landscape, dots of color that didn’t belong.

“Yer not gonna try’n follow ’em, are ya, kid?”

Old Berlin’s voice startled me, and I got altitude in my jump. The old gate guard’s eyebrows lifted.

“Who’d want to go out there and risk catching the rain virus?” I mumbled, laughing weakly.

Who—besides me?

It was delusion, but I couldn’t help it. Each time I watched the Pioneers leave, I wished desperately that I could go with them, wearing the uniform black and smothering my skin with a soft layer of the green dust that cloaked the exclusion zone between the fences. So lovely and fearsome and beautiful.

Out in the exclusion zone was a world I only knew about by hearsay. Soon, that would change. I crossed my fingers behind my back and swore it to myself for the one hundred forty-seventh day in a row.

I kept tally of that in my journal too.
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THEFT IS A CAPITAL CRIME.

This was spray-painted over the public entrance and the back door of the warehouses. I’d always thought they might have gone with something more traditional, like “Welcome” or “We hope you enjoy your shopping experience, even if it’s not quite like it used to be,” but hospitality didn’t suit the mood of the apocalypse.

Working in the warehouses required the heat tolerance of a wet branch. We had a running joke that the first person to spontaneously catch fire would earn an early retirement. On days like this, when the morning started off so hot that the air distorted in waves above the pavement, nobody laughed.

As I tied on my apron, the smelly uniform of our trade, I tried not to think about water. Specifically running water. Also water in a bathtub, water from the leaf of a prickly pear cactus. Bubbles, soft against the skin, cool on the tongue. To dip my face and soothe my sweaty palms.

Better not to think about what I couldn’t have.

I picked my way across the slippery patch on the concrete floor where the Pioneers stacked their forages, taken from abandoned towns inside the exclusion zone. Those heavy-looking boxes they had brought from the exclusion zone were none of my business. The workers whose names happened to be on the carry list for the day had to transport the loot to the back of the warehouse, where it would be categorized, exorbitantly priced, and placed on tables for customers to examine and pass with a sigh. Rows of these tables lined the main warehouse floor. Behind each was a worker, bright-eyed and dying, who took payments and answered questions with some preordained nonsense.

The duty list divided the Pioneers between fence duty and foraging expeditions into the exclusion zone between the fences. To the rest of us, it doled out menial tasks, and today it informed me that I was assigned to the makeup table. The least expensive item for sale there was a powder compact, which had originally contained something skin-toned but was now full of green dust, made by grinding down the glowing rocks from the exclusion zone. Girls called it pixie dust, and they used it as eyeliner or painted their cheeks with it. That was all I knew. I’d never be able to afford any.

A metallic squeal bounced off the walls, the sound of the front garage doors moving as reluctantly as I was. Open doors meant customers. Customers meant I had better pull it together.

“Kyrie-e-e!”

The shrill vowel of my name, screeched from somewhere near the entrance, blurred into a headache. Workers at nearby tables glanced sourly at me, and I ducked my chin. I preferred not to be noticed when I was dressed for work. Aprons, especially these grimy, sweaty specimens, didn’t suit me.

The voice didn’t take a hint. Rising to an insistent yell: “Where are you?”

Of course Juliet would be the first customer of the day. She and her father could enter the warehouse fifteen minutes before it opened, supposedly to ensure that all the employees were properly stationed and toddling about like a little, reluctant army. The mayor did his shopping then too, before new arrivals could be picked through and prices bid up.

I pasted on a grin and prayed Juliet wouldn’t be in a talkative mood. I’d told her before. When we leave the village at night, it’s a secret, our lives depend on it, but you don’t know what that means because you’re twelve. Crickets, I wish I were twelve and the daughter of the only rich man in this town.

Black patent-leather shoes, polished until they made you squint, rounded the corner of the table across from me. A larger pair of shoes and a suit followed. My smile stretched, and I felt the crack in my lip widen.

“Good morning, Juliet.” I filled my head with thoughts of nothing. “Good morning, sir.”

“Looks like you’re working hard.” Mayor Heathe tugged his tie and beamed at me. He was so tall that he blocked out the fluorescent lights on the opposite side of the warehouse—which meant shade. Bless him. “Your father must be proud of you.”

He said this every time we met. Same tone, same inflection, same words.

“Thank you, sir.” My response was recycled from years of practice. “My father says work is nothing to be proud of. It’s every person’s duty.”

“Of course. Your father is a good man, a very good man, very attached to his duty. And you go very much above and beyond.”

Very, very, very. Only the best adverbs for the best workers.

Then he would peek over my wares, no matter what they were, spending zero-point-two seconds on each item. I’d worked out the math once when I was bored. On paper with a pencil and everything. If I had a calculator, I could have gotten another number after the decimal.

Routine complete, he spoke the closing line: “Come on, Juliet. Let’s get something for dinner.”

Stomp of patent leather and swish of curly hair. “I’m not done yet.”

She had gotten distracted by a set of glass tubes—makeup, definitely, but whether it was eye shadow or blush or some kind of multi-purpose three-in-one was anybody’s guess. Privately, I thought they were all the same thing with different price tags. Maybe they hadn’t always been.

“You’re too young for that.” Usually Heathe bent to her will as a blade of grass to a sandstorm, but just then he seemed to be in a hurry. “Let’s go.”

She picked up the tube, balancing it between thumb and forefinger, holding it to the light to watch it glitter. I watched it too, mesmerized. Suddenly I could see why people craved the stuff. There wasn’t much else left that was beautiful.

“Put it down.” Heathe snatched it from her and all but threw it at me. “Go to the produce section. Now.”

Juliet slunk away, casting a last glance at me over her shoulder with a look on her face that promised a dramatic sequel. The mayor would catch a storm’s worth of tears for this later, I figured, and good luck to him. Not that I blamed her. The “produce” was mostly canned vegetables and dried cacti, so not much to look at.

“By the way, Kyrie.” As Juliet disappeared, Heathe turned back to me, smiling with flat lips. “I haven’t seen Maple recently. How is she doing?”

“She’s alright.” I nodded and tried to pretend that there was nothing else to say.

“She’s never at the warehouses, except when she comes with the other Pioneers to drop off goods. I’ve never seen her buy anything.”

My stomach turned. Heathe wasn’t one for small talk, and that apparently casual remark bordered on accusation.

“No,” I answered slowly. “Morgan does her shopping. She’s not well off. But she’s proud, so he doesn’t give her money.”

The words I saw every day popped into my head: THEFT IS A CAPITAL CRIME.

“Those two were always quite the pair.” Insult took off running with Compliment’s hat. “I heard Morgan was trying to buy rings a few weeks ago. How did that turn out for him?”

I straightened. “He’s eligible, but Maple isn’t. ‘Hands meant to labor’ and all that.”

“A shame he’s marrying below his station. But love can’t be helped. I hope his parents won’t be too hard on him.”

“Please don’t tell anyone about the engagement. It’s . . .” A sensitive topic for Maple. But that wouldn’t appeal to Heathe’s sympathies, if he had any.

“Her marriage to the Miller boy will ruin that family. But—when you’re in love, you know.”

I didn’t. I doubted Heathe did either.

His chest puffed—that was the only way I could describe the way his wheezy inhale made his tie bulge—and he rubbed his hands together. “I hope I’ll see Maple here more often. I’d hate for her to get investigated.”

“I’ll tell her you miss her.” It popped out before I could stop it, and I bit my tongue.

“Thank you very much, Miss Kyrie.” That cursed word again—very. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Not if I can help it.

“Goodbye, sir. Till tomorrow.”

He did me the honor of a wave over his shoulder, like a celebrity in one of the old magazines.

I busied myself with the boxes, stacking them under the table, filing away my thoughts. Maple needed to know Heathe had asked about her. I didn’t think she was in the habit of stealing from the warehouse, but if the smallest unreported crumb was found in the seam of her pocket—well
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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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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.
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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.
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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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.
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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.
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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.






