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      Alarms wailed inside the cockpit of Hallam Knight’s Darkspace Renegade fighter as another barrage of flak detonated just off to his port side. Shrapnel pinged against the hull and Hallam took evasive action, but the tanker had anticipated his move, and he was soon heading directly toward another thick cloud of exploding shells. He cursed and retreated, pulling the craft away from the armored Randenite tanker. Within seconds, he was too far out of range for Dr. Rand’s prototype new weapon to work. The lights on the device turned red, and then it reset, ready for the next run. Hallam slammed his palm on the console and let out a growl of frustration. Thirty seconds within range of the tanker was all he needed, but this may as well have been a lifetime.

      “Damn it, the gunner on this tanker is good,” said Hallam over the comm channel. “It’s probably Dane, or maybe Indi. Trust us to test this new can opener on a tanker with a decent crew!”

      The ‘can opener’ was the slang name that they’d given to Dr. Rand’s latest invention, which had been based on the authenticator that Hallam stole from the Consortium HQ on Vesta. Dr. Rand’s official term for the piece of tech was a ‘brute force code decryption device’, but since that hardly rolled off the tongue, Hallam had coined a simpler and more descriptive name for it instead.

      Another curse flew over the comm channel, this time from Wolf Two, otherwise known as the firebrand renegade, Ruby Rivas.

      “This is crazy,” Ruby yelled over the channel. “We’re all going to get blown to hell if we stay out here much longer!”

      Ruby Rivas and Wolf Squadron’s leader, Dakota Wulfrun, were engaged in combat with the tanker’s two Consortium Security Force fighter escorts. Hallam’s task was to approach the tanker and get within operating range of the can opener. If he could hold position for long enough, the can opener would decrypt the security codes on the tanker’s cargo of Randenite fuel barrels and trigger the containment seals. The tanker would then have no choice but to jettison its entire payload of precious fuel or blow up with a thermonuclear-level force.

      “Stay on mission, Wolf Two,” said Dakota. “We need to give Wolf Three a fighting chance to prove this thing works.”

      Dakota then cursed, and Hallam saw her fighter thrust hard away from a pursuing CSF ship, while at the same time launching a raft of countermeasures. A missile snaked past, thankfully pursuing the decoy, rather than Dakota’s fighter, before it swiftly vanished into the Darkspace.

      “If you could hurry it up a bit, Wolf Three, that would be great,” Dakota added humorlessly.

      Hallam took a deep breath and realigned his craft with the armored tanker, which looked like a giant flying armadillo thanks to its thick protective shell. In a couple more minutes, the tanker pilot would have reset their Shelby Drive system and jumped back onto the bridge to the garden planet of Tellus. If Hallam didn’t get confirmation that Dr. Rand’s new device worked before then, he wouldn’t put it past Ruby to blow the ship away instead.

      Hallam accelerated and maneuvered his fighter below the belly of the enormous tanker, ready to start his third run. He knew the defensive capabilities of the Consortium’s armored brutes as well as anyone, having spent years as a tanker gunner himself. If he could approach at the right angle and pick off one or two of the gun emplacements, he figured he’d get just enough of a window for the can opener to do its work.

      “Sixty seconds, Wolf Three, or I’m switching to plan B,” said Ruby. “That’s ‘B’ for blowin’ stuff up.”

      Hallam had tried to ignore the constant prattle from the headstrong second member of Wolf Squadron, but she continued to grate on him. According to Dakota, Ruby had learned how to fly in the CSF academy, same as Hallam, but their reasons for signing up had been very different. Ruby had joined in order to infiltrate the organization, steal secrets, and ultimately execute a PR stunt to embarrass the Consortium’s multi-trillionaire owner, Damien Doyle. Hallam had done so in order to carve out a better life for himself than was possible on the polluted hell-hole that was Earth. It hadn’t worked out particularly well for either of them, though again for very different reasons.

      Ruby had been a member of a radical action group that was trying to expose the Consortium’s monopolistic behaviors and political meddling. However, while she’d been a good choice for the job because of her natural aptitude for flying, she’d made a terrible spy, and was discovered and jailed nine months into flight training. Upon her release three years later, she’d proved to be an easy recruit for Dr. Rand, but Hallam considered her motivations to be suspect. She was more about revenge and ‘stickin’ it to the man’, than safeguarding humanity by stopping bridge travel. As someone who had also fallen into the role of a Darkspace Renegade for initially selfish reasons, Hallam knew the risk of being blinded by personal feelings. And ninety percent of the time, Ruby Rivas was an exposed nerve of raw emotion.

      “Stand by, I’m making my run now,” said Hallam, gently squeezing the trigger to release a burst of cannon rounds at the tanker’s gun emplacements. Several bursts landed wide, burying themselves harmlessly into the tanker’s thick, multilayered armor, but then he saw the gun emplacements explode, and he let out a celebratory whoop.

      “I’ve made a blind spot and I’m going in,” said Hallam, teasing the ship closer to the tanker’s belly. “Just keep those fighters off my ass for thirty seconds…”

      “Roger that, Wolf Three…” came the reply from Dakota. She was sounding frazzled and breathless; the dogfight was clearly taking its toll, and Hallam realized this would be the last chance he got.

      Flak burst all around Hallam’s fighter, peppering the ship’s armor with shrapnel, but with the two most direct gun emplacements destroyed, the explosions were too distant to pose a serious threat. The tanker then veered away, trying to bring more of its guns to bear on Hallam’s fighter, but the leviathan lacked the maneuverability of Hallam’s nimble craft, and he managed to stay tight in its wake.

      Come on, damn it, work! he urged as the can opener flashed rapidly in the auxiliary module slot in the cockpit.

      “Ten seconds, tanker man, or I’m blowing this thing to hell,” said Ruby over the comm.

      “Clear the channel, Wolf Two,” Dakota hit back, her anger coming through clearly despite the crackly interference from the tanker’s many electronic countermeasures. “And use approved callsigns only; do you copy?”

      There was a pregnant pause until Ruby eventually replied, more than a little sheepishly, “I copy, Wolf One.”

      Suddenly, Dr. Rand’s decrypter device flashed green, and Hallam peered down at his console expectantly. The status readout read, “Decryption sequence successful. Randenite container release sequence: activated.”

      “We got it!” cried Hallam over the comm channel. “The damn thing actually worked!”

      “Wolf Three, take evasive action, now!”

      Hallam’s eyes shot up from the console; in the excitement over the device working, he’d taken his attention off the armored tanker. Only a precious few seconds had elapsed, but it was enough to allow the tanker to bring more of its guns to bear on Hallam’s fighter.

      Cursing for the second time that day, Hallam spun his ship around and thrust hard in the opposite direction. Flak detonated all around him, and Hallam began to kick out the fighter’s rear in multiple directions, applying short bursts of thrust with each new adjustment. His hope was that his erratic flying would be too unpredictable for even the Consortium’s best gunner to stand a chance of hitting him. He was wrong.

      Alarms shrieked again and Hallam felt the rattle of shrapnel hitting the ship, sending vibrations through its bones and into the cockpit. He looked right and saw a chunk of metal dug into his wing. Another had chipped the rear of his canopy. The flak bursts intensified, and Hallam felt like he was in a car, driving through a hailstorm, except instead of ice, the projectiles were shards of metal. However, as suddenly as the clatter of impacts had begun, they disappeared again as the fighter finally moved beyond the tanker’s firing perimeter.

      “I’m clear!” Hallam called out. “I might need a new paint job and I definitely need a fresh pair of pants, but I’m clear,”

      “Way too much information, Wolf Three,” said Dakota, though Hallam knew that her response was simply a show of professionalism for Ruby’s benefit. He’d put a hundred on there being a broad smirk on Dakota’s face at that moment.

      “Radiological alert,” cried Ruby, sounding unusually flustered. “They’re dumping the barrels!”

      Hallam spun his fighter around to face the tanker and watched as hundreds of barrels of Randenite spilled out of the cargo hold.

      “Everyone, break off and put some distance between us and those barrels,” ordered Dakota. “We don’t want to be anywhere nearby when those things go up.”

      “What about the CSF fighters?” said Ruby. “We can’t just let them go.”

      Hallam was now far removed from the combat area, so he had time to check his instruments. “The CSF are bugging out too,” he said over the comm, noting that the two Consortium escorts had rejoined the tanker, and that all three were now burning hard in a straight line to get clear of the barrels.

      “Confirmed, the escort fighters and the tanker are leaving,” said Dakota. “Disengage and return to rendezvous Charlie. Our job is done.”

      Hallam acknowledged the order and adjusted course accordingly before flipping the switch to spool up the fighter’s unique Shelby Drive. Unlike the CSF fighters and the armored tanker, which were limited to traveling along the established bridge routes, the Darkspace Renegade fighters had the ability to create their own temporary narrow bridges from point-to-point. This was a useful side-benefit of having the genius inventor of bridging technology – celebrity scientist, Doctor Shelby Rand – as the renegade organization’s leader.

      Hallam sat back and listened to the whine of the Shelby Drive build, but then another alert blared out in the cockpit, contrasting sharply with the drive’s soothing pulse. He quickly glanced down at his console and felt his heart race.

      “Missile launch!” Hallam cried out over the comm channel as he saw the new contact streak out across his scanner. Then he noticed something strange about the missile’s trajectory; it was heading toward the CSF escorts, rather than coming from them. The scanner resolved the contact fully, and Hallam couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

      “It’s one of ours!” Hallam said, now peering out into space toward the rapidly diminishing shapes of the CSF fighters and tanker.

      “Copy that, Wolf Three,” replied Dakota. “It’s not one of mine. Wolf Two, have you fired?”

      There was an explosion in the distance and Hallam saw one of the two CSF fighters flash and blink out of existence on his scanner.

      “Splash one CSF scumbag!” said Ruby, barely containing her elation.

      “Damn it, Wolf Two. I said disengage!” snarled Dakota.

      “What’s the problem? That’s one less fighter to shoot at us on the next mission,” Ruby hit back.

      “That’s enough, Wolf Two,” Dakota replied, clearly now furious. “Return to base. This mission is over.”

      A deathly silence fell over the comm channel as the pulse of Hallam’s Shelby Drive built to a crescendo. Then there was a vivid flash of light, but it wasn’t caused by his fighter entering bridge space; it was the detonation of hundreds of barrels of volatile Randenite.

      The shipment had been intended to resupply the garden planet’s goods freighters. It was fuel that would have meant food got delivered to Earth, in addition to several other bridge worlds. It was fuel that would be replaced in time – Hallam knew that. And he also knew that the food and supplies would still get through, and the hardship would be short-lived. However, if the Darkspace Renegades succeeded in destroying the Centrum – the sole remaining Randenite refinery – then all the freighters would eventually run empty. Then the suffering really would begin.

      Hallam still struggled with the ethical implications of what they were doing. It wasn’t quite as bad as killing the patient to cure the disease, but it certainly equated to amputating a few limbs. However, it had to be done in order to safeguard Earth and all the inhabited planets. If the bridges collapsed, tearing open the fabric of normal space, star systems would be thrown into chaos. Gravitational fluxes would cause some worlds to freeze, while others would burn up as their orbits shifted closer to their stars. Some would be destroyed entirely, crushed by stresses that defied physics and the imagination.

      Hardship was better than annihilation, Hallam had reasoned. It was why stopping the Randenite shipments was necessary. It was why destroying the Centrum had to be done. However, killing a pilot who was flying away from the combat zone didn’t have to be done. He’d stolen the authenticator for Dr. Rand precisely so they could develop a weapon to cripple the fuel supply without unnecessary loss of life. Ruby had overstepped the line, and when Hallam saw her again, there would be hell to pay.
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      Hallam threw back the canopy of his fighter and practically leapt from the cockpit and onto the deck of Dr. Rand’s personal renegade hideout. Uniquely, the genius scientist’s base was not on a moon orbiting a rogue planet, deep in the Darkspace, but was a habitable world in its own right. Dakota had explained that, using her technical smarts, the genius scientist had managed to keep the distant world a secret, even from the Consortium. However, right now, the Earth-like moon was the last thing on Hallam’s mind. He peered around the hangar and spotted the focus of his ire. Ruby Rivas had already touched down and was casually strolling toward the debriefing area while technicians attended to her craft. She was blowing a bubble of yellow gum, as if she didn’t have a care in the world.

      “Hey!” Hallam called out as he paced toward her at barely less than a run. Ruby glanced back but then rolled her eyes as another bubble burst and was sucked back into her mouth. “Hey, I’m talking to you!” Hallam called again.

      “What is it, tanker man?” said Ruby, turning on her heels and staring him down. “If you’re about to give me a hard time over destroying that fighter, save your breath. This is a war, unless you’ve not yet cottoned on?”

      “Don’t patronize me,” snapped Hallam, “I’ve no problem pulling the trigger, when a trigger needs to be pulled. But I risked my neck at the Consortium HQ on Vesta so that we could stop these tankers without killing people needlessly. You didn’t have to take that shot, and you know it!”

      Ruby had blown out another bubble while Hallam was giving his speech, and it then burst with a loud pop. “If one of those CSF jerks had got a target lock, they’d have killed us in a heartbeat, Hal,” Ruby hit back, speaking Hal’s name as if it were an insult. “Lofty sentiments don’t win wars. Soldiers do.”

      Hallam laughed in her face. “You’re not a soldier, gumface,” he hit back. “You’re just an angry kid who wants to hurt people.”

      Ruby shoved Hallam hard in the chest, causing him to stagger back a couple of paces. “Call me ‘gumface’ again, and we’ll see who the soldier is,” she snarled at him.

      “Take your best shot, gumface,” Hallam replied, angling his chin toward Ruby and inviting her to take a swing.

      As their tussle had developed, neither Hallam nor Ruby had noticed Dakota storming toward them. In fact, the first indication Hallam got that Dakota had arrived was when she barged past him and landed a solid right cross to Ruby’s chin, sending her staggering back and down to one knee.

      “What the hell was that for?” snarled Ruby, massaging the side of her face.

      “You disobeyed my order,” Dakota yelled, causing anxious eyes all around the deck to fall on their developing affray. “I said disengage, damn it!”

      Ruby spat out a globule of blood onto the deck – Hallam could see that her chewed up ball of gum was mixed into it – and pushed herself upright. Her hands were balled into fists, but somehow she’d just managed to hold back from retaliating.

      “What’s gotten into you, Dak?” Ruby snarled. “We used to be all on a level – you, me and Kien.” Then Ruby cocked her head toward Hallam, eyes as sharp as needles. “Then this asshole comes along, and now we’re hacking Randenite barrels?” She threw her hands out wide, shaking her head. “We won’t win this battle with technical tricks, Dak. If we don’t fight hard, we lose.”

      “We also don’t shoot people in the back, Ruby,” Dakota hit back. “That’s not who we are, and it never was. Take out a dozen CSF pilots and a dozen more are waiting in the wings.”

      “Then we take them down too,” said Ruby, “just the same as they would to us, given half a chance.”

      Dakota took a breath and tried to compose herself. Hallam now understood that getting angry at Ruby just seem to fuel her, like stoking a fire. “Look, Ruby, we don’t win this with missiles; we win by being smart. Now the next CSF escort patrol we meet will be out for revenge. They have hundreds more ships than we do. We can’t afford to take losses; we need everyone we can get. The stakes are too high.”

      Ruby shook her head and backed away, pushing out the palms of her hands toward both Hallam and Dakota. “I’m done with this,” she snarled, pulling the Wolf Squadron patch off the arm of her flight suit and tossing it on the deck. “If you’re not going to fight, then I’ll transfer to a squadron that will. You and tanker man can carry on pressing buttons on dumb gadgets, while the rest of us do what needs to be done.”

      Dakota again tried to reason with her, but Ruby had already turned her back on them and stormed off toward the pilot’s quarters, brushing past Dr. Rand, who was coming the other way. The renegade leader cast a glance back at Ruby and opened her mouth as if to call her name, but the pilot had already shoved open the doors and burst through them.

      Dr. Rand scowled and then approached Hallam and Dakota. She stopped just short of standing on the Wolf Squadron patch, and bent down to pick it up.

      “I take it the mission didn’t go well?” the doctor asked, holding up the discarded squadron patch.

      “Actually, it went great,” said Dakota, who was now resting her hands on her hips. She looked weary, both physically and mentally. “That was just Ruby being Ruby.”

      Dr. Rand then spotted the bloody mix of spittle and gum on the deck and raised an eyebrow. “Anything I should worry about?”

      “She’ll come around,” said Dakota before swiftly changing the subject. “The good news is that your can opener gizmo works. The tanker had to dump its entire Randenite consignment.”

      “I wish you wouldn’t call it that,” replied Dr. Rand huffily, “but that is good news. I’ve also managed to increase the decryption speed since that prototype. I’ll get the updated plans relayed to the other bases so all the squadrons can start to adopt this technique.”

      Hallam snorted. “You might want to tell Ruby that; she isn’t really a fan of any approach that doesn’t involve blowing things up.”

      Dr. Rand returned a knowing nod. “She is somewhat tenacious, I agree,” she replied, pushing the Wolf Squadron patch into the pocket of her military-style jacket. “But, as Dakota pointed out, she’ll come around. She always does.” Then Dr. Rand cast a disproving glance to Dakota and added, “though her chin is likely more bruised than her pride.”

      “I didn’t hit her that hard…” Dakota answered, going ever so slightly red in the cheek.

      “Well, congratulations, in any event, especially to you, Mr. Knight,” the doctor went on, mercifully sparing Dakota any more blushes. “It seems that you’ve picked a side after all.”

      Hallam smiled. “I think the side more picked me, but thanks; glad to be of help.”

      Then, for some reason, Cad Rikkard flashed back into Hallam’s mind. The mission had distracted him from thoughts of their meeting on the Paradise – the orbital casino hotel above Feronia. Hallam still had flashbacks to the aftermath of the mercenary’s callous and bloody deeds on the renegade hideout. In truth, Rikkard had rarely been far from his thoughts.

      “Any news about the Blackfire Squadron?” Hallam asked. The question also piqued the interest of Dakota.

      “Nothing yet,” Dr. Rand replied, though her answer conveyed no sense of relief. The use of ‘yet’ also suggested that, like Hallam, Dr. Rand believed it was only a matter of time before Cad Rikkard struck again. However, for Hallam, the anticipation of the attack was almost harder to bear. It was like watching an angry scorpion scuttle across your naked body, knowing that it would eventually sting you, but having no idea when or where.

      “Maybe Commander Lane didn’t give up as much information as Draga Vex claimed he did,” offered Dakota, ever the optimist of the group. “Maybe he doesn’t have the location of any more bases, and his little stunt on the Paradise was all bluster.”

      Hallam massaged his weary face and shrugged. “We all know that Rikkard is full of crap,” he said, stopping short of using the more colorful word for what he actually thought Cad was full of. “But Draga doesn’t strike me as the boastful type.”

      Dr. Rand nodded and then smiled. “Well, for now, all we can do is wait and continue our preparations,” she said, displaying the typical pragmatism of a leader. “We are actually making good progress on discovering the location of the alien probe, so I may need your services again soon, Mr. Knight.”

      Hallam threw up a lazy salute. “Call me when you need me.” He was suddenly overcome with fatigue and yawned loudly. “Though if you could let me have a few hours of sleep first, that would be great.”

      “I’m afraid that you may not get as much sleep as you’d like,” Dr. Rand replied ominously. “I recently received reports of gravitational anomalies from our sources on Pales.”

      Hallam and Dakota shot nervous glances toward each other. Both understood the cataclysmic implications of what Dr. Rand had just said.

      “How bad is it?” asked Dakota.

      “Not yet bad enough to alter the orbits of planets or moons,” Dr. Rand replied, again qualifying her statement with another “yet.” “I’ll need to get out there to run some tests, but it’s only a matter of time before the effects become noticeable.”

      “Get out there?” said Dakota with a sort of suspicious curiosity. “You can’t be serious? We can’t risk letting you outside the protection of the hideout.”

      Dr. Rand folded her arms and looked at Dakota as if she were an overprotective parent, trying to shield her from the wicked world outside.

      “Miss Wulfrun, I had pioneered expeditions beyond the known frontiers of the galaxy before you were even potty-trained,” said Dr. Rand, fixing Dakota with an unimpressed stare. Hallam winced; as burns went, that had been a pretty savage one. “I think I can handle myself.” Dakota was about to step in again, but the doctor headed her off. “Besides, I’ll have you two there to protect me, so I’ll be in good hands.”

      Dakota’s mouth remained open; it was like Dr. Rand had somehow stolen the words she’d intended to speak. Dakota attempted to start a sentence again twice before giving up and finally saying, “Fine. You’re the boss, boss.”

      “Yes, I am,” said Dr. Rand with a victorious smile. “Now you two go and get some rest. You’re going to need it.”

      The doctor departed, leaving Hallam and Dakota alone in the hangar.

      Dakota blew out a rasping sigh and then turned to Hallam. “Can you believe she wants to go out to Pales?” she said, hooking a thumb in the direction of Dr. Rand as she headed away.

      “She’s certainly audacious, but she’s a tough old bird too,” Hallam answered, smiling roguishly. “Sounds like someone I know.”

      “Less of the old…” said Dakota, slapping him hard on the chest with the back of her hand. “Come on, let’s hit the showers and then get some rack time; I’m beat.”

      Hallam followed her onto the corridor leading to the pilot’s quarters and facilities. “So long as you stay in your part of the shower block, this time…” he said, remembering Dakota’s prank on him back when they were on the Centrum. It seemed like an age ago now, though the memory was still crystal clear. Hallam figured that Dakota being naked at the time probably had something to do with that.

      “Aw, but I was hoping you’d scrub my back for me,” said Dakota, suddenly transforming into her more naturally playful personality. The leader of Wolf Squadron had gone back in her box, for a time at least.

      “I’ll scrub your back if you kiss my soapy wet ass,” replied Hallam, putting on a good show of sounding affronted.

      Dakota laughed and then jabbed Hallam in the gut, taking him totally by surprise. “Come on, last one in the showers buys the drinks,” she said before sprinting off along the hallway.

      Hallam pressed a fist to his gut and tried to call after her, but Dakota’s punch had winded him. Eventually, he managed to call out, “The drinks are free, you weirdo...” before chasing off after her, determined to win her stupid, but impossible-to-refuse challenge.
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      Cad Rikkard maintained a light touch on the controls of his heavily upgraded fighter craft as he weaved through space in pursuit of the renegade ship. His opponent was skilled and had managed to evade Cad’s guns for the last sixty seconds. This had not frustrated him; he welcomed the challenge. However, unlike his chaotic pursuit course, Cad’s confidence in his own abilities and those of his superior fighter craft was unswerving.

      “Got him!” Alexis Black called out over the comm channel, and Cad saw a bright flash of flames to his right side. “That just leaves your one...” she added teasingly.

      He didn’t respond and instead maintained his laser-like focus, matching the renegade move for move, while also trying to anticipate its actions. Sooner or later, his opponent would make a mistake – it was inevitable – yet Cad would not. That was the difference between himself and the renegades, Cad mused as the enemy vessel continued trying to shake him. That was what separated being the best from merely being ‘good’.

      He tried to put himself inside the mind of the enemy pilot. Whoever it was had just seen their remaining wingman go up in flames, leaving them alone against three of the best fighter pilots in the galaxy. He knew the renegade would be sweating. He knew they’d be scared, and maybe even panicking. Cad cast his eyes across to the renegade hideout and sensed that his quarry was about to run for home. He continued to match his opponent’s moves, waiting for the perfect opportunity, and then it came. The renegade turned for the base and burned hard, looking to escape to safety. However, all it succeeded in doing was running into a precisely-aimed volley of cannon fire from Cad’s fighter.

      Cad eased back and slowed his vessel to a stop as the burning remains of the Darkspace Renegade ship fizzled to nothing. It had been a clean kill; one of his best. He could have used missiles or taken out the ship sooner by pressing his attack and taking snapshots, but that wouldn’t have given him any real satisfaction. Cad Rikkard was no mere thug; he was an artist and a master of his craft. He used every opportunity to both demonstrate his superiority and fine-tune his skills.

      “Form up on me,” he said over the comm channel. “And guide the breaching pod over here with you.”

      Alexis and Draga both acknowledged the order, and he relaxed back in his seat, staring out at the newly-discovered renegade hideout. Like the first one they had assaulted, it was a veritable fortress, constructed from dozens of mothballed super-class freighters and liners. To protect it from attack, it was buried inside a crater on an Earth-sized moon of a rogue planet, orbiting the galactic center, deep in the Darkspace between Liber and Vediovis.

      However, there was a crucial difference between the new hideout and the one they’d already destroyed. During the first
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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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