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            CHAPTER 1 - THE MOURNING HOURS

          

        

      

    

    
      Spring edged into the Garment District with soft rain and the smell of wet thread. Outside the building, water stitched down the fire escapes and pooled along the curb where the taxis idled. The city was not warm yet, only trying to be.

      Gabi Brant woke on the pullout in the front room, sheets twisted at her ankles, the kind of sleep that remembers how to run. She had not meant to fall asleep here. The bedroom was down the short hall, Michael’s office was in another building a block away, a habit that kept work and home from poisoning each other. Most nights still ended here, in Michael’s apartment. They had never named it living together, and they were wise enough not to try.

      Her phone vibrated on the table and rolled until it bumped her badge. She turned the screen face down. The Major Crimes Unit would find her soon enough. Ever since the events at Columbus Circle, the department lived in the shadow of the fallen. She went where she was sent. Midtown one week, Brooklyn the next. She preferred the distance that came with working alone. It kept people safe from her, and her safe from people.

      Gabi sat up and pressed her hands hard against her eyes. Three months had passed since her memory had come back, and her mind still reached for pieces that would not hold. What returned did so in shards, sharp enough to cut, dull enough to slip away the moment she tried to grasp them. A language she had not spoken in a lifetime, a sky with two moons. Marble floors slick with rain and blood. The sound of wings turning air into knives. None of it arrived on command. All of it arrived when it pleased.

      The apartment looked exactly like Michael: practical, tired, honest. A trench coat slung over a chair. A pair of scuffed boots under the window. Three mugs by the sink, all the same shape, all stained at the lip. A neat row of missing child flyers tucked into a folder beside an unlit candle. From the window the street glowed in a dull ribbon, cabs and buses bleeding color through the fog.

      Gabi stood and crossed to the kitchen. The kettle was already full and set on the burner. She leaned against the counter as the blue flames flickered to life. Her NYPD shield lay beside her phone. She still kept her own apartment uptown near the precinct, a clean little place with white walls and a view of brick. She paid the rent on time and watered a plant that clung to life by a thread. Most of her clothes lived here now, folded into a drawer she never admitted was hers.

      The kettle began to rise toward a whistle. Gabi watched the steam and felt herself pulled back in time.

      She was in the diner again. The bell above the door, a woman sliding into the booth across from them with a warning to walk away. Then came the others in black coats, their movements too sharp, too inhuman. Tables overturned, glass breaking underfoot, Michael locked in the wreckage while she fought with whatever came to hand: a sugar jar, a butter knife, her own breath. Lightning cracked, fire and feathers filled the air, and for an instant the whole room pulsed white. The echoes fled into the mist, leaving only smoke, the shriek of the alarm, and the knowledge that nothing about her life would ever be ordinary again.

      The steam fogged the cabinets. She lifted the kettle off the heat before it screamed and set it down too hard on the cool metal. Her hands shook once, then steadied. The apartment was just an apartment again. She poured the hot water over the tea bag and watched the cup darken.

      The bathroom door opened. She heard his steps before she saw Michael, that heavy, even rhythm she knew from a hundred hallways and a thousand city blocks. He came out toweling his hair, jaw rough with new stubble, eyes quiet. He wore a charcoal shirt and an old work jacket that still carried the smell of rain. On his lapel Michael wore the small, silver sword pin he never talked about. He never needed to. Gabi had learned that the things that matter most rarely survive explanation.

      “Morning” he said.

      “Morning.”

      He poured coffee, black, and stood beside her at the counter. For a while they did not speak. The old clock in the hall ticked. Somewhere a truck shifted gears. The city climbed out of night and into its next shift.

      “How was the couch ?” he said, and he did not need to say the word sleep.

      “Fine” she said, because they had both earned small lies that kept the day moving.

      He nodded, knowing not to push. He had been carrying his own nights. Since crossing that line between life and death, Michael had taken only one kind of work, the kind with a child missing at the center of it. Most he brought home, some only truth and closure. He did whatever it took to give parents peace. The law was not a consideration. She did not try to stop him. Redemption is not a straight road. It finds people by spirals.

      Gabi finished her tea and set the cup in the sink. The badge clipped to her belt with a solid click that felt more like ritual than choice. “I have a meeting at One Police Plaza, then I am in Queens for the afternoon.”

      “Got a new case. Parents from Sunset Park. Their son is eight. Missing for three days. I’ll start with the street cameras and corner shops. Pretending I’m not angry.”

      “You are allowed to be angry” she said.

      “Angry is easy” he said. “Useful is harder.”

      She watched Michael look at the folder of flyers and then away from it. The rain shifted outside from steady to light. They hadn’t planned the future. They weren’t planning one now. Most nights they ate here or in the small diner that still stood because New York refuses to let old things die. Once a week they crossed to the church for dinner and sleep, hosted by Ronan, the priest. The rest of the time they lived inside the hour in front of them. It was the only way either of them could move without breaking.

      She lifted her coat from the chair. He reached past her for his keys. Their hands touched, warmth surged through the space between their fingers, quick and undeniable. They did not name that either.

      “Be careful” she said.

      “You too” he said. “Text me when you land in Queens.”

      “I will.”

      She paused at the door and looked back. The blue flame under the kettle was still lit. She turned the knob. Watched as it disappeared.
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        * * *

      

      Michael’s office sat a block away, on the second floor of a tired brick building that still carried a seamstress’s sign from another decade. The lobby smelled of dust and carpet cleaner, the kind that never quite won. He unlocked the narrow door marked Ryder Investigations in faded gold paint and stepped into a space that felt more like refuge than workplace.

      The desk was scarred mahogany, the kind that outlives owners. His chair leaned at a tired angle but never gave in. A map of the city sprawled across one wall, thick with red marks and pushpins. Flyers of missing children hung in neat rows beneath it, their faces blurred by copy machines and rain.

      Michael Ryder stood a moment in front of them, as he did every morning. He traced the names with his eyes, remembering each return, each failure. Redemption was never spoken. It clung to the room like smoke.

      He dropped his keys on the desk and set down the folder he’d carried from the apartment. Another mother had called yesterday, voice breaking over her child’s name. A boy of eight, last seen leaving school with the housekeeper. Michael had promised her nothing, but he had taken the case.

      He and Gabi had been angels once. Not the kind painted on ceilings or whispered about in prayers, but the kind that bled in the dark and carried out orders older than cities. He remembered the weight of wings, the heat of battles no human would ever know, and the silence that followed them. That was another life, another war, and he had lost both. Now there were only the missing, the parents who came to him with shaking hands and broken voices. She bound herself to human law to shield the innocent. He tracked the missing because it was the only fight left that mattered.

      The boy’s photo looked back at him, smiling, hair falling over one eye. Michael studied it until his jaw tightened.

      Anger was easy. Useful was harder. He forced himself to plan.

      He scribbled notes, street cameras, traffic footage, friends from school, his handwriting quick and sharp. He would walk the block himself, ask questions in the shops, lean on favors from the doormen. If that failed, there were other doors to knock on, doors that didn’t open politely.

      The city outside groaned awake, horns and engines threading through the window glass. He listened, not for traffic, but for a sound that didn’t belong. It never came.

      Michael reached for his jacket. He paused only once, looking back at the boy’s photo. “Whatever it takes” he said, and turned the lock behind him.
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        * * *

      

      By afternoon, Gabi was back on the street. April rain thinned to mist, blurring glass and steel. Tribeca dressed itself for the festival with banners and wet plywood stages under a gray sky. The air carried wet paint and the scent of hot dogs from a corner cart.

      The city moved like it always had, stubborn and loud. Something in it had shifted since that night in Central Park. Patrol cars rushed more often. Sirens threaded through conversations like a second language. The uniforms on corners looked younger than they should. Fresh from the academy, hands too stiff on their holsters. Federal jackets, FBI, DHS, even ATF, dotted the sidewalks outside precincts, making the locals bristle.

      Gabi walked through it all, coat collar turned up against the drizzle, her badge clipped at her belt. Downtown called today, and she answered without question. Tomorrow it would be somewhere else. The city was always burning, and she went where the smoke rose.

      On a lamp post near Canal Street, a missing poster peeled in the rain. The ink had run until the word LOST bled down the page. The photo was of a boy, eyes too bright, grin wide enough to hurt. She stopped, hand half raised to smooth the paper, then lowered it. She’d seen too many. Some faces came back smiling. Some never came back at all.

      Her phone buzzed again. Precinct chatter about a robbery in Brooklyn. She silenced it. She wasn’t on that call. She wasn’t on any until someone higher up decided where to send her. The silence that followed weighed more than the noise.

      As she crossed Broadway, she caught her reflection in a store window. Dark blazer, trousers tucked neatly into boots, hair pulled back tight. Her eyes were older than the face around them. She blinked, but the glass didn’t soften.

      Columbus Circle lingered at the edge of her thoughts. Soon there would be a monument to New York’s Finest who had stood against demons and fallen there. She had gone to too many funerals already. She’d stopped counting at twenty. The hymns blurred together, the folded flags indistinguishable. She still woke with the sound of rifle salutes rattling through her bones.

      The drizzle eased. She turned east, heading toward the precinct. The sidewalks shone slick and uneven. A city trying to heal, not yet whole.
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        * * *

      

      St. Augustine’s Refuge sat between a shuttered deli and an apartment building with too many broken mailboxes. By day, it looked like another tired parish. By night, its stained glass windows glowed faintly, colors softened by soot, the effect more heartbeat than light.

      Gabi and Michael came on Fridays, no matter the weather, no matter the case load. It had become ritual, a tether to something that felt almost like peace.

      Ronan met them at the door, sleeves rolled, collar loosened. He wasn’t yet thirty, but grief and faith had pulled lines into the corners of his green eyes. His smile came easily enough. Around his neck hung the small cross his family had carried for centuries, the metal worn smooth by touch.

      “You’re late” he said, though his tone made it a welcome.

      The guest room had changed. Where once there had been only a cot, now a bed stood neatly made with a wool blanket, a lamp casting warm light, a shelf lined with borrowed books. Ronan had adjusted the room for them deliberately, never indulgent, just enough to remind them that comfort still existed.

      Tonight someone new waited at the table.

      Orla rose as they entered, tall as her brother, slim and long limbed. Her long auburn hair was caught in a loose braid, her green gray eyes sharp enough to unsettle. She wore dark jeans tucked into boots, a pale blouse under a waxed jacket the color of moss. Nothing she wore was meant to impress, yet she carried herself with quiet command. Warrior princess, Gabi thought before she caught herself.

      “This is my sister” Ronan said. “Orla. Visiting from across the pond.”

      Orla extended her hand first to Gabi, then Michael. Her grip steady, her smile slight but genuine, though her eyes weighed them as she spoke. “I’ve heard plenty about you both” she said. “Ronan writes often. Too often, if you ask me. He forgets I’ve known him his whole life.”

      Michael arched a brow. “Hopefully he left out the worst parts.”

      “Oh, those are the only parts worth telling” she said smoothly, then turned to Gabi. “You don’t sleep much, do you?”

      The question caught Gabi off guard. She blinked. “Why do you say that?”

      Orla shrugged, cutting into her bread. “Eyes give more away than words. You’ve got that look, like someone who remembers rest but can’t reach it.”

      Ronan frowned. “Orla”

      “It’s not an insult” Orla said quickly, glancing at her brother. “It’s just… an observation.” Her gaze returned to Gabi, steady, unflinching. “I see the same thing in Michael. Like you’re listening for something that isn’t in the room.”

      Michael’s fork stilled. Gabi felt the words land heavier than they had any right to.

      They had felt it for weeks now, the weight of eyes on the church. Sometimes a van idled across the street too long, headlights throwing pale light through the windows. Sometimes footsteps lingered outside at hours when no one should be passing. Michael had chased plates, followed shadows, but nothing held.

      “It’s New York” Ronan said, shaking his head. “Every block has someone watching.” But his hand brushed the cross at his chest, an unconscious tell that he didn’t fully believe himself.

      “Maybe so” Michael said. His voice was flat, but his eyes flicked toward the window.

      Orla’s gaze softened as she looked at her brother. “You worry too much” she said. “You’ve carried enough weight for ten lifetimes. I may be younger, but don’t forget, I’ll always protect you.”

      Ronan gave a low laugh, shaking his head. “That was supposed to be my line.”

      “Too late” Orla replied, a small smile tugging at her lips. “You’ll just have to live with it.”

      Dinner went on, stew thick and hot, wine warming the edges of conversation. Orla asked questions, about Michael’s cases, about the festival in Tribeca, about why a city this vast felt smaller than her village back home. She had a way of speaking that cut to the center without wasting words, and more than once Gabi caught herself answering honestly before realizing she hadn’t meant to.

      By the time the plates were cleared, the warmth of the meal hadn’t quite chased out the chill that hung in the church. Even the candle on the table guttered as if listening for something beyond the walls.
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        * * *

      

      After dinner, the church slipped into its familiar hush. Not silence exactly, more the weight of sound being swallowed by stone. The rafters carried echoes from centuries back, as if every prayer and lament had seeped into the wood and stayed there. Ronan gathered plates with the quiet rhythm of habit, humming something low and tuneless. Orla carried the wine bottle to the kitchen, her boots tapping sharp against the floor, then fading into shadow.

      Michael stood in the vestibule. The elevator groaned upward, cables grinding in the shaft. Harmless, ordinary, yet the sound tugged at something raw in him, a memory that refused to stay buried.

      The door slid open in his mind. He hadn’t seen Samel arrive in the Empire State Building, only woken to the fact that he was there. A boy’s form, no more than ten, but no human child ever carried eyes like that. Ancient, merciless, fire banked behind them. Samel did not come to save him. He had come because heaven expects order, because rules older than the city demanded balance. That Michael still breathed was no act of mercy, only the consequence of correction.

      He blinked. The elevator was just an elevator, buzzing light and cracked tiles. He forced a breath through clenched teeth.

      Later, in the side room, Michael sat with his jacket slung over a chair. A lamp painted his face in sharp planes of light and shadow.

      Across from him, Gabi rolled her badge in her palm, the edges biting her skin. The metal caught the light, then warped into memory: shattering glass, wings ripping through a ceiling, Michael’s body vanishing into a storm of feathers and fire. She closed her fist until her knuckles blanched, forcing the image back into shadow.

      Not all her memories wore wings. Some stayed earthbound.

      She was back at the funerals, too many to count, the endless rows of dress blues and folded flags. One morning lingered. The rain cold, coffins slick, banners plastered flat against the polished wood. A widow collapsed mid aisle, her sob tearing through the church and carving itself into Gabi’s chest. Later, outside, a boy gripped his mother’s folded flag so tightly his knuckles whitened, the echo of the bagpipes still trembling in the air.

      Gabi had stood rigid, jaw locked, holding herself upright so others wouldn’t fall. But the smell of incense clung to her hair for days, and even now she sometimes woke choking on the memory.

      The church carried those echoes tonight. The air smelled of wax, incense, and old stone, heavy with memory. Pipes ticked like slow heartbeats as the boiler cycled. Stained glass fractured candlelight into shards of color. Red bleeding into blue, blue cut by green, scattered across the floor like fallen wings. Shadows stretched high into the rafters and seemed to move when she wasn’t looking.

      Every sound felt sharper here. A creak of wood, a whisper of draft. The kind of silence that was alive, not empty.

      Michael lifted his head and met her eyes. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. She saw the same truth reflected back: the past hadn’t stayed buried. It had followed them here, and it wasn’t leaving.

      Behind them, Ronan’s voice carried softly from the doorway.

      “Are you wrestling with memory,” he asked, “or something that still watches?”

      Neither answered. The candle nearest them guttered in the draft, bowing low but refusing to go out.
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        * * *

      

      The night had gone still. Rain left the streets slick, turning every lamp into a wavering reflection on the pavement.

      Michael stood outside St. Augustine’s, hands in his pockets, scanning the block. For weeks a van had idled here on Thursdays, headlights washing the church steps. Tonight it was gone. The absence pressed harder than its presence ever had.

      Gabi joined him, coat pulled close against the chill. She said nothing at first, just stood beside him, watching the same empty stretch of road. For a moment it felt like they were listening for the same sound, something that should have been there but wasn’t.

      “Maybe it’s nothing,” she said at last, though her voice betrayed doubt.

      Michael didn’t answer. His eyes stayed on the shadows, waiting for them to move.

      Inside, Orla moved through the nave, her figure shifting between candles and stained glass. For an instant she looked like a sentinel, framed in fractured color, her braid catching the light as she turned her head toward the street.

      A gust of wind slid between the buildings, carrying the smell of rain and exhaust. Farther away, the city carried on: a siren keening uptown, laughter from a bar, the hum of traffic on Tenth Avenue. Life pressed forward, even as something unseen pressed close.

      Michael exhaled, a sound closer to a growl. “I don’t like it.”

      Gabi glanced at him, then back at the street. “You don’t like anything.”

      The corner of his mouth twitched, but his gaze didn’t waver.

      Behind them, a candle guttered in the draft, its flame bowing low before flaring back upright. The small light held, steady against the wind.

      They turned back toward the church together. Neither spoke.

      By morning they would be moving in different directions. Gabi to the precinct, Michael back into the streets with a photo in his pocket. But for now the night carried what was lost, and the flame still whispered against the dark.
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        * * *

      

      Morning at the precinct felt like a hangover the city couldn’t shake. The lobby buzzed with replacements fresh out of the academy, trying to look older than their faces allowed. Boxes of new radios leaned against the wall. A grief counselor sat alone at a table with pamphlets no one wanted to touch.

      Gabi signed her name on the clipboard and slipped through the bullpen. Her blazer hung straight, hair pulled tight, badge clipped to her belt. She nodded to people she knew but did not stop. Case boards leaned against the walls like tired sentries. Columbus Circle was still on three of them. Someone had taped a black ribbon to the corner of each.

      The week had become a string of rituals: morning briefs, afternoon assignments, evenings pretending food had taste. Some nights she managed two hours of sleep. Most nights she didn’t. And when she did, hymns followed her into the dark. She woke with rifles echoing in her bones and incense thick in her throat, as if the church had refused to let her go.

      She spent the morning buried in reports. A robbery string in Brooklyn. Two assaults in Queens. None of them hers yet. The department was still deciding where to send her, and in the meantime she did the work that kept people from breaking down. She returned calls. She printed forms. She walked a new detective through a summary and tried not to think about the last person who had sat at that desk.

      At noon she stood at the window above the motor pool and watched the rain thin to a glaze. The city looked polished, cold. She thought of Michael, one block and a life away, probably walking a Sunset Park route with a photo of the missing boy in his pocket. For a moment she let herself imagine him finding the child fast, finding him safe, bringing him home to a kitchen table and a mother who might forgive the world if only for a little while. She held that image like a match cupped in her hands. Then she let it go.

      Her desk phone rang. Security at the lobby patched the call through. A man had arrived asking for her by name.

      She met him near the elevators. He was tall and raw around the eyes, the kind of exhaustion that had stopped pretending to be sleep. His voice tried for steady and failed on the third word. He was Megan’s husband.

      For a second she did not breathe. She told him she was sorry, and the words felt smaller than the space around them.

      He said he had taken Megan home. The service was behind them, the grave filled, the town quiet again. What was not behind him was the question of who had done this. He had read the reports. He knew how cases like this went in New York, how quickly they slid from headlines into silence. He had come because he needed to hear from her that someone was still looking. That it was not just another unsolved. That Megan’s name still mattered.

      They sat in a quiet conference room, the hum of the fluorescent lights too loud. He pulled a photograph from his jacket and slid it across the table. Megan in uniform, smiling at the camera, his arm around her shoulders. The kind of picture meant for mantels and wallets, not evidence files. “This is how I want her remembered,” he said.

      Gabi held the photo for a moment, then set it carefully back on the table. She told him what she could. That the investigation was open. That she was working it herself. That she had not let go and would not. He listened with his hands knotted together, a man holding himself upright with threads.

      When she finished, he picked up the photo and tucked it away. He thanked her as they exited the room, voice hoarse from carrying too much.

      They walked back to the lobby together. A rookie hurried by and then slowed when he understood. He tipped his head and kept going in a quiet line around them. He left without another word and the glass swung shut behind him with a sound that felt too loud.

      In the afternoon, the department sent a calendar invite for a planning meeting about the memorial service. She closed the laptop and stepped outside. The light had gone flat, the kind of gray that makes the city look like it is holding its breath. She walked without destination, hands in her coat pockets, boots finding the familiar rhythm of the sidewalk. A lamp post carried a new missing poster, the tape still clear at the corners.

      She stopped. The child in the photo had a gap in his teeth and a cowlick that refused to lie down. The tear off tabs were still whole. She snapped a picture and texted it to Michael with two words. New one.

      His reply came less than a minute later. On it.

      She looked up. The clouds were thinning. A sliver of sun lit a puddle bright, a fire flickering where it had no right to be. Then a bus rolled past, water sweeping it out. She kept walking. Hope never burned long in this city.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2 - BROKEN VOWS

          

        

      

    

    
      Sunday crept in with reluctant light, thin and pale across the city’s damp streets. For once, the day was supposed to be theirs. No squad calls, no shadows dogging their steps. Just quiet.

      It didn’t last.

      Gabi’s phone buzzed against the nightstand. Dispatch: a body in Tribeca. Female, late teens. Found in a narrow alley off Franklin Street, reported by a passerby just after dawn. Crime scene secure. CSU en route. She was already pulling on jeans, holstering her weapon, clipping her badge. Day off canceled.

      In the kitchen, Michael set a paper cup of coffee on the counter before she reached for her keys. “You’ll need this.”

      She took it, their fingers brushing for a heartbeat too long. “You always know.”

      “Go,” he said. “I’ll keep after the boy.”

      Her eyes lingered on him, reluctant to break the line between them. Then she pocketed her keys and left.

      Michael stood in the doorway, collar raised against the cool morning, and watched as she slid behind the wheel of her unmarked sedan. The city still smelled of last night’s rain, washed but not clean. He turned south into the crowd, carrying her absence like another shadow.

      By the time she reached Franklin Street, dispatch was patching updates through her radio. Female, late teens. Found by a passerby just after dawn. Crime scene secure, CSU en route. Possible match to a missing persons report filed three days earlier.

      Her jaw set. She didn’t need the last part spelled out. Mara Donnelly. If the ID held, Mara was gone. Which meant her little sister Anna was still missing.

      Reporters hadn’t arrived yet, but curious pedestrians were already gathering. Uniforms kept them back with yellow tape strung across the slick cobblestones. The alley was narrow, brick walls pressing in close, the morning light pooling weakly against damp stone.

      She parked, flashed her badge, and ducked under the cordon. A uniform nodded grimly. “Detective Brant. ME’s on site.”

      Of course he was.

      Dr. Ricardo Vega crouched near the body, broad shoulders hunched against the chill. Even from here she could see the case was wearing on him. Vega had built his career on blunt professionalism, rarely letting emotion slip. But today his expression was bleak, his usual composure fraying at the edges. His gloved hands paused a beat too long between notes.

      Gabi approached, heart hammering, and caught her first full glimpse of the victim.

      Seventeen. Pale skin mottled with rain. Dark hair plastered against her cheek. Arms splayed wide, as if crucified on the cobblestones. Cuts scored across her chest in sharp, deliberate strokes. Too neat to be random, too cruel to be anything but intentional.

      Mara Donnelly.

      Gabi exhaled slowly, her breath fogging in the cool air. She could almost hear Sarah Donnelly’s voice on the missing persons tape, begging the NYPD to do more. Begging for her daughters back. Now only one could still be saved.

      She crouched beside Ricardo Vega
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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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