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      Every day, Eujo would wake up thinking she’d never been colder, then the next morning would prove her wrong. Their foursome, Eujo, Wax, his sister Bliss, and the thief Torny, crossed Whent’s frozen isle by night and day, thanks to the skars wrapped around her wrist and hanging from a necklace ‘round Wax’s neck. The little gems were with her every morning too, whispering nonsense colored with emotion in her mind, chit chat that, by now, Eujo forced into a buzzy background.

      Bliss slept next to her in the ramshackle bed, while Torny and Wax sprawled on straw scattered about the skinflint room. Wood and rock bonded together to form the ill-fitting inn they’d been staying at for near a week now, preparing and recovering in equal measure. Selling their stolen sledge, the exhausted oxen, and extra Najahn gear they didn’t need bought the quartet their stay, their meals, but time kept moving on, and soon they’d need to as well.

      Rumors would spread, even if Harrow’s Edge seemed a town where everyone had secrets to keep.

      The inn’s morning crew, slurping gruel and bonemeal soups in torchlight, with dawn still some time off, greeted Eujo’s descent with nothing more than flicked eyes and silent nods. Dressed in thick furs, warm leathers beneath, hard work’s dirt brushed over her skin, Eujo looked nothing like the queen she was, nothing like the Renewal she had been. When she asked for her own bowl, the barkeep presented it to her without ceremony, complete with a small stone cup filled with fresh snowmelt.

      Save the world, save your isle. A queen’s burden, or so Eujo had been told after the Najahn put out the Renewal call. Gather the skars from each isle, ascend the Aegis’s throne, and hold back the fiends until you become a withered husk. An honor, and, for those first few weeks, one Eujo bought into. The ultimate destiny for a street rat with enough luck to wind up at the top: immortality among the saviors.

      Now she was as hunted as Eujo had ever been. The Najahn, for reasons Eujo didn’t know, ended the Renewal. Demanded the skars and their power for themselves. Her own isle, Kance, and its other queen were doing the same, attempting to horde the stones as a bulwark against dangerous creatures. Against, possibly, more dangerous isles and their armies.

      Which left Eujo adrift, which left her spooning gruel into her mouth, the warm fat and grain running as easy now as it had in her childhood. Comforting in a bland way. Like seeing her old shanty at the bottom of Kance’s towering sky spires, knowing it still existed, the rags and ruins giving someone else a small reprieve from life’s terrors.

      “You like eating alone?” Wax asked, the Vis almost unrecognizable beneath his layers. He, too, had his own steaming bowl, sitting across from her on the small wood block table. A fire burned—always burned, with the cold so harsh outside—behind them, a blackened hearth guiding the heat.

      “I thought you were asleep.”

      “You’re not as sneaky as you think.”

      “Is everyone awake?”

      Wax shrugged, left a slight smile. “Bliss and Torny weren’t ready to get up yet.”

      No secret what that meant, not anymore. Enough hazards, enough time together, had sparked a fire between Wax’s sister and the bandit. While they’d yet to out and proclaim it, since escaping the Najahn at the Golden Gash, Bliss and Torny had been even more inseparable than before. Eujo and Wax had guessed at what nudged the pair into intimacy, and Eujo’s bet lay in the days after the flight, when she and Wax had been stuck in a delirious unconscious, the effort stolen by the skars to effect their escape draining them to near nothing.

      Torny and Bliss had guided the sledge, had prepared their meals on the tundra, pitched camps and kept them moving. A shared stress that must’ve let their hearts open.

      “Good for them,” Eujo said, dipping back into her gruel. “At least our Guardians are having fun.”

      Wax drifted his spoon in a lazy line around the common room, getting more crowded as other guests and Harrow’s Edge locals came and went, the day’s start edging closer. “What, you’re not? In this place?”

      “It has a charm.”

      “Daily fiend attacks, treasure hunters, wild rumors, and everyone thinking about knifing you?” Wax laughed, low and quiet. “Definitely has something.”

      “At least nobody cares about us.” Eujo took a deep breath, inhaled some soot from the hearth and coughed once, twice. Shook it off. “We should have received the reply by now, if Deux ever got our message. I say we go. We’re ready.”

      “Ready to do something none of us have ever tried, you mean?”

      “Isn’t reckless bravado your thing, Wax?”

      “Sure is. I’m game. Let’s run the ice, see if we make it to the other side.”

      Eujo chuckled. Hard not to, faced with Wax’s merry, glinting look. The Vis had a guileless charm, and Eujo wasn’t stupid enough not to see, feel its gradual effects. They’d been adventuring together for nearly two months now, in almost constant company, and despite some near-deaths, some deep questions about their lives and their purpose, she and Wax had helped each other come out the other side. She didn’t doubt those questions still lingered behind Wax’s grin, but, if anything, getting tossed from celebrities to outcasts had only emboldened the Vis.

      As if winning now, getting all those skars and . . .

      “What’re we going to do?” Eujo asked, not really Wax and not really herself. A question to the gods, but one Wax decided to answer anyway.

      “After we get them all, you mean?”

      Eujo nodded.

      “Easy.” As Wax said the word, though, his grin faded to a serious line. A hand reached up to his necklace. “Eujo, we know what these skars can do. The fiends come from the Dark Below. If we can’t replace the Aegis, then I say we do what she can’t: use the skars to stop this, forever.”

      Harrow’s Edge lay on Whent’s eastern coast, its farthest tip and amid an inhospitable blend of mountains, forest, and cragged cliffs. The town itself sat above the water, a place where little more than small fishing boats would dare risk sandbars, hidden rocks, and, in the winter, sudden jagged ice. Isolated, and not Eujo’s intended destination after their frantic escape from the Golden Gash. A place Bliss and Torny chose after catching words on the way from small tundra towns, words suggesting the Najahn would pursue, that the obvious, larger ports to the southeast would be flush with bounty seekers.

      A good place to watch the world turn.

      Now Eujo looked away from the rumors, the small homes and hunters tending them to a fractured sea, one whose gray surface undulated like a thing alive. Balancing on its swooping waves were the floes, white patches catching sunlight here and there like beacons. Some held sway over massive sea patches, almost islands in their own right, while others scurried about on the slightest current, like insects searching for food. They’d need to use them all, make the precise jumps, plant their spikes and grapples just to keep from slipping off.

      “At least here you’ll get a few seconds before you die,” Torny said, the bandit looking overstuffed with the large pack on her back. She and Wax would haul the emergency rations. Bliss played scout and assistant.

      Eujo would pull the small sledge, the Kance skar whispering with her the whole way.

      “Ready?” Wax asked, standing down the beach, where ice intermingled with dirty sand. “The day’s not getting younger, and there’s no way we’re hopping these in the dark.”

      Three days on the floes. That’s what the Harrow’s Edge ice hunters said. A straight crossing to the northernmost tip of Tamas. How far they’d have to travel then, and through what, Eujo didn’t know. The hunters here didn’t care.

      Tamas wasn’t their kind of place, save for the ale that drifted north in the sweeter summer swells.

      ‘When you are,’ Bliss, Wax’s sister, signed. She’d bartered for another weathered staff and slapped a pointed pick on its end, giving her a strong pole for the ice. She’d ensured similar sharp points laced all their boots, ready to grip.

      Preparation Eujo appreciated, preparation she’d learned about as it happened. For a Queen, she’d spent enough time in the darkest, dirtiest places. But gutters didn’t teach you about the wilds, about the gear necessary to survive a night on a frozen sea.

      If, though, any fear threatened, Eujo found it easy enough to ignore: Wax took her attention, took all their eyes, and more than a few watchers from Harrow’s Edge, wondering what these fools were doing. Wax leaned down, put his hand just over the lapping ocean’s edge. The sea shivered, ripples breaking against the current, before the surface turned a lattice white, snowflake patterns spreading and vanishing in turn as solid ice shot forth from the beach towards the floes. A clear path to walk, wide enough for the sledge.

      “Practice, practice,” Wax said, standing. “Who says a skar can’t be taught?”

      Bliss took her brother’s words as a signal, stepped onto the ice bridge like she had the others over the last few days. They’d come out here for hours, forging bridges until Wax would nearly collapse. Eujo did the same now as Bliss walked along, testing the ice with her pole. The Queen’s Kance skar picked up her desire, Eujo’s furs going almost weightless, the effect tracing along the straps flowing from her shoulders to the satchel-stuffed sledge. What’d taken the whole group to guide down to the beach now creaked as it rose a hair’s height above the sand.

      “Ready,” Eujo said, the Kance skar humming in her ear.

      With Torny taking up the last spot in the queue, the quartet marched onto the ice, a journey made possible with magic stones, the same ones that’d saved the Seven Isles for so long and that might again.

      And yet, as Eujo walked over those waves, the ice crackling beneath her feet, the skar’s energy flagged. Felt its first drinks, the power drawn not from some dead god’s might, and instead from Eujo’s own will. Like a ceaseless exercise, devouring her muscles, her mind, her everything to keep the sledge afloat, her pack light.

      The Aegis died quick as the skars sapped her. As the crunching walk stretched before Eujo, she could only wonder how fast the stones would drain her too.
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      Her sweat marked her a foreigner, that and skin not so touched by the sun. Annalyse watched the day come into being from the inn’s center, a fanned out bamboo floor sprawling several times her height off the muddy forest ground. She’d been in Kitaye for several days now, bartering time to think with her minor possessions. Fish, fruit, and sweet wine parlayed with her hours, suspicious glances nibbling away the minutes, and sudden ideas snapping at seconds only to be dashed with an odd despair.

      Annalyse, just a few weeks ago, had everything. A lab and assistants better than any in the Seven Isles. Almost unlimited resources. Even fiends to test her ideas could be captured and hauled in with little notice, as if her whims served as guidance for untold dozens. At first, a heady thing, a momentous position, and one she’d carved into world-saving efficiency with Gladdring’s help.

      All that, now, gone. What she could save packed into a satchel, given a freezing swim and a secret escape aboard a vessel delivering Rana rice and equipment to Vis. A short, miserable journey laying low below deck, and now here she was, unseen and utterly useless.

      What was it Quik had said to her? Flee to Vis, restart her work, and return better than ever?

      Annalyse, a hot coffee, warmed over coals, in her hands, pictured the hunter without much effort. She’d been talking to his image, muttering asks late in the night about this or that Vis curiosity. A distraction, and one she needed to put aside.

      Today was the day. She’d packed, procured extra food and footgear suitable for hiking through the wet winter jungle. Even a knife, big enough to ward off sniffing predators, lay on the table before her, sharp and ready. The trek wouldn’t be a short one, but Annalyse had a destination, given to her, again, by Quik.

      They’d swapped stories in the sand, with Quik kept in his prison on Ami’s hard orders. Annalyse would talk about Whent, about the stone soldiers, the schools, the isolation imposed by hard winters and harder laws on doing, well, anything for the other isles without getting a profit back in return. Hardy folk, her own, and ones not caring much for the rest of the world.

      Quik delivered his own version of the same: Vis, jungle tribes resplendent in their own perfect place, and as unwilling to leave it as the Whent were their tundra. Yet visitors weren’t shunned, weren’t turned out for what they had and then tossed back into the sea. No, Quik had said, a person could come to Vis if they wanted to escape, to start again, or simply to disappear.

      Svarde had. The old Guardian. Quik spoke about the barbarian’s cabin, somewhere to the southwest. Past a great fen. A solid building, and now Annalyse’s hope. She could get there, bring her tools, her skars, and start again, without fear some Najahn spy would slip a drug into her drink, a dagger into her heart.

      Because Gladdring had been a traitor, and Fassle did not suffer traitors.

      Two satchels tied together on her back, a water skin at her waist with the big knife opposite, and the skars tucked away in a pouch along her thigh. Annalyse had traded off her Najahn clothes, too heavy here, for Vis weaves, the thinner plant threads resting lightly on her skin as she walked towards the city’s southern edge. Loose and scratchy compared to real cloth, the jungle apparel nevertheless drew eyes away from Annalyse as she moved, casual glances confirming she likely wasn’t a trader seeking a deal or a traveler ready to be sold something she desperately didn’t need.

      That perception held true until Annalyse reached Kitaye’s southern border, where the main road split into several paths, each one offering  advertisement on its destination by way of their upkeep. To the left and west lay the sturdiest road, the ground padded with constant steps, rutted here and there with cart wheels, and occupied by comers and goers. The middle, a straight south journey aimed, so Annalyse understood, at Vis’s central lake and its surrounding luxuries, showed care and enough travel to walk unafraid.

      The third, to the East and bending south, gave warning with muddy tracks and a hunter standing by, leaning on his spear and watching Annalyse with mild interest. He chewed on some spiced leaf. Others bent their way around the scientist, ignoring the odd jangles from her satchels as metal instruments bounced into one another. They picked their paths, none choosing the eastward road.

      “Why?” Annalyse asked the hunter as the crowds eased. “No towns that way?”

      “There were,” the hunter replied, giving Annalyse a look that said her prospects that direction were, well, dim. “The fiends destroyed them, or scared the people enough to bring them back here. When the Renewal’s done, we’ll take them back.”

      “The Renewal’s over.”

      That word had come fast. The Najahn declaring it was time to march on the fiends directly, a compelling idea curdled by their insistence that all the isles had to obey Fassle’s commands, give up their skars and obey Najahn soldiers. Annalyse figured Whent would laugh the suggestion away, much like the Vis had.

      Like this hunter was right now.

      “Our Renewal is still out there,” the hunter replied, grinning. “He’ll gather up the skars and take the throne, no matter what those weak bones in their towers say.”

      “The Najahn hold the Wound, though?”

      “If they won’t let our Renewal through, then Kitaye will march, and the Najahn will see what the jungle can do.”

      Confident, this one. Then again, weren’t they all? Annalyse had noticed the displaced villagers in the city, the ones living now in lean-tos and hasty thatched shelters on the ground while the city’s residents kept their homes in the trees. That living location was the only difference she’d found, though: even the ones who’d lost family carried themselves with a defiant vitality, diving back into the jungle to gather fruits, hunt prey, or craft new tools. They fought life’s hard turns and showed no signs of breaking.

      Maybe the hunter was right, maybe the Najahn would regret pushing Vis.

      Not that she would be here to see it.

      She took a step past the hunter, away from the intersection and onto the softer ground. Was about to take another, break into mid morning and onto her journey, when the hunter’s spear swept up from the dirt to bar her path.

      “This isn’t the road for you,” the hunter said. “It’s dangerous.”

      “So am I.”

      The man’s eyes twinkled, the same look Annalyse had seen in Quik, a laughing appraisal.

      “Then what are you looking for, dangerous one? Only fiends, the fen, and death wait that way.”

      “A fresh start, for one.”

      “Then take it at the lake shore. Or walk to the eastern mountains to Mottilan, those cursed fishers. You can lose your years like they do, throwing nets and whining about us.”

      Annalyse snorted, “A compelling choice.”

      The hunter let his smile fade. “But one you don’t intend to take.”

      “I know where I’m going.” Annalyse started forward again, and this time the hunter let her push past his spear. “I’ll be fine.”

      He said nothing as she walked by, said nothing as she wobbled on her first muddy steps, her Vis shoes lighter than the Whent boots Annalyse had worn her entire life. Only when the road began a bend, one encroached upon by unnamed thorns and grassy stalks, did the hunter call out one more time:

      “Stay off the ground at night, fair one, if you want to see the morning.”

      Annalyse heeded that warning at the first day’s end, an altogether pleasant hike below the thick canopy. Bugs that might’ve been unbearable amid summer’s heat poked and prodded with lackadaisical curiosity. Animals Annalyse didn’t know and barely caught peeked at her from behind trees and ferns. No fiends, nor evidence of them, made an appearance. Still close enough to Kitaye for regular patrols, she assumed.

      How long that would last, who knew.

      Fear didn’t bleed in as the sun dipped. Instead, adventure took its place, a confidence in herself and her abilities, in the tools Annalyse carried with her. The skars, silent in their pouch, but ready to be grabbed and deployed. Far from helpless, ready to handle the wilds. Annalyse, the first Whent in who knew how long to tackle Vis’s mighty jungle.

      She might’ve grinned the whole way up the big tree, a climb Annalyse made after far too many attempts, after hacking out handholds with the knife when branches didn’t seem enough. She carried up one satchel and then another, rising far enough up to ensure a fall would break a few bones, but probably wouldn’t kill her. She tied the satchels to the tree—Vis seemed to operate entirely on ropes—then set about balancing herself between two thick branches, unwrapped a smoked fish package and added some scavenged tubers, a found mushroom.

      Back in Kitaye, once she’d decided on her course, Annalyse had spent her time learning what she could about the jungle. Pestering hunters, merchants, and anyone who came through the inn on how to survive among its verdant environs. As ever, she had her small notepad, taken from the Whent university and kept with her all this way, now filled with scribblings about what to eat, how to tie herself to the branches at night so she wouldn’t fall.

      How to survive alone.

      In the dark, a dead dark with so little Sichi light flowing between the leaves, Annalyse took a skar from her pouch and listened to its whispers. A Rana one, this time, and it picked out the dew forming as the night cooled. With a little concentration, Annalyse let the skar suck some moisture from the air, pool it into her hand, and give the scientist a fresh, pure sip.

      “You’re my friends now,” Annalyse whispered to the stone, feeling only a little strange as she did so.

      She’d have to get used to this.

      She would, too, have to get used to the noises. The rustles, the howls, of creatures making their way. Some trundled right beneath her, putting proof to the hunter’s advice. Others whistled by overhead, either swinging or flying. A strange noise, but not too far from the urban music Annalyse knew, and one that served to sing her to sleep before long.

      When morning came, when Annalyse twitched only to find herself unable to move because of her own ropes, the scientist set about to untie herself. She sat up, her back aching from its hard branch bed, turned to reach for her water skin, and stopped. Her satchels, so carefully tied to the tree, were gone.

      Her branch bent, the air moved, and Annalyse looked back ahead. There, balanced on the branch’s end, one foot before the other, holding a spear so feathered and lethal it belonged in a myth, stood a huntress.

      “Welcome to my jungle, Najahn,” the woman said. “Tell me your story, and if it’s good, I might not leave you for the fiends to kill.”
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      The turn had come some time ago, though Ami couldn’t tell precisely when. The days had disappeared, time tracked only in exhaustion, in their dwindling supplies, buttressed by what they could forage, could kill in the dark. They traveled by luminescent mushrooms and mosses, the dim light the skars in Ami’s face could give off when their whispers turned up in the Guardian’s mind. The cave floors started the same, but as their boot soles wore down, Ami could tell the difference between rocks, between slippery grains, between the grooves worn with running water and the ones etched by a fiend’s claws.

      Ami had come to favor the monsters and their distractions. The fiends came large and small, with the human pair avoiding the more dangerous ones and preying on the less. Sawi was a capable enough hunter, able to slink around a fiend and either pelt it with a stone or distract it for an Ami ambush. The pair would set traps, draw the creatures into fashioned spikes or a shadowed strike.

      After, they’d start a flickering fire, hot enough to cook whatever monster meat they’d found. In those moments, Ami would catch Sawi’s face behind the meat, filthy yet vibrant, eyes always distant but not gone.

      “Home,” Sawi would say when Ami asked her thoughts. “Vis.”

      At first the response carried some hope they’d find the isle eventually, that their abilities would lead them unerringly south to the jungle isle. A foolish dream, one required to even undertake vanishing into the Dark Below. Else their odds would’ve been better darting around Noctia, waiting for the spring thaw and a secret ship. Instead that delusion faded into fragments, a lurch here and there whenever the tunnels seemed to veer in a southerly direction only to die with the next descent, the next dead end.

      “We’ll be down here forever, won’t we?” Sawi asked later, as they hiked through a gnarled stretch with low ceilings and a dying stench. “We’ll never see the sun again?”

      “Start talking like that and you definitely won’t.”

      “What, the truth?”

      “You’ll warp your mind.”

      Foti had enough stories like that. Miners lost in tunnels that went too deep, found days or weeks later muttering about the dark. Smarter groups strung lines behind them now, an easy rope to follow back to the surface. Cheaper ones, well, they relied on easy labor to replace the lost.

      Not that anyone would replace Ami, not that anyone would want to.

      “How’re you holding together?” Sawi asked, her voice, like Ami’s parched.

      What water they found came courtesy of cave streams, stuff they’d drink after boiling it over their little fires. If they had the chance, anyway. Otherwise, what did sickness matter when you weren’t going to make it out of here anyway?

      “Vengeance is a powerful motivator,” Ami answered.

      “Is that all you have, vengeance? Ever since I met you, that’s what you’ve gone on about.”

      Revenge upon the Circle for what they’d done to Catya, the Aegis. Revenge upon Gladdring for stuffing Ami away in his tower. Revenge upon Svarde for abandoning her and his Guardian’s oath to go squat in a cabin for ten years . . . Ami could go on.

      “It’s easier than forgiving.”

      Sawi laughed.

      “Is that what you really believe, Ami?” Sawi asked. “Because I don’t think you stuck around Noctia this long because you’re angry.”

      “No? Please tell me, Vis. You’re half my age, haven’t seen anything beyond your vines and these dark caves, but you want to tell me what keeps me going?”

      “Anyone who’s been in love can see it in someone else.”

      Ami stopped. Fast enough for Sawi to run into her satchel, jostle their gear. “What are you saying, Sawi? Speak carefully, or I might gut you here.”

      The Vis laughed again, the same chuckle that’d had real life back in Gladdring’s tower. That held none of it in the dark.

      “I’m saying everyone knows,” Sawi spoke soft now, realizing, perhaps, that she’d tread far from random bluster. “I’m saying we, Annalyse and I anyway, respect you for it. For standing by her so long.”

      “I took an oath.”

      “Then maybe that’s your reason, right?”

      “Why do you care, Vis?”

      “I . . . I don’t know. I’m sorry I brought it up.”

      “Don’t be sorry, and don’t question me again. Not here, not anywhere.”

      Sawi didn’t reply.

      They kept on.

      The sounds came after they’d settled in for the night, a whistling hoot bouncing through the tunnels, every burst followed by rapid scratching. Both Ami and Sawi sat up from their bedrolls, each one grabbing their weapons. Ami had her harpoon, Sawi a large fisherman’s knife. Without speaking, they split to either side of their narrow chamber; every day’s walk ended when they found a suitable resting spot, one with a single entry and exit. Easier to defend, easier to secure.

      Easier to lure some unsuspecting creature into a trap.

      Ami nodded towards the entry, the jagged arch. Sawi knew the signal, didn’t protest, slipping into the tunnel beyond. Ami shifted to her right, turning to press her back against the cold stone. Purples and blues, shallow glows, clustered around their backpacks as the ripped off mushrooms and mosses fought for life. They’d fade, get tossed, and new ones picked within another day or two. Another cycle down here.

      Her gloves, worn down, passed through the harpoon’s chill. Its touch brought the Vis skars, all two, in Ami’s golden plate to life. Their curious whispers filtered through, like a dream’s fading touch. Ami couldn’t understand the words, the god’s old speech, but she knew their tones well enough: what stupid thing was she up to now?

      The hoot came again, the scratching, and this time the noise carried a hungry edge. Sawi’s footsteps, louder than they needed to be, pounded back Ami’s way. The Vis scraped her boots on the rock, ran her knife along the stone to draw the creature further. Sawi was getting better at this, proving to be adept bait.

      Ami slowed her breath, tensed her muscles. The scrabbling, the hooting, drew closer. Without warning, Sawi dashed through the entry, slipping a hair on the stone and scrabbling towards their packs. The Vis rolled, put her back to the satchels and drew the knife, eyes wide and mouth open, an extra terror sprinkle to draw the creature in full.

      And the fiend bit.

      One Ami hadn’t seen before. A shallow body like an arch, bent and frothing with feathered claws, the bird-like thing hooted its triumph as it darted in at Sawi, those far-too-many points reaching towards what should’ve been dinner.

      The attack stopped quick when Ami struck. She didn’t aim to wound with the thrust, but kill, a blow right at the monster’s waist, at the arch’s bottom where the thing’s claws shifted their stance and became talons. The harpoon bit right on through, the fiend’s feathers a poor defense against a well-aimed blow. The monster straightened, its hooting breaking with surprise, with anger, with obvious pain. Its head, continuing the arch in an unbroken line, twisted Ami’s way.

      Just in time for Sawi to cut in with the grace note, right beneath the monster’s noisy mouth.

      It didn’t utter another sound.

      Hope dwindled, hope sprang, hope survived by the dimmest lights. Sawi and Ami found another as they cleaned the monster’s odd skin, picking off the gnarled, dirty feathers. The creature seemed meant for bright skies, not the tunnels. An unlucky twist for it to find itself down here. But lucky for them.

      “Is that a bolt?” Ami asked, more to herself than Sawi, as she pulled the feathers free from the creature’s back.

      Hidden amidst their gray fronds was just that, a narrow, short shaft with crow fletching. It’d burrowed into the fiend’s back and stayed there, offering a curious question.

      “Where’d it come from?” Sawi asked, leaning over the dead thing to get a closer look.

      “No chance this fiend passed the Aegis’s net,” Ami said, referring to the protective shell the Aegis cast over the isles with her skars. A fiend could fight through it, and plenty did, but they’d earn burns, hard penance for their efforts. This one seemed far too unscathed. “Which means someone shot it down here.” Ami picked at the fletching. “This is in good shape too. The wound must’ve been recent.”

      “Who’d be down here shooting random fiends?”

      Ami sat back, shook her head. Blinked. Rumors had come south from Whent in the weeks before everything fell apart. A warlord and an army, an expedition into the depths. One led, in part, by a former Guardian with too much bravado and not enough brains.

      “I have an idea,” Ami said. “Go see if there’s a trail.”

      Sawi didn’t need more than that. The Vis slipped away while Ami continued the butchering. The scrawny fiend wouldn’t make for many meals, but anything helped. Her work went faster now, her mind slipping away to the possibilities, the Vis skars lighting on Ami’s renewed enthusiasm to whisper thrills.

      “It’s there,” Sawi said, coming back as Ami finished the last of the feathers. “Thank Vis this thing has so many claws. We can follow the scratches.”

      Amazing what a little possibility could inspire. For the first time in too long, the pair had a plan, and with its fire they moved fast, finished carving and cooking up the fiend, ate, and would’ve started right out if Ami’s sense hadn’t taken hold. They’d already walked for hours, and the Dark Below remained deadly. Sawi, stating jungle rules were much the same, didn’t argue. The scratches were both numerous and deep enough that they wouldn’t vanish fast.

      Ami expected sleep to be fitful, but it came on quick, as if pushing despair away made it easier to relax. Yet, even as she drifted away to dreams of civilization, a niggling worry remained: the bolt had been in good condition, yet the fiend lived.

      What, then, had happened to the shooter?
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      Leaving the Najahn quarter always felt like blinding a thousand eyes. Gladdring kept the thick hood pulled up, the bulky winter furs matching the stature, if not the Najahn’s purple and black, of someone who meant good business. Dodging an Adept’s finery for less notable clothes was one thing, sacrificing respect for a disguise was another.

      Neither guard, in their glossy black armor and skyward voulges gave him a glance. A success, albeit a minor one. Still, campaigns like Gladdring’s depended on minor victories.

      Noctia glowed in Winter’s depths, its many stone windows greeting the midday with a lantern’s flicker. Snow piled in the corners, shoveled off, sometimes with hands alone, by those who needed bread, soup, survival. Gladdring passed by several more now, hacking at ice with stone chisels. The boys would get their labor’s due, enough to sate their stomachs for a night, enough oil or wood to keep their homes warm.

      At least till tomorrow came and demanded it all over again.

      The thought drew Gladdring’s eyes skyward. Scattered clouds, a scant sun. No storms on the horizons. Bad fortune for the street cleaners, good for him. Perhaps the job could get done sooner. Perhaps . . .

      No, hoping for this very night would be setting himself up for disappointment. Undo haste would mean risking⁠—

      Gladdring scowled at nothing and nobody, tromping along the manors scaling the westward cliffs, making his way south. Private guards and well-dressed groups shuffled to business or pleasure lunches, though the winter meals in Noctia lacked summer’s cosmopolitan flavor. Vis and Kance fruits and fish, what Whent potatoes had been stored, would suffice until things thawed. His palate ached at the thought.

      No, haste. Moving fast was what brought Gladdring here in the first place. Too much attention paid to overthrowing the Circle’s irritating leader and not enough to shoring up his own position. The skars were weapons, Gladdring had proved that now, but the guards he’d entrusted to keep his secrets had decided their loyalty to the purple and black lay above loyalty to him. A problem Yarvick would fix, among several.

      If only Masayo still lived. She understood, as Gladdring did, that true power lay in saving the isles, not keeping them in chains.

      A statue to Demion, the first Aegis, dominated the plaza Gladdring now walked through, as if confirming his own statement. Cruelty and iron fists didn’t create legends. Deeds worthy of remembering did. Demion had been the first to gather the skars, to put all the world behind their power. Gladdring would do one better than her, would marshal the skars and the Najahn together to obliterate the fiends at their very source.

      Funny how that direct idea came from one particular Guardian, a Foti lost to his own ambition. Gladdring had been there that day when Svarde raged his proposal at the Circle, declaring a strike into the Dark Below the only sure option for saving their lives. In that moment, Gladdring found his direction, a larger purpose than simply deposing Fassle, a goal subtly shared among all the Tenets, as it had been as long as the Circle existed.

      The argument, of course, was who would take over once Fassle’s reign ended.

      Icy stairs to a southern beach marked a poor man’s path, one whose residents, carved into cliffside hovels, couldn’t afford to keep clear. Instead, as Gladdring noted while passing several, the people living here jammed nails into their boots for traction. Damage the soles to save the skin. Gladdring himself fell on old traits, a perfect balance honed in a childhood on Tamas where one’s ability to hold a pose made as much of a man’s life as his skill with a sword.

      Eyes found him now, but Gladdring didn’t get the shivers he’d find back in the Najahn quarter. These were curious looks, tired ones. People who had too little incentive to move for something that didn’t promise food or a fire. Of those, the flickering orange flames, Gladdring saw plenty, smelled them too: not the wood-burning luxuries back north, but loamy, smokey flames fed by mosses and trash.

      Survival.

      Gladdring could never forget what it took.

      The caves beyond the hard, frozen sand offered little more than darkness for the first several strides. Only once he’d passed a few jagged black obelisks, again using a dancer’s eyes to keep track as the daylight died beyond the rock overhangs, did Gladdring spy a home’s glimmer. Here too he felt stares, had detected the shift once his feet hit the beach.

      No, Gladdring himself hadn’t. The stone in his pocket, set by Annalyse in a ring on a left hand finger. That’s what let Gladdring know the impressions directed his way, and he’d best not forget it, not if he wanted to keep a level head.

      Because here was a place where hands could be lost if one’s head went the wrong way.

      What looked to be a ragged sea cave broadened through unnatural efforts into a large chamber, one with straw-matted platforms scaling the sides. Rope bridges criss-crossed above the central floor, where several fires burned, some cooking, some cleaning, others serving as warmers for the human variety on display.

      “Truly, all the isles can’t compare to what you have here, Yarvick,” Gladdring said as he approached, drawing no looks from the people inside, save one. They knew who he was, had probably known he approached since Gladdring left the Najahn quarter in his bumbled disguise. “A collection of skills no⁠—”

      “Quit your flattery,” Yarvick, the only one who’d turned his way, said. The bandit lord held a wight’s appearance, as if he’d risen from some rat-infested grave mere moments ago with ironic vengeance his sole cause. “It’s been some time, Gladdring. When Fassle caught wind of your little plot, I expected your head on a voulge. Pity.”

      Yarvick grinned as he finished, showing off resplendent teeth long ago bereft of their natural white. Instead, gold, emerald, and other gems shone through, hewn down to fit and sharpened to glittering fangs. A casual look might assume it a power’s play, a sop to strength. Gladdring knew better, knew what whispers echoed in the bandit’s mind thanks to the unusual dental work.

      “I convinced Fassle my death would be more annoying than otherwise.” Gladdring stopped his advance on the cavern’s edge. To move further without an invitation would be . . . unwise, said the whispers. “I hope my continued survival can prove profitable to you.”

      “It already has.” Yarvick rose, a stone plate with picked over fish in a hand as he strode Gladdring’s way. Lanky, with more meat seemingly on the fish than on the man’s own bones, Yarvick moved with a slithery lurch, Gladdring unsure which direction a step would take the man until it arrived. One of Yarvick’s many unnerving traits. “But I like your thinking. How can you help me, Gladdring? How will your new Adept raiments help the Nimble Fingers?”

      “Fassle has no love for you.”

      A truth known to them both, but best to establish facts.

      “Fassle has uses for me, and I him,” Yarvick countered.

      “But he would prefer you dead, and all your thieves.”

      The bandit only grinned further at that. Let him try, glimmered those teeth, and Gladdring had to agree any eradication would probably be a futile enterprise, with too many knives in too many backs to be worthwhile.

      “He’s announced a change,” Gladdring continued, taking Yarvick’s silence as an invitation to keep on going, “The Najahn are stealing all the skars, because I’ve shown him what they can do.”

      “We know.”

      “Then you ought to know too it won’t be long before he’s surrounded by the god’s stones, and once he gets that power, we won’t be able to stop him. Enough Vis skars, and the man might live for centuries.”

      “Enough Vis skars, and so might you. Or me.”

      “Better us, then, than him,” Gladdring said, keeping his hands in his pockets. The whispers suggested Yarvick was amenable to Gladdring’s argument, a fact Gladdring would prefer to remain with him and him alone. “You thrive on secrecy and backdoor power. I would give you both.”

      “You failed, Gladdring.”

      “I failed up, Yarvick. I’m closer to Fassle now than ever before.”

      “Easier for him to watch your steps.”

      Gladdring tilted his head, acknowledged the truth. “Even so, I’m here because there is an opportunity. I can’t wield the knife, but I can get Fassle where you can do it.”

      Gladdring hesitated, Yarvick kept his gleaming grin going.

      Not a no.

      “Before I go any further, I need your word. Your binding word.”

      “How much is a bandit’s word worth, Gladdring?” Yarvick’s ash-grated voice echoed around the cavern, and Gladdring realized every other conversation had died. “A traitor comes to a thief to ask a favor, who can trust who?”

      “Profit and power, Yarvick. The only currencies you and I care about. A promise on those.”

      “Well then, spill your secret, Gladdring, and we’ll see if you have any power left to trade.”

      The Tamas skar on Gladdring’s finger hummed. Words in a language beyond Gladdring’s understanding, but flush with tones Gladdring knew well. He’d failed in his first attempt to overthrow Fassle, a rushed skar-driven rebellion put down with grim authority. That’d been too open, too kind.

      In Yarvick, in the man’s thieves and their many knives, their crossbows, their poisons, Gladdring had a different tool, and a plan to go along with it. Yarvick, as Gladdring gave the details, kept up his grin, said nothing when Gladdring finished save an ask to leave.

      A message, one way or another, would find its way to the Adept soon.

      “Until then,” Yarvick called after Gladdring’s retreating steps along the ice sand, “stay alive, Adept. You’re so much more fun than that Circle you serve.”

      Stay alive? For once, Gladdring’s own grin matched Yarvick’s.

      He planned to, and far more besides.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Hopping the Floes

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Hopping the floes became familiar fast, even with the skars aiding in the adventure. Eujo, growing up in Kance gutters, spent more days than she wanted to admit scurrying along narrow lines, leaping between buildings and floating sky islands, and that sure footwork made its benefits known as the hours, then the first two days, burned in a gray blitz along the ice. Clouds and cutting gales completed the scene, frothing waves tilting the smaller floes as the foursome ran across the snow-slicked surfaces. When energy flagged or light dimmed, they’d find the biggest ice block, chisel in spikes to tie down thick bed rolls, and all burrow in together.

      They lost their tent on the first night, ripped away by a howling bluster. After, they stuffed themselves together, forgoing impossible fires for body heat and Foti skars.

      The ale-slopping drunks back in Harrow’s Edge estimated four or five days on the ice to reach Tamas’s tip, and halfway through the third Bliss thought she saw a smudge on the far horizon, a line visible as twilight neared thanks to the clearing skies and mellowing bluster. A break, as if Tamas itself wanted to extend a welcome. The alacrity made sense with the skars boosting their speed, and Eujo allowed herself a bit of optimism rather than the dead certainty their lives would be lost forever among the ice.

      So, of course, things went wrong.

      Chiseling out their nighttime shelter went as fast as ever, the quartet splitting hammering duties sped up with the hope that they were close to salvation. Eujo, the Foti skar leaping at the chance, sparked up some salted fish in the lone pot, long salt-encrusted itself. The god stones succored themselves on Eujo’s own exhausted energy, but the fish soon sizzled, and, paired with potato scraps and some ragged bread, they shared a meal amid the setting sun.

      Torny told another tale of her thievery gone both right and wrong, some chuckle-worthy pilfering of a Noctia mansion and its owners after a drunken revelry. She’d fled from an unlucky Najahn patrol, leading the cursing guards through one dock warehouse after another before eluding them by clinging to the underside of a pier, only to lose the stolen gains when a curious fish nipped the hanging pouch off her hips.

      “Such is the life of a thief,” Eujo said when Torny‘s story concluded, a dramatic sigh dropping off her lips. “Even when you think you’ve done it all right, it goes wrong.”

      “Ever try something like that?” Torny asked Eujo, the venom that’d started off their relationship dying out with their dastardly bond.

      “I stole for food, not for a career.” Eujo grinned to keep the words from cutting. “If I’d had the chance to get something better than moldy pears, I would’ve. On Kance, it’s not so easy.”

      Torny seemed to measure the statement, as if deciding whether to boast about her own prowess, only for Bliss’s snapping hands to draw their attention.

      ‘On Vis, we don’t keep valuables for ourselves. No thieves.’

      Wax coughed, “Well, no good ones anyway. Those who try get shoved into the worst jobs, so nobody bothers.”

      “Sounds great,” Torny said, “but wait, I just remembered, you guys live in trees.”

      ‘Better than this.’

      “What wouldn’t be,” Eujo added.

      As the meal died down, the stars emerged, as clear a blanket as Eujo had ever seen covering the night sky. Normally a fire’s light, at least, would disguise some of the beauty, but here, wrapped in their thick clothes, winter wind kissing their noses, nothing sat between Eujo and the glittering above. Beautiful, breath-taking, and more than a little bit frightening.

      “Do you think the gods made all those too?” Wax asked.

      He lay next to her, Bliss next to him, and Torny on the outside opposite Eujo. The subtle pairing was obvious to them all but went unspoken nevertheless, as though by acknowledging the way Torny and Bliss stayed close to one another, their soft glances, their signed jokes, would be to ruin some just-sparked delight.

      As for Wax, well, Eujo wasn’t sure what to think.

      “If they did, then what went wrong with us?” Eujo’s whispered reply rose above the wind, the waves brushing up against the ice.

      She and Wax kept one Foti skar between them, the other passed over to Bliss and Torny. The small stone added to the blending, forcing both Renewals to keep their hands in its pouch to draw the skar’s warmth. Fingertips touched, an ignored sensation with survival at stake, but now, with their success seemingly assured . . .

      “Wrong?” Wax asked, returning Eujo to her own words.

      “They killed each other here. Why? What was different about this place?”

      “Us, probably.”

      Eujo blinked, flicked eyes towards Wax to see him still searching the stars. “Are we so bad to drive the gods against each other?”

      “Or too perfect. Maybe they all wanted to keep us for themselves. They couldn’t share, and now look.”

      “So every one of those lights is a broken world the gods left behind? An experiment gone wrong?”

      Wax sniffed a soft laugh, “Better than the alternative, right?”

      “Which is?”

      “That we’re the worst of them all, and that’s why they died.”

      “Wax, knowing you, that’s absolutely the case.”

      He laughed, she smiled, and they shivered beneath the thick blankets while the stars flickered overhead.

      Until the damn floe lurched. Eujo’s eyes snapped open as the berg tilted sideways, putting their chiseled stakes to the test. Wax, Bliss, and Torny rolled through their blankets, yelping and cursing in equal measure, to mash against Eujo as her view shifted from night sky to frothy sea, one no longer just waves but bearing an unmistakable otherness.

      A fiend.

      No, Eujo changed her assessment a second’s fraction later, as the floe lurched back the other way, landing with a splashing crack on the waves. Not one fiend. Many. And they were boarding.

      Like a jelly mass, the roiling shapes surged around the berg’s sides, crawling up on too many tiny legs. In the silver starlight—Sichi was nowhere to be seen despite the clear skies—the critters, looking like eyeless lumps, came at the foursome from all sides. The tiny legs scratched the ice, a raspy skittering sure to haunt Eujo’s nightmares from then on.

      If, of course, she lived.

      “Skars!” Wax shouted, an obvious order Eujo decided not to call him on, reaching instead for her forearm and the Kance stone waiting there.

      Its whispers, light and flighty, were the first she’d heard, escorted to Kance peaks by her soon-to-be traitorous Queensguard. They’d picked out the stone, with Najahn watching, and gave her a polite bow when Eujo slotted it into the bracelet, the first mishmash flowing into her mind. The skar’s words remained gibberish now, but its actions were easy to understand as Eujo gave it a panicked order.

      The closest fiends, their skittering dull purple forms, blasted away as Eujo stood. They rolled and flipped, splashing into a sea that’d no doubt return them soon. Nevertheless, time bought was time used, as Eujo reached for her staked pack and drew the rapier she’d carried with her ever since her royal ascension.

      The thin blade made a poor weapon to execute small masses, but the Kance skar continued to play its starring role, changing its bluster from a blowing gust to a swirling one, whipping the fiends up and around Eujo so they bobbed, helpless, in the air. A simple skewering, one after another, the surprise fading with every stab.

      “They bite!” Wax called again, and Eujo turned from her latest stab to see the Vis Renewal waving his thicker blade in an awkward dance, feet shuffling closer to the berg’s edge, more mite-like fiends coming up behind him.

      The Vis’s main concern seemed to be the mite attacking his boot, wrapping its body around his front toes like some latching cloth. Wax smacked it with his sword, scraping off the shell but leaving the wriggling monster beneath. He cursed and Eujo darted in, forking the bug and wrenching it away. The thing bounced into several of its friends, bowling them back into the water.

      Bliss, at least, had more success: she and Torny whirled in a weird concert, the Vis sweeping the fiends away with her thick staff while Torny stabbed any making it close. Holding their ground, for now.

      “We need to move,” Eujo said, relying on another Kance gust to give her time to slip on her pack. “Grab your gear and go!”

      “What about the bedding?” Wax asked, flipping the blade to his off hand as he grabbed his own satchel. “We can’t⁠—”

      “We can and we will. Now.”

      The Queen’s guise fell on, a habit she’d cultivated quick once they placed the sky diamond tiara on her head. Giving orders, expecting them to be obeyed, a commander’s calm fell on Eujo as she repeated the order, as she guided Wax towards their two Guardians. Bliss and Torny didn’t question the idea, falling in fast as they leapt to another floe.

      The fiends followed.

      “Here,” Wax said as they dashed along a narrow icy line, its edges a smudge against the dark water. “Let me go last.”

      Eujo, already huffing as the Kance skar sucked at her energy, was happy enough to swap places with Wax, brushing by him on the ice. Only to stop at Bliss’s concerned look towards her brother. Torny, beyond, kept right on running, as she ought to.

      “Go,” Eujo said. “He’ll be fine.”

      Bliss signed something Eujo didn’t catch, let Eujo get by her. Loyalty to sibling and Renewal. Admirable, but unnecessary. Wax had an idea, best let him⁠—

      The flash tripped her, a sudden flare skipping Eujo ahead into a flat fall along the thin ice finger. She skidded, turned, saw Wax doing what the Renewal always seemed to: blowing fire back at the ice behind them, the trailing fiends igniting like so many poppers in the dark, their forms rolling off the floe into the sea. Bliss tugged at her brother, their forms only shadows against the Foti skar’s light.

      Too much, and not enough. Eujo planted her hands, started to rise, felt Torny’s helping grasp on her shoulder, but that wasn’t the concern: Wax, his big moment done, almost collapsed into Bliss’s arms, his sister twisting to help the Renewal along the ice.

      They hadn’t slept long, the skars hadn’t recharged from a day leveraged to run along the ice. Worse, the fiends weren’t done either. The roiling mass, their many legs seeming to work in concert as they bobbed as one in the dark waves, moved around the flame, circling the floe, cutting the quartet off from their next jump.

      “Surrounded,” Torny spat, drawing her daggers again. “Guess we go down fighting?”

      “We’re not going down anywhere,” Eujo snarled, flipping the bracelet around, engaging a different, slippery whisper. “Hold on.”

      “To what, this is an ice berg?”

      “Hold on to me, then.”

      If Torny made another crack at that, Eujo didn’t hear it. Instead, she told the silver skar what to do, and the stone responded, leapt at the idea, at the far horizon holding Eujo’s eyes.

      And the floe, surrounded by fiends, began to move.
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      Amazing how a spear to the throat brings out the truth. The Whent academy wasn’t much for torture, for interrogations—such things, on the rocky northern isle, were best left to the Pits and their hungry, angry rabble. Instead Annalyse and her friends asked questions, ran experiments, sought the truth through trial and error. Knowledge earned over years and years, bought by Vis now in moments on a tree branch.

      “So that’s why they want the skars,” Deshiva said, the two of them sitting in a soft clearing after a night swamped by conversation, by slight threats and easy turnabouts.

      Annalyse gave the hunters what they wanted and more besides.

      What did she owe her old home, that’d cast her out?

      “There’s power,” Annalyse agreed, “but that’s not the only reason. Control too. The Circle’s always afraid of what the isles might do. Gladdring told me as much.”

      She’d given up the Tenet’s game, explained his whole plan: overthrow Fassle, unite the isles with the skars and work together to destroy the fiends. Annalyse didn’t have an answer for Deshiva’s skepticism at the idea: Gladdring’s motives had always rung true to the scientist.

      “That, at least, you have right,” Deshiva replied. Fresh coffee, boiled up over the campfire, cooled in small wood cups in their hands. Shadows moved around them, Deshiva’s hunters keeping a perimeter. “The Najahn are only interested in control.”

      Deshiva looked every bit the wild Vis rumors told of the isle, sporting a dress Annalyse hadn’t seen much of during her brief stay in Kitaye. Tight woven clothes streamed around inked skin, sigils Annalyse would’ve loved to learn about, interrupted by holsters and straps for a bow, arrows, and more tricks than Annalyse dared imagine. Deshiva’s hair split into twin taut braids, tied with a slim, corded headband matching the summer ocean’s clean blue.

      That Annalyse felt more than a little out with her fresh weaves, her scant satchel—returned after the hunters cleansed it of tools and treasures—and utter lack of deadly weapons would be an understatement.

      That Deshiva didn’t care one bit was equally clear.

      “Vis skars belong to us,” Deshiva said next, unprompted, jerking Annalyse up from her coffee. “We’ve let the Najahn keep them for the Renewal long enough. They cannot have them for their own wants.”

      Annalyse blinked. “What does that have to do with me?”

      “You’re going to help us.”

      “Help?” Annalyse looked left and right, hoping some hunter would be there, ready to disabuse Deshiva of the notion this Whent woman far from home would be any help at all. “I’m not a fighter.”

      “Now you’re the one who’s lying.” Deshiva smiled. “You’ve spent the last hours telling me, in detail, how Gladdring had you working with the skars to develop weapons, to turn armor into more than just a metal wall. You’ll do the
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efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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