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        For the demon slayers:

        Keep fighting the shadows;

        Keep looking for the light;

        Keep living chosen;

        Keep saving the world.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        “A light shines in the darkness,

        and the darkness has not overcome it.”

        John 1:5 NIV

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Zoe watched Lucas’s peaceful smile dim, his life drifting away on the Maker’s warm wind as his body fell forward into the blood-covered snow. The hellhounds and shadows had all dissolved into ashes, leaving only the cold of the December snow, which was still falling in light, glittering flakes. Tears dripped in warm lines down Zoe’s chilled cheeks. She dropped to her knees next to Lucas, pulled him up into her shaking arms, and clung to his limp, lifeless body.

      “No, no, no…” Zoe muttered the word over and over as if the chant would change something. Footsteps crunched in the fresh snow around her. She glanced up to find Daniel, Claire, and Michael looking down at her. Their eyes were heavy with shock, their faces streaked with sadness. Bitterness rose to the back of her throat and she swallowed it down, once again burying her head into the crook of Lucas’s neck, weeping and praying for this to be just another nightmare.

      [image: ]

      Abaddon stared at the marred face of his alter ego in the dingy mirror as Meredith’s reflection came into view behind him.

      “They have the map, and we didn’t kill Claire,” Meredith snapped as she wiped the blood from her neck with a cloth.

      “Merely a small setback.” Abaddon watched new skin grow from the singes covering his black, stone face. “Killing that boy will have to do for now.”

      “But is it enough now that they have the map?” Meredith asked.

      “Don’t you trust me?” Abaddon asked as he turned to her, took a step closer, and reached a threatening hand toward her.

      She cringed. “I…uh…of course I do.”

      The beast paused. “Good girl,” he said, smirking. He used his thumb to wipe a drop of blood from the corner of her lips. “Don't fear, love. Things may not have gone exactly according to our plan. The Armor-Bearer lives, but the Daughter is frail. She hadn’t even realized her full strength before she started to weaken.”

      Meredith looked downward as she asked, “And when she realizes it?”

      Abaddon grabbed her face, forcing her gaze toward him. “We will have to keep that from happening”—he squeezed a little tighter before he released her—“won’t we?”

      [image: ]

      The sun was just a sliver of faint light drowning on the horizon when Maggie stepped into the dimly lit barn. “Can no one text a girl back?” she asked, her jovial tone matching the lightness of her heart. They’re alive. But her relief was crushed when she saw what appeared to be a body lying on the training mat underneath a dusty blanket. The others were huddled around the covered corpse, heads bowed, barely making an effort to look her in the eyes.

      “What happened?” Maggie’s voice choked out of her tightening throat.

      Claire stood at the corpse’s feet with her arm clutched against her side. Was it broken? Could Claire even break?

      Claire’s eyes were dull and wet as she turned slowly away from the body. “Mags…something happened…Lucas didn’t…” She struggled to get the words out.

      “No,” Maggie gasped. “He can’t be…”

      “He is.” Claire’s eyebrows were pinched together. She reached her good arm out and pulled Maggie into her embrace.

      Maggie peeked over Claire’s shoulder, trying to gain some understanding from the others, some hint that this wasn’t what she thought. Daniel was squatted on the floor, elbows resting on his knees, face held in his hands. Garrett leaned against a pole, his jaw tight and eyes bloodshot. Even Michael seemed forlorn standing over the body. Zoe was just staring into the dark corners of the barn, no sign of life in her eyes, as if it had drained out of her and left with Lucas’s. Then Maggie returned her attention to the old Navajo blanket that covered her friend. Was he just a friend or had he started to become more? She couldn’t stop herself from wondering, as if it even mattered now. Her eyes traced the pattern of lines and colors on the blanket from one end to the other as she surveyed the curves that were Lucas’s head and shoulders. She stared hard at the line of his chest, waiting for it to rise and fall, to tell them this was all some cruel mistake and he would be fine. When it hurt to wait for that hope any longer, she let her gaze continue down the blanket to find his blood-stained black converse peeking out from under the fabric’s weave. That sight made this all too real. Her stomach turned and she choked back vomit. Hot tears stung her cheeks. A pain started in her head and reverberated through her limbs, making her feel weak and dizzy. She gripped Claire’s jacket and felt the woman’s arm tighten around her shoulder. A guttural scream pierced through the quiet. Claire pulled her tighter and Maggie realized the cry had been her own. She swallowed down another as she buried her head against Claire.
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      At some point—she had no idea how long it had taken—Zoe rejoined the living. The sounds of stifled sobs and sad questions found their way inside her ears. Perhaps it had been Maggie’s screams that had forced her return? They had started as just a muffled noise, like the static of an untuned radio but became clearer as she blinked her dry eyes into focus and took in the scene around her. Daniel was sitting next to her, holding her hand. When had he taken her hand? She hadn’t even felt him touch her. Maggie was on her knees next to Lucas’s body, her hands trembling like she wanted to touch him but was afraid to. Claire stood in the doorway, staring out into the darkness. Michael and Garrett were by Claire’s side.

      “What will we tell people?” Claire asked.

      Zoe inclined her head at her aunt’s words. A couple of months ago, no one would have noticed Lucas being gone. Even the school would have probably assumed him a runaway and not given a second thought to his sudden absence. But now…now he had friends and he was making good grades and…what would they tell people? Why did they even care about the rest of the world? Did it matter? A part of their family was gone—like a limb suddenly severed—and they were worried about other people?

      Zoe stood up, her body shaking. “We won’t have to tell them anything,” she announced.

      Claire and Garrett both turned, staring at her with tilted heads and narrowed eyes.

      “Just bring him back and it won’t matter. We won’t need a story,” Zoe told Michael. “Just bring him back like you did my dad.”

      Michael turned and looked at her with eyes full of pity. “I cannot,” he replied.

      His words weren’t as cool as normal, but they still pricked at her heart painfully and drew out an anger she couldn’t hold back. “What do you mean you can’t? If you did it before, you can do it again. It’s simple!”

      “Zoe—” Garrett began to walk toward her but stopped when she held up a hand and started her own short trek to the Guardian.

      “It is not so simple, Zoe,” Michael explained. “I am afraid it was difficult enough to bring your father through the veil. Unless the Maker chooses to bring Lucas back Himself, it would be impossible.”

      Zoe stopped midstep. It was like she hit an invisible force and couldn’t move any further. The anger was still there but now displaced, and she didn’t know what to do with it. She glanced around the room. Daniel had stood and was watching her with soft eyes. She knew he was waiting for her to tell him what she needed. She only wished she knew what that was.

      Maggie was staring at her, her lip quivering, begging her friend for something, but Zoe had nothing to offer her right then. Claire and Garrett also looked at her with the same sympathy she had seen in the angel. Fresh tears tried to rise from some well so deep inside her that she hadn’t even known it was there. A tremble followed from the same deep place and turned into words she didn’t want to hear. “We were supposed to save him.”

      Michael took a step toward her. “But he was saved.”

      “He’s dead,” Zoe said. “We watched him die bleeding in that snow. How was that saving him?” She wrapped her arms around herself to either to fight off the sudden chill or to keep from falling further apart. She didn’t know which, really.

      Michael took another step and touched his hands to her shoulders, looking down into her blurry eyes. “Do you not see? He sacrificed himself for Claire. For you. He had changed. The Maker was there with him. There was no more pain or regret waiting for him. Yes, Lucas died, and that cannot be undone…but he died free.”

      Zoe listened to the words that she knew were true, and yet, she could not feel the truth in them. It didn’t reach her heart, though she could sense it fighting its way there. She drew in a sharp breath, trying to help it move into that deep well, but it was forced back out with a sob. She lowered her head into Michael’s chest and cried. She felt the Guardian’s arms wrap around her. Then she felt new arms pull her close and could smell her father’s familiar aftershave. The chill of the winter air was now blocked by her family surrounding her. Life was coming back into her bones, but with it came pain, and this time she was unsure she could win against it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Alex could feel his skin burning from the heat of the afternoon sun. He blinked against its brightness. He heard Claire calling his name, but she was nowhere to be seen in the abandoned marketplace. He spun on his heels, continuing his search for her, but found only the nightmarish demons of his demise slinking atop broken carts and overturned tables. They hissed, and he could feel the air chill around him. They scratched their claws on their perches, and his heart quickened.

      “It’s not real,” he closed his eyes and whispered. The air got colder and tickled the back of his neck.

      “Of course it’s real, Alex.”

      Alex squeezed his eyes tighter before opening them to find Abaddon standing in front of him, his head tilted casually.

      “But, I know what you meant and you’re right. This is just a dream, an invasion of your mind.” Abaddon circled around him. “Sorry for the intrusion by the way, but make no mistake, I can just as easily kill you here as I did…well…here. But I don’t want to kill you this time.” The Destroyer’s face curled into a sick smile.

      “What do you want?”

      “I want to help you,” Abaddon answered. “It’s what I’ve always wanted. To give you your life back, remember?”

      Alex pressed his nails into his palms. “No, you want me to betray the people I love.”

      “Person. The person you love,” Abaddon corrected. “Let’s not pretend you really care about the others. It is Claire you love, and the rest of them are just baggage you know she won’t leave behind.”

      “That’s not true.”

      “Are you sure?” Abaddon squinted his black eyes. “I mean, if Claire were gone, would you stick around to take care of poor little Zoe? Do you really care what happens to Daniel or sweet, sweet Maggie? I mean, you’re sitting in the hospital by the bedside of an old man you don’t even really like. Why? Because Claire asked you to. Because it matters to her, and you want to matter to her.”

      “I do matter,” Alex declared. His muscles pulled tight from his jaw down through his shoulders and all the way to his still-clenched fists. “Claire loves me.”

      “She used to love you,” Abaddon continued. “Now you’re just a distraction. A complication.”

      “You’re a liar.” But Alex could hear the jitter in his own voice as he spoke.

      “Am I? Look, I’m not here to hurt you. Like I said, I want to help you.”

      Alex relaxed his hands. “How can you help me? You can’t make Claire love me again.”

      Abaddon pursed his lips and shook his head slowly. “No, I can’t,” he said, then flashed Alex another smile, one that was small and almost innocent. “But I can get rid of the obstacles.”

      “What do you mean?” Alex regretted the question the moment he asked it, but he couldn’t help himself. He was so desperate for any bits of hope offered to him, even if it was a dangerous hope. He shouldn’t trust Abaddon. Can you trust evil? Did it matter now? He was losing sight of any other options to keep Claire close to him, so even this risky trust, this dangerous hope, was better than the void his life would be without her. Perhaps this alliance, a minor indiscretion, would be worth it? Could it hurt to examine it further?

      Abaddon turned his back and walked toward the shade of a ripped awning. “If this whole prophecy war to end all wars were over, then there would be nothing standing in your way. Claire wouldn’t have so much weighing on her. She would have room for you again.”

      “But it isn’t just this war…” Alex began, jealousy twisting inside his chest.

      Abaddon stopped and looked back over his shoulder. “You fear her feelings for the Guardian. The angel is only here to help the Armor-Bearer and the Daughter. When they no longer need his help, he will have to leave. Assuming he survives.”

      Alex took three small steps toward the Destroyer. “What are you offering, exactly?”

      “We all really want the same thing, Alex—for this to be over. We can help each other, you and I. You want to win Claire’s heart, and I can give you the power to do it.”

      “And in return?”

      “Help me finish this.”

      Alex pulled back. “Finishing this means Zoe will die?”

      “The girl will most likely die no matter what.”

      “I won’t help you kill anyone.” Alex began to step backward toward retreat when the shadows surrounding him screeched. He hadn’t realized they’d been closing in on him, and now he couldn’t move through the darkness that pressed against him, its coldness stinging his bare arms and neck.

      “Dear boy, you no longer have a choice. You have played too close to the line. Your fears are too hungry for you to fight them now. It is this or death.”

      Icy claws scratched through Alex’s shirt and tore his skin. He wanted Claire; more than anything, he wanted her to love him again. He wanted them to go back to the way things had been before this supernatural reality had collided with his world. The two had collided though, they had crashed together in pain and fear and love and hope and regret. None of that could be undone, but he didn’t want to make it worse. He wanted Claire but not like this. He couldn’t do this…could he? No, he would rather die himself than be part of her feeling pain. He bit back against his own pain. “I choose death,” he said, the words pushing through his gritted teeth. The demon’s claws dug deeper and burned through his flesh and into his bones. He could feel his strength drain, and in weakness he dropped his head and whispered, “I want to choose death.”

      Abaddon laughed. “You aren’t that noble, Alex. Selfishness brought you back, and it will keep you here now. Stop fighting it. The only purpose that serves is to keep you from what you want. Accept my help.”

      [image: ]

      Alex heard his name. Was it Claire? He felt her breath as she whispered into his ear and then her hand nudged his arm. "Alex,” Claire whispered again.

      Alex shook his head and sat up, wiping his tired eyes with the bottoms of his palms. As sleep and the voices from his dreams exited his mind, his awareness of reality flooded back in. The room was dim, the machines connected to Charlie were still beeping their monotonous rhythm, and Claire was standing beside him, watching him, her expression anguished. “What happened?” he asked and stood up.

      Claire opened her mouth to speak but no words formed, her only answer the tears that pooled in her tired eyes. Alex reached out to embrace her but she winced at the contact, and only then did he take notice of the way she tenderly held her arm.

      “I think I forgot it was broken,” she said. A weak smile pushed upward just enough that the tears spilled over her lashes.

      “How could you forget a broken arm?” Alex asked. He reached for her again, wiping her damp cheeks with his thumbs.

      “The pain of the arm paled in comparison to everything else,” she said.

      “What else, Claire?”

      “Can we talk about it in the car?”

      Alex nodded. “What about your arm?”

      Claire regarded her injury and then looked back up with a more relaxed expression. “Michael will take care of it.”

      The familiar coiling tightened around Alex’s ribcage. He grabbed his jacket off the back of the chair and followed Claire without another word.
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      Six days. That’s how long it had been since the first snow of winter, since silence filled too many hours, since Lucas had gone. Plans and excuses had been made and an empty body was buried quietly near the burned-out farmhouse.

      Zoe had barely been aware of most of it. She walked through it, a ghostly apparition, silent and shallow. They had all tried to comfort her, to encourage her to be strong, to fight, but she couldn’t muster the will. Instead she curled herself into her blankets and stared at the gray winter sky fading into night outside her window.
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      Zoe blinked her eyes open to the vision inside her mind. Her peaceful field had long been lost to the smoldering war zone before her. Ashes rose from dying embers as shadows hissed over the dead. The air smelled bitter and stung her nose.

      “It’s lovely, isn’t it?”

      She knew it was Abaddon lurking behind her and squeezed her fingers into fists. “After a week, it’s actually getting a little predictable. I think you can do better,” she said.

      “How about this?”

      Zoe heard the hiss of shadows that answered the snap of Abaddon’s fingers. She turned to see the Destroyer kneeling over a fresh corpse, his rocky fingers brushing a hair from its face. It was Lucas. Zoe’s chest constricted around her heart and squeezed until she could barely breathe.

      Her adversary stood and said, “It’s sad that he had to die. Well, he didn’t have to. But I told you they would all die. He just got to be first. How lucky.” The Beast’s mouth curled to reveal his obsidian fangs.

      “Shut up,” Zoe said, trying to conceal the tremble of her bottom lip with a false courage.

      Abaddon sniggered. “Is that the best you’ve got?” he asked. “I thought you were cleverer.”

      “I don’t have time for a war of words with you.”

      “It seems to me you have all the time in the world. It’s not like you’re doing much in the way of actually fighting me,” the Destroyer said. “Perhaps words were all you ever really had.”

      “I told you before that you won’t win.”

      “I remember. But I don’t think you believe it now.” The Beast kicked Lucas’s body with his heavy foot. “Now you see that I was right, you’re finally counting the cost and it’s not adding up. No one will blame you for quitting.”

      Zoe wiped her stinging eyes. “I’m not quitting.”

      Abaddon walked over to Zoe and leaned in close to her ear. “Haven’t you already?” he asked.

      Zoe jerked her head toward his sneering face and then back to Lucas’s pale form. Beside it appeared the lifeless bodies of the others stacked together in a bloody heap at her feet.

      Abaddon leaned back in. “You can’t withstand this…you can’t withstand me.”
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      Zoe sat up with a gasp. Her mouth still tasted like metal, and smoke scorched her nostrils. She wiped her wet cheeks with the sleeve of her sweater and stood up, pulling her blanket tight around her to ward off the chill, and then headed downstairs to get a drink. The house was quiet except for the creak of the wooden steps under her feet and the quiet mumbling coming from the living room. Zoe changed direction to peek in.

      The fireplace held only a few glowing embers to warm and light the dark space. Another murmur drew her eyes from the fireplace to the figure on the couch. Alex flipped over, tossing his blanket onto the floor as he groaned. Zoe sighed, picked up the flannel throw from the floor, and gently re-covered Alex. She tossed another log into the fireplace and stooped down to stoke the embers until a flame sprung to life. She watched it for a moment, letting its warmth wash over her.

      Alex mumbled again. Zoe stood, observing him. She wondered briefly what he dreamed of, then shook off her concern as he became more peaceful. In Zoe’s experience, the dreams that warranted concern—the ones that were really nightmarish attacks from their enemy— never ended peacefully, at least not on their own. It’s probably nothing worth noting. Zoe continued on to the kitchen as the faint light of the sun began to peek up over the horizon.
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      Claire sat on the front porch steps, sipping her customary steaming cup of coffee. Her cardigan was wrapped tight around her shoulders and her body hunched in for warmth amidst the dreary winter day.

      Claire heard the familiar sound of flapping wings and felt a warm gust ruffle her hair. “Are you not cold out here?” Michael asked.

      Claire took another long swallow from her mug. “I needed some fresh air,” she said and patted the spot next to her on the stoop.

      Michael sat, his hands clasped together and his posture straight “You did not get enough sleep.”

      She curled one lip up slyly and arched an eyebrow. “Are you saying I look tired?” she asked. “That I’m not my normal gorgeous self?”

      “No…I did not mean…” The Guardian flinched.

      Claire giggled softly. “Just giving you a hard time, big guy. A girl needs to grab a laugh where she can get one these days.”

      “And it is acceptable to laugh at my expense?”

      Claire felt her mouth droop before she saw the glint of humor in Michael’s illuminated eyes. She chuckled again, but it broke apart with an invasive thought that she had been unable to keep at bay. “It was my fault,” she whispered, the weight of her conviction, always looming, threatening to crush every moment of peace and joy.

      “It was not,” the angel replied.

      She felt the pain and guilt squeeze together inside her chest and strangle her heart. “I let her go. After all she’d done, I had her in my hands and I let her go.”

      “It was to save a life. It was worth it. Charlie was worth it.” Michael laid his hand gently on her knee.

      “Losing Lucas wasn’t. I hesitated and it opened the door…I…” Her strength began to waver and the memory of what had happened echoed in the tremble of her voice.

      Michael took the cup from her and set it down on the porch. She felt one of his hands touch the small of her knee while his other pulled her chin toward him. His voice was stern as he said, “Lucas made a choice, a selfless one. Don’t take that away from him by feeling guilty that it wasn’t you.”

      Claire took a deep, cleansing breath. She tucked herself into Michael’s arms, leaning her head against his chest. “It shouldn’t have been anyone.”

      “No, it should not,” he replied. “But war always brings death.” He leaned his cheek against the top of her head. “And war does not stop when death comes.”

      Another gulp of air filled Claire’s lungs and she exhaled a foggy puff. “Our grief must wait.”

      “No, it will not wait. But we must not let it stop us.”
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      Alex’s warm breath frosted the glass on the front door, but it was coldness that filled his veins and pumped through his heart, darkness washing over his spying eyes. She would still love me if…

      He tried to shake off the dangerous, jealous thoughts. He felt the chilly signs of his undoing retreat from the surface of his skin into the depths of his waning soul. He wanted to be stronger, but he knew he was slipping away from himself. He sensed the pulling and the tugging of the darkness on his mind, body, and soul. He could feel his resolve weakening, and it was becoming harder to fight. The darkness seemed to always be there, just lying in wait for his final relinquishing.
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      The donut box came sliding across the counter at Zoe.

      “You should eat something,” Daniel said.

      She flipped the lid open and stared at the half-dozen pastries left inside. She wanted to refuse them but the growl in her stomach wouldn’t let her, so she pulled out a glazed donut and took a tiny bite.

      “Thank you.” Daniel smiled and handed her a napkin. “Have you talked to Maggie?”

      “Some,” Zoe replied. “I think she’s coming over later.” She took a larger bite, filling her mouth as the hunger she had abated took charge.

      “How is she?” Daniel bit into his bear claw.

      Zoe shook her heavy head. “She’s Maggie. Looking on the bright side is her super power.” Zoe was sure her words sounded meaner than she meant them to. She wanted to be glad that her friend wasn’t drowning like she was, but it made her angry. In some way, they all made her angry. They were moving back into the routines of real life: eating, working, talking, sleeping. With each minute that passed, they were taking another step away from Lucas while she wasn’t ready to leave him behind. It had been the same when her parents had died. How had she gotten past that? How had she started living again then? She couldn’t remember now. That was another lifetime ago. That was when she was just a girl taking ballet and going to high school. That was when she was normal. She wasn’t that girl anymore. She was the Daughter. She was chosen. And she was going to lose them all before it was over.

      Daniel interrupted her thoughts.

      “And you?” he asked with quiet hesitation. “Are you okay?”

      “Am I supposed to be?” She dropped her donut back in the box and shoved it away.

      “Zoe, I didn’t mean…I’m just asking…I’m worried about you.”

      “I know, Daniel. I’m sorry.”

      When Daniel scooted his chair closer, Zoe expected a lecture was coming her way. Instead, he touched her face, the rough callouses on his hand comforting against her cheek. “Don’t be sorry. You have every right to be angry, to be sad. But, you need to talk about it. Keeping it all inside is just going to drive you down a path you don’t want to be on. Trust me, I know.”

      Zoe’s lips quivered and she pulled them tight, not letting herself cry again. “I’m afraid.”

      “Of what?” Daniel asked.

      “That Lucas won’t be the last one I lose.” Speaking the words cracked the inner wall she had been building and tears spilled over it.

      Daniel wrapped his hand around to the back of her head and pulled her close.

      Zoe melted into him, allowing herself a moment of weakness, a moment of comfort even if it felt superficial, only temporarily appeasing the ache. She could feel the pain rebuilding its walls even as Daniel whispered soft words to her. She longed for them to be enough but knew they didn’t hold that much power. No matter how much she wished they could, words were never going to be enough to make this right.
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      Claire walked into Charlie's hospital room.

      Garrett was sitting in the corner chair, EM’s journal open on his lap. “I thought Alex was coming with you?” he asked.

      “He said he needed to run some errands, get some air. He’ll meet me here in a little while.”

      Garrett nodded and then returned to the scribbled words on the wrinkled pages. “How could Mom and Dad keep us from the others?”

      Claire squatted on the arm of his chair and read over her brother’s shoulder. “I don’t know. Even if they wanted to protect the Chronicle and the map, they didn’t have to isolate themselves from the whole community. Retreating from everything and everyone was the wrong move. They may have protected the key but they didn’t protect us.”

      Garrett closed the book. “All those years we could have had people helping us. We could have more help now.”

      “I know.” Claire stood back up and stepped closer to Charlie’s bed. “He came,” she said, staring down at her comatose friend, “and he said more would come before it was over.”

      “Will they be enough?” Garret asked.

      She squeezed the old man’s hand. “I hope so.”

      Garrett stood and gazed out of the window, the warm colors of the sunset casting a subtle glow across his face. “Maybe we can hedge our bets.”

      “What do you mean?” Claire kept hold of Charlie’s hand as a twinge of fear fluttered down her spine.
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"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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