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      “What do you mean that’s it?” I stared at the main display screen located at the front of the bridge. It occupied the majority of the forward space in stark contrast to the icy blue curves of the ship’s hull. “How can that be the planet Santa comes from? That looks like Megatron’s version of the Deathstar.”

      We had spent weeks traveling the galaxy to visit an alien species touted to be the origin of the modern-day Santa Claus. We needed information, and their propensity for spreading Christmas cheer made them uniquely suited to provide it. The hard part would be convincing them to give it to us.

      Lois, my first mate, walked up next to me and stared at the screen as well. She wore bright yellow combat boots that matched a bomber style jacket. Her lipstick was as red as her glasses, and she wore her long blond hair in a ponytail. I stood six-four with dark hair, dark T-shirt and jacket, and formed an imposing presence, but at four foot nine, Lois could back down a grizzly bear when she wanted to.

      “Eight tiny reindeer could never live in a place like that,” she said. “I don’t see a spec of land anywhere. There isn’t even any snow. How can Santa and his reindeer live in a place with no snow?”

      “As usual, your mix of modern culture and erroneous folklore is astounding.” The voice was Buttercup’s, our not so artificial intelligent ship’s computer and navigational system. She was a live consciousness that had been uploaded into the mainframe. An illegal and unethical practice, but one that had preserved her life, and now we reaped all the cynical benefits. She had a numeric designation, BT3RCP, but I had named her Buttercup soon after we met. She hated it and I made sure to use it every chance I got.

      “The sleigh and reindeer originated from an unfortunate accident witnessed in the early eighteen hundreds. During a Christmas deployment, the assigned Santa was forced into an emergency situation. A coordinated attempt to facilitate his capture. He managed to escape but had to utilize a rather unusual form of transport to get back on schedule again.”

      “He used a sleigh and eight reindeer?” My eyebrow shot up in disbelief. “Did he have something against using a horse?”

      “There were no horses, nor were there any reindeer.” Buttercup amended. “The witness, Clément Clarke Moore, took a great deal of poetic license when he later wrote a poem about the experience. The sleigh was actually a broken-down dog sled and the only animals available to pull it were a pen full of goats.”

      “Wait.” I held up a hand. “You’re telling me the first Santa rode a sled pulled by eight mangy goats?”

      “Not quite the poetic impact, I must admit,” Buttercup continued. “He was not the first Santa, but yes, he utilized the tools at hand and managed a heroic escape.”

      “Wow.” Lois peered over her glasses at the sine wave Buttercup overlaid on the screen, a visual representation of her speech. “Sort of takes some of the magic out of the story.”

      “Believe me, there is still much magic to behold. The technological advances of the Dazbog, whom you refer to as Santa, are legendary. Your little human brains will be sufficiently blown.”

      I walked to the front of the bridge to my captain’s chair and spun it to face me. There were three chairs situated in a triangle pattern with the captain’s position slightly forward of the other two. The current occupant looked up at me and gurgled with glee. She was the whole reason we were here.

      Our resident baby Viraquin was a bioluminescent wonder few had ever beheld. She had a smooth domed head and short little tentacles that wriggled more than walked. Her big, blue doe eyes could melt the heart of any monster, and she had a cute little mouth that seemed to perpetually produce bubbles, thus her name, Bubbles. She was soft and pink, except for the bioluminescent blue light that pulsed under her skin, and the smallest splash of freckles that stood in place of a nose. A plush toy company would make millions producing anything half as cute and Bubbles.

      No one, to our knowledge, had ever seen, much less had contact with, a baby Viraquin. They were incredibly rare in any form and possessed a unique power coveted by almost every intelligent creature in the universe. Bubbles could fold space. She had the ability to move herself and everything around her to any point in the universe in the blink of an eye. It was an incredible power and one to which there was no defense. She could pop in behind enemy lines and pop out without anyone being the wiser. The perfect guerilla warfare weapon.

      Unfortunately for us, Bubbles was a baby and babies know not what they do. As far as she knew, folding space was nothing more than a fun little game. The trip to Santa Planet had taken weeks longer than it should have because of Bubbles’ occasional space folding detours. We would get close to our destination, then Bubbles would get bored or think of some other place she wanted to be and zap, we were light years away. It was a frustrating exercise, and we could not figure out what made Bubbles decide to fold. As far as we knew, it was nothing more than a whim.

      “Let’s try to stay on course this time,” I said, eyeing Bubbles as she rocked back and forth in my chair. “No zapping or folding or throwing us into uncharted space. You hear me young lady?”

      Bubbles gurgled a little laugh.

      “I don’t think she’s taking you seriously,” Lois said. “I’m telling you. There should be consequences for her actions. She’s powerful. Bubbles needs to know that using her power whenever she wants to is not okay.”

      I shook my head. “She’s a baby. How are you going to punish a baby? Put her in time out? She’ll just fold somewhere else. She doesn’t even understand what she’s doing.”

      “That’s the point.” Lois glared at me. “It’s our job to teach her, at least until we can get her back to her mother.”

      That was our true mission. To find Bubbles’ mother and return her to where she belonged. Unfortunately, the Viraquin were all but a myth, so finding her home proved difficult to say the least. The Dazbog, or Santas, traveled further than most species due to the unique nature of their mission. We were here hoping they could tell us where to start looking.

      “Well, she’s not folding now so I think we’re good.” I turned toward the screen and tried to ignore Lois as she crossed her arms and narrowed her eyes. “Let’s get down to that metal monster and see if we can get some answers.”

      “It may be prudent to hold at the Dazbog’s outer boundary and hail them from here.”

      “Why?” I scoffed. “It’s Santa Planet. If there’s a more friendly place in the universe, I can’t imagine where it would be.”

      I spun my chair forward again and leaned on the back. As I did, Twitch, our Chitterwall, became visible and scurried up to my shoulder to make himself at home.

      He resembled a cross between a flying squirrel and a red and blue macaw. He had beautiful plumage when he chose to remain visible, but when he didn’t, he could change his colors like a chameleon and blend into any background. He was smart as a whip, an incredible thief, and best of all, he always agreed with me.

      “What do you think, Twitch? Should we swing down and say hello?”

      I held my fist up to him and he returned the gesture with his tiny hand.

      “See, Twitch agrees. Let’s go visit Santa and tell him what we want for Christmas.”

      “To be clear,” Buttercup said. “They’re not Santas, they are the Dazbog. I suggest you refer to them as such unless you wish to resort to your usual tactic of pissing them off as soon as you meet them. And it is not ‘Santa Planet,’ it is Daedala, an organized, efficient and mechanized planet devoted to one thing.”

      “Let me guess.” I grinned. “Making toys.”

      Buttercup sighed. “Yes. I can see this is going to go quite well. Lois, perhaps you should take the lead in contact and negotiations this time.”

      “Hey.”

      “I couldn’t do any worse than you.” Lois laughed.

      I shot her a glare but couldn’t argue. When it came to first contact, I was about as diplomatic as Yosemite Sam.

      “Let’s just get down to Santa Planet,” I enunciated the name to be extra annoying. “And go from there.”

      “As you wish.”

      I turned to the viewscreen and saw that we were moving again. There was no physical perception of movement inside the ship thanks to the inertia dampeners, but I could see the planet getting bigger as we approached.

      “Maybe we should listen to Buttercup.” Lois stared at the screen as well, but a glance out of the corner of my eye revealed a nervous looking furrow in her brow. “She knows more about etiquette than we do. Maybe we should hail them first and get permission to approach.”

      I scoffed. “It’ll be fine. It’s not like we’re rushing into a battle zone with guns blazing. We’re just stopping by to say hello.”

      “Yeah, but you still knock on the door before you walk into the house.”

      I hadn’t thought of it that way. Maybe they were right. I was about to tell Buttercup to send out a friendly hello when alarms began to shriek over the speakers and the border around the screen turned red.

      “We have triggered the planetary defense system.” Buttercup’s voice sounded somewhere between panic, and I told you so. “We have multiple missile locks. They are preparing to fire.”
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      Lois stared at me. Bubbles stared at me. Twitch stared at me. I was pretty sure if Buttercup had eyes, she would be staring at me too.

      “All right, so I was wrong. We ran into a little problem. Are we going to dwell on it or deal with the issue at hand?”

      “A problem you caused.” Lois amended.

      “With your permission, I will attempt to open a channel to Dazbog command.”

      “Hold on a sec. What are we going to tell⁠—”

      “Permission granted.” Buttercup cut me off before I could finish my sentence and I heard the tell-tale static of a spotty connection crackle over the speakers.

      “You are in restricted space. Turn back or be destroyed.” It was a voice transmission only, but I recognized the gruff tone. It reminded me of a Dazbog we met on Fafnir space station in the Shedu system. He worked as a bartender at the Black Star, but he turned out to be much more than a humble barkeep. Stella pulled our bacon out of the fire more than once and if I ever saw him again, I would owe him at least as many rounds as he could drink. I considered him a friend, and friends like that were hard to find.

      “We’re not here to cause any trouble. We just want to speak to someone. We were sent⁠—”

      “You are in restricted space. Turn back or be destroyed.”

      I looked at Lois. It was the exact same phrase as before, but I wasn’t sure it was an automated response. Lois shrugged, offering no help at all.

      “We were sent by the Peeri to speak to you about⁠—”

      “I don’t care who sent you, where you are from, or why you are here. You are in restricted space. Turn back or be destroyed.”

      That time I knew it was a real Dazbog we spoke to.

      “Look, we don’t want to cause any trouble, but we’ve come a long way to speak to you. Is there any way we can land and talk with someone? We don’t even have to leave the ship. You can send a San— Dazbog out to meet us.” I caught myself short of saying Santa and Lois shook her head in disbelief.

      I ignored her skepticism and raised her a cocked eyebrow, proud of my diplomatic problem-solving prowess. She rolled her eyes and pinched the bridge of her nose with her fingers. I’m pretty sure she was impressed.

      There was no response from the Dazbog. I waited for a moment, hoping our less than gracious host would agree, or at least come to a compromise, but we were met with nothing but dead air.

      “Did they hang up?”

      “This is an interstellar communication system,” Buttercup said. “You do not, hang up.”

      “You know what I mean. Did they cut off the transmission? Are they still there?”

      “The channel is still open, but it appears they have chosen to end negotiations.”

      “Now what?” Lois threw her arms out in exasperation. “Do we just sit here?”

      “I would not suggest that course of action. The Dazbog still have a lock on our position. They might fire on us at any moment, though I have to admit, this seems aggressive even for them. Security can be stringent due to the proprietary nature of their mission, but I have never encountered outright aggression.”

      I stared at the sine wave annotating Buttercup’s voice.

      “You’ve had contact with the Dazbog before and you didn’t say something earlier? Why didn’t you warn me about their security ... whatever?”

      “I believe I advised you not to approach the planet and suggested you hail them, but you were quite sure Santa Claus was giddy with excitement to hear all your Christmas wishes.”

      I grumbled under my breath. “You know if you’re going to spend all your time ridiculing everything I say, you can just take me back to Earth and find someone else to captain your ship.”

      Lois snorted out a laugh and was about to add her two cents to the conversation when the viewscreen flashed on in an explosion of light. It took my eyes a second to adjust, but when they did, I saw a Dazbog face staring back at me.

      I realized too late that Bubbles faced the screen, and I cursed as I spun her backward out of view. Our goal was to keep Bubbles as safe and secret as possible but somehow, we (as in me) always managed to expose her to every alien we ran into.

      “What did you say?” The Dazbog on the screen didn’t so much as glance at Bubbles. His eyes were focused on Lois and me. So much so that I felt a little uncomfortable.

      “I was talking to Buttercup, our ship. She’s always joking around about —”

      “Not that, you clueless vistic. You said you were from Earth.”

      “Yeaaaah.” I drew out the word not quite knowing how else to react. “Is that a good thing?”

      The Dazbog narrowed his eyes, scrutinizing our faces.

      “Step away from the screen so I can see you better.” He barked the order so loud, Lois and I obeyed before I could even think to question it.

      “Well, I’ll be. Humans. Who would have thought a couple of humans would show up at my doorstep to help at a time like this.”

      “Excuse me?” I raised a finger. “To help what? We’re only here for some information. We aren’t planning to stay long. Just a quick visit. You’ll hardly know we were here.”

      “Permission to approach.” The Dazbog ignored my protest. “Follow the coordinates sent to you, and do not deviate or you will be destroyed.”

      The transmission cut off, and this time I could tell it was more than the silent treatment.

      “What did he mean by help?” Lois looked at me.

      I shrugged. “I have no idea.”

      “Given our circumstances,” Buttercup added. “I believe we have no other choice but to proceed to the planet and find out. We’ve been supplied with strict coordinates to a docking area. If we deviate or attempt to retreat, they will fire.”

      I blinked. “Well, that isn’t quite the welcome I hoped for, but at least we’ve got our foot in the door.”

      “Yeah.” Lois shot me a sidelong glance. “But what are we there to talk about? Something tells me they’re not allowing us to land because they want a friendly chat over tea.”

      “It’s only polite to hear what they have to say.” I tried to appear convincing as I smiled at her. “Nothing says we have to agree to help them. I’m sure they’re reasonable. We’ll have a friendly conversation, explain that we’re on an important mission, get our information and then leave.”

      I turned to look at the screen, watching the ominous looking planet grow larger as we approached. Just chat and leave. I’m sure that’ll be no problem at all.
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      It didn’t take long for us to make our way to the coordinates the Dazbog provided. As we approached and flew over the planet, we received a bird’s eye view of the metal titan. The closer we got, the more frightening the place became. From space it resembled a huge ball of ragged steel, but now we could see the outer workings begin to take shape.

      There were superstructures, warehouses, and manufacturing facilities as far as the eye could see. There were no discernible residential areas, just industrial goliaths pumping steam out of red and white striped smokestacks. Everything was connected, and the whole planet seemed to churn like the inner workings of an intricate clock. We were too high to get a good look, but there was an interweaving road or walkway system too. Buttercup set down on a stark metal pad jutting out from one of the factory buildings. The moment we did, I saw a welcome party rushing forward to greet us.

      “How is the atmosphere here?” I asked, as we zipped our coats and I eased my backpack into position. I adjusted the straps on the banana yellow hard-shell container and clipped the waist belt. Inside the assault hardened pack rode our infant Viraquin. We had learned the hard way that leaving her in the ship only resulted in her folding to wherever I happened to be standing, usually at the most inopportune times. Buttercup fashioned this transport container so Bubbles could see out but no one else could see in. I was amazed by the innovative material she had used, but Buttercup considered it no more advanced than a piece of carry-on luggage. I only cared that it would keep Bubbles safe and hidden from any prying eyes that might seek to steal her away.

      “The atmosphere on Daedala is conducive to human anatomy.” Buttercup reported. “However, they do have a high level of contaminants in the air.”

      “What do you mean by contaminants?” Lois held up a hand, presumably to hold Buttercup from opening the outer door.

      “I believe your people refer to it as smog.” Buttercup drew the word out as if it left a bad taste in her mouth. “The airborne contaminant level is high, but no higher than many of the cities on Earth. Though, on Earth pollution of this level carries a much heavier toll due to the natural state of the planet, not that humans care.”

      I wanted to snap back with some sort of denial, but Buttercup was right. If humanity excelled at one thing, it was ignoring the ugly problems that mattered the most.

      “I would feel a lot better if I could bring my revolver.” I patted my right hip where my space revolver usually hung on expeditions like this. It was a sci-fi giddy-inducing piece of tech full of lights and power. It approximated an old west revolver, but turning the cylinder changed the firing sequence to anything from stun to tank buster.

      “Considering the level of security outside, bringing a weapon of any kind would be unwise. In your case I would even shy away from paperclips and cotton balls.”

      Lois snorted out a laugh. “Yeah, please don’t attack any of the guards or do something that will get me killed. Or if you do decide to do something stupid, at least give me time to move out of the way.”

      Twitch glided in and landed on my shoulder then stood on his hind legs, using my head for balance.

      “I can be diplomatic.” I huffed. “By the time we leave, I will have these guys eating out of the palm of my hand.”

      Lois groaned.

      I glanced at Twitch who was preparing himself for the ride in with us.

      “It might be best if you sit this one out. We want to minimize the number of visitors as much as we can.”

      Twitch chittered and motioned toward the pack on my back as if to say, why does Bubbles get to go and he can’t.

      “Come on.” I pleaded. “You know we can’t leave her here. I promise, next time we head out to meet some new aliens you can come with us.”

      Twitch chittered again, then jumped into the air and glided away to a stack of crates and disappeared in a fade of pouting camouflage.

      I looked at Lois who stared at me with a sardonic expression.

      “What? He’s sensitive. I just want everyone to be happy.”

      Lois shook her head, but I ignored it as I stood next to her on the exit ramp. “Okay, I think we’re ready. Go ahead and open the door.”

      Buttercup complied and the door opened in a rush of hissing steam. I squinted though the vapor, trying to see outside as we descended the gangplank looking for our welcome party.

      “Hello? We’re here to meet with ...”

      It occurred to me that our host never gave us his name.

      “We were invited to speak with someone about some information we’re⁠—”

      I was cut off by six figures rushing to surround us. They were not human. They weren’t even Dazbog. The figures were strange looking automatons scurrying around on four little spider legs that clicked and clacked on the metal decking.

      Their arachnid legs carried a top half that was ... well they weren’t quite humanoid so much as human shaped. They were short, maybe four feet tall and they had gleaming green mechanical arms and cylindrical torsos. A set of blocky white designators printed on the front, like a high school football jersey, differentiated one from another. The one to my right was LF 14, while the one to my left read LF 39C. They all had different designations, but every one of them began with LF.

      Their head was the most alarming feature of all. Each of them grinned at us with the face of a smiling cherub. Not a lifelike moving representation, but a static, smiling mask in the same green color as the rest of the body, finishing off the polished monochromatic scheme. The only thing that didn’t bear the forest green color of their shell were the designators and the gleaming white lights that shone as eyes in their pudgy little faces. A delegation of decayed Kewpie dolls would be less creepy, but they were apparently here to escort us to our host.

      “Are you serious right now?” Lois had her arms pulled in tight to her body as if she were afraid one of them might reach out and grab her. “I’m not going anywhere with these things.”

      I shot her a tight-lipped grin. “Diplomacy, remember? I thought I was supposed to be the problem child.”

      “That was before we were attacked by robot babies.”

      “Come on, they’re not attacking us.” I tried to keep my smile, but I began to feel the sweat prickle my forehead. “Remember that adage about judging a book by its cover? I’m sure these are very nice robot babies. Who ever heard of an evil baby?”

      “Have you ever seen Chucky?”

      “Chucky wasn’t a bab— never mind. I’m going in to get this over with. You can stay with Buttercup if you want to.”

      I saw the conflict in Lois’ eyes, but after a second she relaxed her arms and steeled her spine. “No, I’ll go with you. But if one of these things touches me ...”

      I snickered. “Maybe one of them will hold your hand.”

      The automatons somehow comprehended we were ready to go and began to walk. Their spider legs clicked and clacked in an uncoordinated chatter as we walked. The sound was almost as unnerving as their appearance. They didn’t carry any weapons that I could see, but something told me they were more than just a pretty face. All I wanted to do was meet our host, get the information and leave, but the farther we walked with our infant entourage, the less likely that seemed.

      Despite my uncertainty, I could not help but marvel at the industrial automation that whirred, hissed and clanged all around us. The walkways I had seen from the air weren’t walkways at all, but conveyor belts that carried all manner of parts, items, and much to my inner delight, wrapped gifts and finished toys.

      The buildings, landing pad, actual walkways, even the sky appeared to be constructed from of the same steel gray that consumed the entire planet. There were no adornments other than the occasional red and white striped smokestacks. No neon lights, no billboards, houses or suburban yards. Everything was built for one thing and one thing only. Production. I could hear, smell and taste the oily metallic atmosphere of manufacture and assembly. No one ever envisioned the North Pole looking like this.

      We walked through a set of automatic doors and entered the towering building attached to the landing pad where Buttercup was

      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Thanks for Reading!
      


      		
        Crave Adventure and Mayhem?
      


      		
        Hula Harrys Devilish Drinks
      


      		
        THE C.G. HARRIS LEGION — RECRUITMENT BRIEFING
      


      		
        TO ACCEPT YOUR MISSION:
      


      		
        About C.G. Harris
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Thanks for Reading!


      		Crave Adventure and Mayhem?


      		About C.G. Harris


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/yuletide-space-ranger-jpeg.jpg
g VIRAGUIN VOYAGE 800K 3





OEBPS/images/rtx-1f6f8.png





OEBPS/images/hcp-logo.jpg






OEBPS/images/yuletide-space-ranger-ship.jpg





OEBPS/images/rtx-2728.png





