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      The stars don't think Kell needs answers. He disagrees.

      

      Having accepted his role as the Chosen, Kell plans to sail to Port Hull and seek answers no one seems willing to give him. Of course, the stars immediately sabotage him. They feel he's ready to confront the allegedly evil Lich King and toss Kell and company directly into the Lich King’s territory with no way back. Instead of rushing heroically into battle, Kell retaliates by taking multiple detours on the way to his alleged adversary's palace.

       

      The roundabout route doesn't end up being an easy one. With a demon tower, child ghosts, confrontations with the goddess and Ansel's family, and serious talks about his relationship with Ansel, Kell has more than enough on his plate. But he can't put off the destined battle with the Lich King forever, even though the odds of failure are high. Kell will need to draw on every ounce of non-traditional Chosen-ness or this might be the end of his time in Allune.
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      In the beginning was death, and it was kind. The god of dusk ruled over it and all it touched. The night and shadows were his to command. Hunters worked under his watchful eyes, children slept safe at night knowing he was there to protect them, and all who accepted him were content.

      He ruled a land of bones deep underground, in a palace no one had ever seen. There, he collected the bones of all who had passed and kept them safe from harm and those who would use them to do ill. He was inevitable, but he was merciful.

      But those who work in the dark have always been misunderstood. The goddess of dawn grew jealous of the steady work he did, the steady respect he commanded. Wishing to be the only deity to rule the hearts of the people, she incited a war between them.

      A war neither of them could win.

      For it is not the path of a god to fight. The goddess knew this too and sent heroes called from ancient magic to do her fighting for her.

      The god of death and bones saw these heroes for what they truly were. A weakness in the balance. The place where the magic leaked out of the stars and wasted itself on false heroes from other worlds. He saw how the magic bled itself dry trying to keep them here. He saw how his land suffered. He would not abide these intruders or the danger they brought to Allune.

      These were the chosen, and this is their story.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          I NEVER CLAIMED IT WAS A GOOD BUCKET LIST

        

      

    

    
      Hey, mom.

      

      It's been a while. Or maybe it hasn't. Not sure how the whole other world thing works, actually. Is it like Narnia? Has no time passed on the other side of the wardrobe? I wonder. That would make sense, I guess. If I'm supposed to go back home when I fail.

      

      If I fail.

      

      It would be a bit awkward to show up a month later. Bet dad would have already converted my room into that sports cave he's always going on about. He'd like that. I think you'd both like it if I never came back.

      

      I think I'd like it too.

      

      I guess I wanted to tell you goodbye. I wish I could tell you more, but I think you'd understand anyway. If I never came back. I think you, of everyone, would understand why.

      

      So please, don't worry about me. I'll be fine. And I hope, someday, so will you. Take care of—

      

      The boat pitched to the side, sending Kell's stick of graphite skittering across the rough sheet of paper he was writing on. Ansel fell into him, losing his balance from where he'd been sitting cross-legged next to Kell. Kell reached out to steady Ansel automatically, one hand sliding around his back like it belonged there, the other grabbing his arm to keep him upright. He was rewarded with one of Ansel's sweet, happy smiles, his freckled face dimpling down at Kell.

      It was still so new and weird, being this close to Ansel and having it be. There was still an afterthought of worry in every interaction—was this right, was he enough, was this enough?—but then Ansel would look at him, all soft golden eyes and fluttering pale lashes, and everything would be good.

      Like, it was still weird, but it was the good kind of weird.

      It was totally worth watching the letter he'd been writing blow off his lap and out over the moonlit river. Maybe he shouldn't have let go of it. Oops.

      Then again, it wasn't like he could actually mail it.

      "Ah, forgive me," Ansel muttered, face crumpling in distress as he watched the paper blow away.

      Kell shook his head, squeezing Ansel's arm. "It's fine, really. It wasn't anything important."

      "But … you were saying you didn't have enough paper anyway, and …"

      "For drawing. This was. Something else." Kell laughed ruefully. "Trust me, it would have been a waste of paper either way. It's no loss."

      "If you are certain …"

      "I am. Truly."

      Ansel sighed and leaned against him, humming lightly under his breath. He seemed distracted, as though half-listening to some distant conversation only he could hear. Or just thinking. Same thing, really.

      They stayed like that for a while, shoulders pressed together, breathing in time with each other and the gentle rhythm of the boat. The river at night held a different kind of beauty than it did during the day. It seemed rougher, wilder, more mysterious. Kell found himself looking forward to taking watch each evening, and not just because he and Ansel had started sharing their shifts.

      They hadn't set a watch that first night on the boat. They hadn't needed to, all four of them too wired on adrenaline and mischief to even think of sleeping. It was good they hadn't. The river was a less-forgiving road than Nea had anticipated. They had been on it for a week and nearly capsized twice, run aground at least a dozen times, and got tangled in some poor fisherman's net on one memorable occasion.

      Of course, that may have been more a reflection of their own terrible boating skills than on the river itself. It certainly wasn't the boat's fault. Nea had spared no expense building the most self-sufficient boat possible. It could practically sail itself. Just not around things, which was where most of their troubles started.

      It was far easier, they all agreed, to simply wait until they ran into trouble (literally) and then have Fre get them out of it than actually learn how to sail a small vessel properly, even a somewhat magic one. So watches were set at all hours. Not to stop them from running aground, but because someone had to wake Fre up when they did. They'd lost an entire night of progress the second day into their journey that way, and were all too impatient to lose any more time.

      Fre always took first watch, and Nea preferred last, as they rose with the sun anyway to be painfully irritating every morning. Well, so did Fre, but she wasn't nearly as intentional about it. And she had no problem letting other people sleep in.

      Kell and Ansel had, by mutual unspoken agreement, combined their watch into one overnight shift. Each night for the last five days had been spent in the quiet contentment of each other's company. Sometimes exchanging hushed words, sometimes sitting and watching the night pass with nothing but the sound of each other's heartbeats and Fre's snoring to break the stillness of the river.

      Tonight had started off as one of those nights. Ansel sat next to him as always, so contemplative and still that Kell kept looking over to make sure he was awake. It had seemed like there was something on his mind, but Ansel had only shaken his head when Kell asked, murmuring low excuses under his breath. Kell had left it at that, choosing instead to dig out his dwindling supply of paper and write letters to ghosts by the light of the waning moon.

      Ansel would tell him if something was wrong.

      At least, Kell liked to think he would. The same way Kell liked to think he could tell Ansel if something was wrong.

      It might not be true, but it was a nice thought.

      As the moon began its slow descent behind the rugged landscape to the west, Kell wondered if maybe he shouldn't bring it up again. It wasn't that the silence between them was strained or empty—they'd passed plenty of nights together without speaking before—but there was still a tendril of doubt niggling at the back of his mind, soft and subtle as the stars but no less persistent.

      Kell had almost made up his mind to say something about it (even if he didn't quite know what that was) when Ansel spoke first.

      "It is time for Muneathiel's watch."

      Kell startled. "Already?"

      "Mm."

      "I'll wake them up, I guess."

      Ansel hummed again. It was sometimes hard to tell if he was agreeing or filling space where words were supposed to go because he didn't feel like saying anything. Ansel had a tendency to use either too many words or not enough, his sentences either short and trailing into nothing or long and full of words Kell only vaguely knew the meaning of.

      It was a surprise he didn't get on with Nea better. They both had that I'm smarter than you ever will be upbringing. But their attitudes were so completely opposite that even reading off the same advanced syllabus wasn't enough to make them friends.

      Kell rubbed his eyes. It wasn't that Ansel and Nea didn't get along, insomuch as Ansel made an effort at getting along with everyone, and Nea made an effort at getting along with no one, and it basically evened out. He wished they got along better.

      It probably isn't something I should meddle in. Kell levered himself up from a sitting position, his knees and ass protesting the whole time. Boats may be great for speed and convenience, but they sure as hell weren't great for comfort. One star, would not recommend.

      The boat rocked under his feet. Kell kept one hand on the railing as he shuffled to the stern, where Nea was curled up. Kell had thought he'd get sea legs by now, but every time he'd gotten used to the boat's movements, the river would change and the rocking would get worse, and he was pretty sure his body had given up after that.

      Fre said they were getting close to the sea. That's why the river kept getting rougher. Kell hoped so. He didn't know how much longer he could stand being cooped up on a boat with next to nothing to do.

      It was more boring than the one summer vacation spent illegally camping in Big Woods State Park with no internet and no phones and no games and no nothing other than good 'ol family fun. Like, he had basically given up all those things to be here (some more willingly than others), and he'd accepted that illegal(?) camping was his foreseeable future, but even walking was more fun than this! At least his feet knew where the ground was.

      The boat shifted underneath him. Kell shifted with it, and not in a good way. The rail was weatherworn and water-slick, and Kell's grip on it was tenuous at best. The hands on his back were probably the only thing that kept him from flat-out falling on his face (again) despite his best efforts.

      Kell looked over his shoulder. Ansel's fingers were twisted in the fabric of his shirt, holding him steady while he regained his balance.

      "Thanks," Kell whispered. "That wouldn't have been a good way to wake Nea up."

      Ansel tightened his grip on Kell's shirt so briefly Kell almost thought he imagined it, then let go. "Do not be too long. And be more careful. Please."

      Kell nodded, but Ansel was already turning away, folding himself delicately into the corner he had claimed as his part of the boat. Kell hesitated for a moment. There was that feeling, again, of wanting to say something but not knowing what to say.

      And what was there to say?

      Ansel was just as tired and boat-sick as he was. If they weren't going to reach Port Hull by tomorrow, maybe they could run aground for a bit and walk around. They'd probably all feel the better for it.

      Kell yawned into his free hand. Yeah, it's the boat. It's definitely the boat. Absolutely nothing else besides the boat.

      He was tired enough that he almost believed it.

      The wind shifted, flapping the sail and making the rigging and boards creak with strain. Kell checked to make sure they were still going in basically the right direction before continuing his shuffling journey to the back of the boat.

      It shouldn't have taken that long. It wasn't a big boat.

      Kell was in no hurry. Mostly because he valued both his life and ankles and didn't care to fall again. Not without Ansel close by to catch him.

      That was probably a thing he should be more embarrassed to think.

      Kell stole a glance behind him. Ansel had curled in on himself, wings folded around his upper body like a fluffy if somewhat inconvenient portable blanket. He'd laid out Kell's cloak and spare jacket in the space next to him, close enough to touch but not enough that they would.

      Theoretically.

      It was sweet of Ansel. He had been making an effort, confused at times and off base at others, but a definite effort at understanding what Kell wanted from their relationship. And what he didn't want.

      They both knew that no matter how much space they left between them at night—and the boat didn't leave all that much space to begin with—that Kell would wake in the morning with Ansel pressed against his side, wings wrapped possessively around him.

      He hadn't said anything about it, and maybe he should have, but Kell secretly loved it. Ansel never pressed things further. He wasn't nearly as bold when he was awake, and Kell privately thought it was a shame. But maybe it was for the best right now. They were still figuring things out. Leaving the closeness to the dark was safer. There was no pressure when they could both blush and laugh it off in the morning. The fact that Ansel was trying at all was enough for Kell right now. No need to complicate things more.

      They had time to work on the rest of it later.

      (Kell hoped they would have time. He didn't let himself think about the alternative. The one that led him back to the place that wasn't home and hadn't been in years.)

      Kell sighed, letting his body sway with the motion of the boat as he sank down next to Nea's sleeping form. In the light of the sinking moon, Nea's skin glowed a strange patchwork of bright and dark. Their features, soft and bark-like in the light of the day, became more harshly delineated at night. Kell had tried to draw them like this once, but he could never quite get the light balance realistic enough.

      Kell waited for a moment to see if Nea would wake up on their own—they never did, but what was life without hope?—before reaching out and gently shaking their shoulder.

      "Nea," he whispered. "Hey. Your luna-whatsis. Wake up. Your court awaits you."

      Nea grunted and rolled over. Kell poked their shoulder until they started twitching. It was all the warning he had before they rolled back over, grabbing his hand in a death grip and staring him down with their mismatched eyes. If this wasn't how they'd woken up every other night, he'd have been more scared. He still startled when it happened. Nea was fast.

      "Why can't you wake me up like a normal person?" Nea lamented.

      "I have no idea what you mean."

      Nea groaned, releasing his hand to run their fingers through their dandelion-fluff hair. It was flattened on one side and sticking out wildly on the other. Kell thought it was cute, but he'd already made the mistake of telling Nea that once, and he wasn't going to again. At least, not until they were on dry land and he had a head start.

      "So … you awake now?" Kell asked. He had a job, after all.

      Nea rolled their eyes. "Of course I'm awake. Unlike some people, I normally get up at a decent hour anyway."

      "This is not a decent hour. This is a downright indecent hour."

      "Some people," Nea whispered, loud enough that he was meant to hear it.

      Nea was, against all odds, a true morning person. And unlike Fre—a normal morning person—Nea was an absolute terrible one at that. The spitefully cheerful, holier-than-thou kind of morning person who could also stay up past midnight and still rise before the sun, yet never had any bags under their eyes and—ugh. It was like being back in college, but not in a good way.

      Kell had wondered if it was an elf thing, but when he'd tried to ask Ansel, he'd gotten a blank look in return.

      Nea probably could have covered the whole night watch by themself and still have been fine. Well, Nea would have been fine. The boat may not have been. They were the one who always ran aground when left to their own devices for too long.

      Actually …

      Kell nudged Nea, upsetting their hair-rebalancing efforts and getting a weak glare in return. "Why are you still here?" they muttered.

      Kell chose to ignore that. "Look, if you think you're going to run aground before Fre wakes up—"

      "I know, I know. Wake her—"

      "No, no. Let it happen."

      "What? You mungheads have been on my case for the last week about wasting time, and now you're saying to let it happen?"

      "I think we need a break. That's all."

      Nea looked at Ansel, curled into a ball with his long limbs folded tight against his body and pressed into the curve of the rail. To Kell it didn't look particularly comfortable. "That's all?"

      Kell felt his face heating up and hoped the night was dark enough to hide it. "Yes."

      Nea turned back to him, one singed eyebrow raised. "Uh-huh."

      Kell folded his arms and resisted the urge to make a face at them.

      "Whatever you say, oh chosen one," Nea drawled. Whether they were referring to Ansel or the boat was unclear, and Kell didn't want to ask.

      "I wish you wouldn't call me that."

      "The others do."

      "Yes, but they actually mean it. And Ansel is trying not to."

      "Do you prefer Kellie, then?"

      "No, but yes."

      Nea laughed, quietly enough not to disturb the others. "Fine, fine. Whatever you say, oh Kellie one."

      "That might actually be worse."

      "Thank you." Nea folded their arms, settling back against the rail. Their hair was still just as lopsided as before. Kell considered saying something about it, but the look on Nea's face stopped him. Their smile was a little too quiet for his liking. Nea tilted their head back, looking up at the sky. At the stars. "Can I ask you something?"

      "I'm surprised you asked, actually. But sure."

      "Do you have any regrets?"

      Kell hesitated. "Regrets?"

      "About leaving." Nea let their head roll to the side, their gaze shifting to the river behind them. Back toward the south, where they had come from.

      Back toward Elvendale and Nea's home.

      Kell opened his mouth to reply but found he had nothing to say. He tried to think of something he regretted—truly, deeply regretted—but came up blank. Sure, there were things he missed, and he would have liked to say goodbye to his mom (no one else though) but … those weren't regrets.

      The thought made him feel a little empty inside.

      He didn't want to regret leaving. He'd wanted to leave for years. He just wished there had been more for him to regret. If that made sense.

      Kell realized he'd been quiet for too long, the seconds dragging by in agonizing silence as Nea waited for him to respond, their mouth turning further down the longer he took. Kell panicked and blurted out the first thing that came to mind.

      "I never saw the Bee Movie."

      Nea stared at him, judgingly. "What."

      "Uh. I'd always meant to? But like I figured I could see it whenever I wanted, and now I can't, and … I don't know. It's a part of my life that will literally always be unfulfilled."

      "What."

      "I mean, I guess I never got my degree either. Or had my big art-gallery moment. Or went to see my mom's family in Vietnam like I always said I would. Or visited those cousins in Ireland that were not as terrible as the ones in the states. Or left Minnesota just one time. I've never even been on a plane. Like, how do they work? Is it magic? I'll never know."

      "Kellie."

      "But I kinda care more about the Bee Movie now that I've started thinking about it. It's like when—"

      "Kellie!"

      "Huh?"

      "Shut it."

      "Oh."

      "Unlike heart eyes, I don't care about your weird other-world mungroll. You were supposed to say something poignant and wise that made me feel better."

      "I was?"

      "You're right. It was a dumb idea." Nea sighed. They were quiet for a minute, staring out at the river with a contemplative look in their eyes.

      Kell started to feel bad about his answer. "Do you have regrets?"

      Nea shrugged. "It will be hard to go back after this."

      Kell wasn't sure if that was a regret or not. He knew it wasn't for him. "Do you want to go back? Do you have to?"

      "Those are two different questions."

      "Well, answer one. You don't even have to tell me which."

      Nea shook their head. "It's not as easy as that. It's not as easy as it is for you."

      "Easy? How is anything about this chosen business easy?"

      "At least your options are clear. You don't have to decide between what to decide. You win or you lose. You stay or you don't. Other people's lives aren't so dichotomous."

      "Oh. I guess."

      Kell wasn't so sure, but he didn't want to tell them that. Not right now anyway. He didn't feel like he had only two choices. Sure, he either stayed or he didn't, but that didn't mean that the choice to stay was clear-cut or already made. He didn't know what he was doing here.

      He thought he'd made that abundantly clear already. Why people kept putting their faith in him, he had no idea.

      Silence fell between them, uneven and disquiet. The river was never truly silent, even at night. The little noises of the boat, the water, and others surrounded them constantly. Usually it was comforting, a reminder that the world was still there.

      Sometimes it just made the silence worse, starker and more awkward.

      Fre rolled over in her sleep, armor clacking loudly against the deck. They had all tried to persuade her not to wear it at night, but she wanted to be ready should anything happen. Anything primarily being them getting stuck on another sandbar or running aground for the third time that night, but no one liked arguing with Fre. She was so earnest about everything. It was like trying to convince a puppy that sticks were not for playing with. Sure, you could do it, but you wouldn't feel good about it afterward.

      Kell almost wished he had managed to convince her, wincing with every loud creak and clank as she settled into a new position on her side. The silence sounded far too loud tonight, and Kell wondered how much of that was his fault. He was aware of Ansel pretending to sleep on the other side of the boat, his shoulders too tense to be asleep. Kell felt guilty. They were probably keeping him awake.

      Kell sighed. Nea looked at him, finally taking their eyes off the river. Kell nodded at Ansel. Nea raised a barely there eyebrow, as if to say, Well, get on with it, then.

      Kell rolled his eyes. He didn't know why he bothered worrying about them. He clapped a hand on their shoulder though. Just because he could. "Wake me when we're about to go over a waterfall," he whispered, like he had for the last five nights.

      Nea pushed him off. "For the last time, there are no waterfalls on the map."

      "There never are. That's how they get you."

      "Goddess. Why are you so obsessed with this?"

      "I've always wanted to go over one."

      "Why?"

      "Saturday morning cartoons mostly."

      Nea stared at him unblinkingly, their heterochromatic eyes reflecting the moonlight like a cat. In the most monotone voice Kell had ever heard them use, Nea replied, "I hope that remains a regret of yours for a long time to come."

      "I never get to have any fun."

      Nea shoved him away, harder this time, but not before he saw the smirk on their face. He let them shove him across the deck, complaining the whole time. At least Nea seemed to be in a better mood. They weren't supposed to be the quiet, pensive one. That was more his and Ansel's territory.

      Well, maybe mostly Ansel's. Kell had never been particularly good at the quiet part of quiet and pensive. It was what kept getting him in trouble.

      Kell staggered back to Ansel, Nea's whispered insults following him as he went. The stars hummed in amusement at the back of his mind. At least they found him funny. Something seemed off about them tonight—the tenor of their amusement a little too sharp, a little too bright—but Kell was too tired to care.

      He'd never understood them anyway.

      Kell dropped down onto his makeshift bedding as quietly as he could. Ansel was still only pretending to be asleep, but it seemed rude to make too much noise. He settled down, rolling himself up in the cape and balling his jacket up to use as a pillow. It wasn't comfortable, but it worked.

      That was the one thing Kell truly missed. Not regretted, but missed. A nice, normal bed.

      When this whole adventure was over, he was going to find himself the biggest, most ostentatious bed possible and sleep in it for a week. Well, at least a day. Twelve hours, tops. Maybe less if he got bored.

      He would so get bored.

      Why am I like this, Kell lamented, turning over and trying to get comfortable. Sleep hovered on the edges of his mind. He closed his eyes, letting the exhaustion of the day wash over him. Before he fell asleep, he whispered a quiet good-night to Ansel. He didn't hear if there was a reply.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Kell's dreams were hauntingly empty. He no longer saw Her Squashness every night. He almost missed her. There were things he wanted to ask her, things he felt that only she could answer. But he had not seen her in a week, not since the night he dreamed of the Lick King and the stars.

      He wanted to speak to the Lick King too.

      (He didn't want to, not really.)

      But it didn't matter. He no longer dreamed of them. Now, if he dreamed at all, he dreamed only of the stars and the void between worlds. He thought he heard them speaking to him, but he never remembered what they said. Promises, maybe. Reassurances that this would end all right. Laughter, soft and gentle, and just a little off.

      Sometimes there were other things. Flashes of scenes like memories he could almost recall. Fire scorching the ground. Mountains rising. Walls crumbling. Screaming.

      Screaming.

      Kell woke to screaming.

      It took him a moment to realize it wasn't in his head.

      Day was breaking, Nea was shouting, Fre was yelling, the stars were buzzing in the back of his head, Ansel was clutching Kell's arm and praying, and—

      —and the river in front of them was gone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          OH NO, CONSEQUENCES

        

      

    

    
      Cartoons were a lie.

      For one thing, the boat didn't zip over the waterfall, hover in midair, and then dramatically fall downwards while remaining perfectly parallel to the river. Nor did it careen straight down the waterfall itself, ignoring most of the laws of physics and momentum to keep floating on the now-perpendicular water.

      No. Reality, sadly enough, right about split the difference between the two. It wasn't quite as fun as Kell had imagined. Not to say it wasn't fun—or at least the most fun he'd had all week—but it didn't live up to the nostalgia of his childhood.

      Still.

      It was pretty fun.

      No one else seemed to share his opinion on the matter. It all happened so fast that it was hard to tell what, exactly, was happening. One minute Kell was sleeping, dreaming of something he felt he should try harder to remember. The next he was awake, and everything was noise and panic, and the rush of water and air, and that sudden, roller-coaster drop in the pit of his stomach as the world shifted too far, too fast.

      Kell threw his arms up and yelled. In hindsight, it may not have been the best reaction.

      In his defense, everyone else was yelling too.

      Not as enthusiastically as him, but yelling.

      Fre leaned over the prow of the boat, tipping them forward even more as she shouted a challenge to the river below. Nea was doing something with the sail that Kell couldn't be bothered to try and understand, and Ansel was shaking against his shoulder, wings spread and trembling.

      Oh, right. This counts as falling, doesn't it?

      Kell spared a moment to feel guilty about that.

      The river below was a long way down, though growing closer with every passing second. The water looked cold and hard, spiking turbulently at the bottom of the waterfall. Rocks sprang up from the swirling waters, jagged and dangerous looking and okay, maybe this wasn't such a great idea in real life after all.

      Kell closed his eyes and braced for the impact, arms encircling Ansel as the river rushed toward them. He counted down the seconds in his head.

      One.

      Two.

      Three.

      Four …

      Kell felt his feet leave the deck and opened his eyes. The boat continued to plummet to the river below, an unstoppable force rushing toward an immovable fate.

      Nea and Fre were still on it.

      He was not.

      Kell blinked, looking around in confusion. Ansel clung to him like a limpet. A limpet with three sets of wings and an aversion to falling.

      It wasn't so much flying as floating, aimless and slow, buoyed by the wind and Ansel's sheer, mindless determination. Kell checked. Ansel wasn't even looking where they were going. He had his head firmly tucked against Kell's shoulder, eyes squeezed shut.

      Kell absently patted Ansel's arm as he watched the boat crash into the rocks and foam below. Fre's shout of challenge echoed off the cliffside behind them as she went under. Kell hoped she'd be all right. She sounded like she'd be all right.

      He didn't see Nea, but he wasn't worried about them. If they could survive their own explosions, they could survive this.

      Probably.

      When the boat—or, to be more precise, shattered pieces of the boat—began to resurface downstream, bobbing violently in the rapid current, Kell started to worry.

      That certainly never happened in cartoons.

      "Hey, Ans?" Kell had to half shout to be heard over the roaring of the water. "Do you think you could steer us away from the rocks and possible death?"

      Ansel didn't answer, only clung tighter to Kell.

      Kell sighed. It wasn't that he disliked swimming. He preferred rivers when he was on top of them was all. And lakes over rivers by a long shot.

      The stars remained suspiciously calm, placid and content in the back of his mind. At least he wasn't in any real danger, then.

      His companions, not so much. Kell had never gotten a reading on whether the stars cared for anyone other than him, but he was inclined to think not.

      "Hang on tight to me, okay?" Kell turned his head, trying to make sure Ansel could hear him. Ansel gave no indication that he had, but he showed no signs of letting go either. "This will probably be unpleasant, but you'll be fine if you're with me."

      Ansel clung to him tighter at that. Kell's heart was racing, and he could feel his pulse in his mouth, and, if he was being perfectly honest, it was only half because of the raging river they were about to fall into. Less than half, even. He wasn't actually that worried about the river.

      Why should he be? The stars weren't.

      Kell knew that kind of thinking bordered on dangerous, but it had gotten him this far, and he didn't see any reason to change his ways now.

      The shock of cold water against his feet was the only warning he got before the current pulled him under, Ansel following after like a collapsing parachute. They tumbled head over foot in the turbulent water, smashing into the river bottom before being swept up again. Only luck and maybe divine intervention kept them from being bashed against the rocks that littered the bottom of the waterfall, and even then it was a close thing.

      They broke surface momentarily, enough to gasp in a few mouthfuls of air before the current carried them downriver, tossing them about and dragging them down under at every turn.

      It wasn't what Kell had imagined at all. He'd been thinking more Splash Mountain and less splashdown.

      Without warning, the river dropped away again. This fall was (luckily) much smaller and less dramatic. Only about a one-story drop, in Kell's expert opinion. The water below was much more placid.

      Kell swam back to the surface with ease, Ansel still clinging tightly to his side. They broke the surface again, this time on the long end of a lake. Kell treaded water and looked around. The cliffs continued to the left. To the right, a shallow beach stretched out along the length of the lake. A few pieces of debris had already washed up there.

      So had Nea, and oh boy did they look pissed about it.

      Kell set off toward the beach to join them. Ansel's deadweight dragged on him, making the process tedious and slow going. Kell jostled Ansel, trying to get his attention. He was breathing normally, but he hadn't opened his eyes since they started falling.

      "Hey, Ans? Can you swim?"

      Ansel didn't reply or give any sign of having heard him. Kell sighed a spout of bubbles into the water.

      "The bad part is over, I promise. You can let go."

      Ansel shook his head.

      Well, at least he's listening.

      "How about you kick your feet, okay? You don't have to let go, then. I'll get us to shore."

      Ansel nodded, slowly. When Kell started swimming again, Ansel made an effort to mimic him. It was awkward, especially at first. Ansel kept kicking him in the ankles. He had awfully hard and bony feet for someone with such a delicate and graceful figure.

      By the time they achieved a good rhythm and weren't kicking each other with every stroke, the shore was pressing against Kell's feet. He stumbled upright, chest-deep in water, and pulled Ansel to stand next to him. Ansel relaxed the moment his feet touched the ground, slimy and under water as it may be. Supporting each other, Kell and Ansel waded their way to the shore as Nea watched impatiently.

      "I thought you drowned," they said.

      "Nah," Kell replied, stepping out of the water. "Drowning is too anticlimactic."

      Nea narrowed their two-tone eyes at him. "You knew this would happen."

      "I didn't know it would happen. I just wanted it to. In hindsight, that was probably a bad idea, and I admit that."

      "You w-what?" Ansel gasped, voice faint.

      Oh, right. Kell had almost forgotten to feel guilty about that part.

      "You are crazy," Nea hissed.

      "Maybe," Kell conceded. "But statistically speaking, it was bound to happen anyway."

      "Where the hell did you get a statistic like that?"

      "Children's cartoons, like I said."

      "This is your damn fault."

      "I'm not the one who was navigating."

      Nea threw up their hands. "It's not me. This time. I was navigating by the stars. Like he taught me." They all but spat out the last part, pointing at Ansel with venom in their eyes.

      Ansel grew pale. Paler than he already was. Kell noticed he was shivering slightly in the cooler lakeside air. "You cannot blame me for your poor s-sense of direction," he bit out.

      Kell stepped between the two of them before Nea could reply with something even nastier. They weren't a bad person, by any means, but they didn't like losing arguments, and Ansel was an admittedly easy target.

      "What do you mean, navigating by the stars?" Kell didn't like the sound of that.

      Nea crossed their arms. "What it sounds like, munghead."

      "Those dirty fuckers," Kell muttered.

      "What?"

      Kell ignored them and looked up. Propping his hands on his hips, he shouted at the sky. "This is not what I meant!"

      The stars ignored him. He knew they had heard him. They always heard him, even when he didn't want them to. But the road between them was more often than not one-way, and the stars remained suspiciously silent. Kell could feel the smugness radiating off of them. He glared at the sky, squinting in the early morning light.

      "I am serious. You could have at least given me a heads-up."

      The stars began to fade in his mind, their presence purposefully diminishing to the smallest fizzle of consciousness, like a stranger slowly edging out of the room after the body had been discovered.

      "Fine," Kell muttered darkly. "Be like that. See if I care."

      "Are you … talking to the Everstars, Chosen?" Ansel's voice was tentative and shaky. Kell turned to him and saw he was clutching his head in one hand.

      Kell stepped forward, ignoring the stars and the way Nea rolled their eyes, muttering lowly to themself. "Are you okay? Did the river knock you about? Let me see."

      "N-no, forgive me. The stars are … ah, loud. I think. I cannot truly hear them, not like the goddess, not in a way I understand. But I could feel something."

      "What did it feel like?" Nea asked, looking intrigued despite themself.

      Ansel frowned and bit his lip. "Fire. And magic. It is hard to explain."

      Kell patted him on the arm. "Don't worry about it. If they bother you, let me know. I'll tell them to shove off."

      Nea snickered.

      Ansel looked unsure. "I could not possibly …"

      "Oh, but I could."

      Ansel giggled quietly, the sound muffled behind the hand he raised to cover his mouth. Kell wished he'd stop doing that. He had such a lovely laugh.

      Have I ever told him that? Kell wondered. I should. I will.

      Nea cleared their throat. "Cute as you two are," they said in a tone of voice that indicated otherwise, "there are more important things to worry about."

      "Like what?" Kell asked. Not because he disagreed, but because he did, just a little, disagree.

      "Oh, I don't know," Nea drawled. "Like, where the mung are we? Where is Fre? Where is our stuff? Or did you not notice the miles of hostile wilderness and total lack of supplies, you sack-eyed, star-struck dullard?"

      "Wow." Kell blinked, stunned by the outburst. "Feel better?"

      Nea took a deep breath, releasing it slowly through their nose. "Mostly, yes."

      Kell nodded. "Right, so—"

      Faster than Kell could react to it, Nea whipped out one of their omnipresent glass bottles and chucked it at Kell's feet. The glass broke on the sand, cracking in two, the contents leaking out with an ominous hiss. Behind him, Ansel flinched back, letting out a low yelp.

      "Okay, now I feel better."

      Kell groaned. "Please tell me that had no chance of exploding."

      Nea shrugged.

      Kell pinched the bridge of his nose. He could hear Ansel shifting and huffing behind him and could only imagine what he was thinking. Ansel was never much of a morning person to begin with.

      "Was that absolutely necessary?" Ansel demanded.

      Nea shrugged again.

      Ansel seethed as politely as one could. "You could have inflicted injury on your companions, and you … you … ugh …"

      "Hey, it's fine. Nothing happened." Kell laid a hand on Ansel's arm. He wasn't sure the "Well, the stars were cool with it, so it's fine" philosophy would make the best defense here, so he kept that to himself. Also, he was pretty sure Nea only ever threw cough syrup at him, and only because they thought it was funny.

      Ansel looked away but didn't shrug him off. Kell could feel minute tremors going up and down his arms. Ansel must be susceptible to the cold. Was that a bird thing? Didn't birds get cold when they were wet?

      Your boyfriend is not a bird. He is a member of a winged, angelic race you don't actually understand.

      Not that Kell understood birds either, but he felt he had a better handle on them overall.

      Oh, wait. Nea was speaking again. "—on you."

      "That you would even—"

      "Okay," Kell cut in before the argument could gain any more steam. "So, what's the plan?"

      Nea huffed. "Isn't that your job, mister fearless leader?"

      Kell pointed at them. "I … am open to suggestions."

      "I'm sure you are. Why are you even in charge? I'm the oldest. I should decide what we do from here on out."

      "One, I never asked to be in charge. And two, no."

      "And neither are you the oldest," Ansel added. "If we were to use that metric, I would be in charge."

      "You would?" Nea and Kell asked in unison, though with widely varied degrees of skepticism.

      Ansel crossed him arms, clearly uncomfortable with the attention. A faint dusting of red rose covered his light brown cheeks, bringing his freckles out in starker contrast.

      "Yes," he mumbled. "I would be."

      "How old are you?" Nea asked, suspicion coating their every word.

      Ansel hesitated. "One hundred and twelve1," he admitted, looking down.

      Kell whistled, then paused. "I have no context to judge that in."

      "How human-old are you?" Nea asked.

      "Twenty-six, and you don't have to add 'human.' It's weird."

      "Isn't twenty-six pretty human-young?"

      Kell stuck his tongue out at them. "You don't get to judge, grandma."

      "You know I'm not even old enough to vote on the lunecial's council."

      "You know I don't know what that is."

      "It is a council of higher-ranked elven nobility that decides the major coda of each elven city or settlement," Ansel recited, ever the perfect student. "The lunecial are specific to Moonwood Vale, but every elven subregion has an equivalent."

      "If you can't vote, does that mean I'm older than you?" Kell turned to Nea in excitement. They did not seem to share his enthusiasm.

      "Whatever. It was a dumb idea."

      "Wait. How old is Fre?" Kell wondered.

      "You got her killed and you don't even know how old she is?"

      "I'm sure she's fine …"

      Kell was sure. Sure-ish. Relatively sure. If anyone would be fine, it would be Fre.

      "Fre'ja is a fine warrior and a … skilled adventurer," Ansel said, shuffling closer to Kell as if sensing his unease. "I have no doubt that she will join us soon."

      Despite his words, Ansel's eyes remained clouded with worry. He had doubts. He was clearly going to keep them to himself.

      Nea spat on the ground. "We're in the mountains, or close enough. She'll be fine. And she's thirty-four, you oaf. Her birthday is the third day of the Advent Moon, and she was born on the Old Saints holiday."

      Both Kell and Ansel stared at them, then exchanged glances with each other.

      "To be clear, when's Ansel's birthday?" Kell asked.

      "Why in the name of the Bone King's lost femur would I know? Ask him yourself. He's your bidelight."

      "Just checking." Apparently he wasn't Nea's favorite after all. Weird. And he hadn't thought they were all that fond of Fre. "Wait, Fre is thirty-four? She's older than me? Like, normal-human older than me? Are you sure?"

      "Fre's orlk. You know. Tall, grey, hits things with other things. Do you forget your friends so easily?"

      "Wow, thank you, Nea. I know what Fre is. But she's half human too."

      Nea sighed. "You still don't know anything, do you? Maybe it's a good thing we didn't end up at Port Hull. You'd have needed a year in the library to understand even the northern end of the continent."

      "That doesn't answer any of my questions."

      "You didn't ask any."

      Kell opened his mouth to reply but paused. He'd asked a question. Or meant to. There was definitely a question in there somewhere.

      Ansel cleared his throat softly. "Orlks can live over one hundred and fifty years, so Fre is not quite on the same age scale as you are. I believe. From what I have read, at least."

      Kell counted on his fingers, trying to remember what little of fractions and percentages he knew. "Wait, doesn't that make her younger than me?"

      "Does it matter?" Nea asked.

      "Yes! I never get to be the oldest!"

      "You're not the oldest, I am."

      Ansel stomped his foot so softly he didn't even leave an indent in the sand. "You are not."

      "Celesian years don't count."

      "What in the name of the goddess do you mean by that?"

      Nea rolled their eyes, preparing to launch into another argument. Ansel had his arms crossed and his wings—sodden and bedraggled as they were—spread out defensively. Kell stepped forward and raised his hands.

      "Enough. We need to pull together. Be more Lord of the Rings and less Lord of the Flies. The boat is gone, our supplies are gone, and we need a plan. I vote we take off our clothes."

      Nea raised a single threadbare eyebrow at him, face otherwise blank. Ansel blushed dark red, eyes drawn down Kell's body before snapping back to meet his eyes. A mix of confusion and surprise flashed across Ansel's face with a tinge of hope lying under the surface.

      Kell internally cringed. "Okay, that came out weird. Not what I meant."

      "What did you mean?" Nea asked.

      "I meant that everything might be awful, but nothing is more awful than wet clothes, and we can actually do something about that." Kell peeled off the tee he'd slept in, the soft grey one from his own world. Allune might have a lot of things going for it, but cotton-poly blends weren't among them.

      He purposefully ignored the way Ansel dragged his eyes across his bare torso, an odd, hungry look in them. He was too grey ace to deal with that now.

      Besides, he didn't mind the looking. It was … flattering? Maybe? Kell wasn't sure how he felt about it, exactly, but it wasn't bad.

      It was probably something they should talk about though. Later.

      Much later.

      "Our clothes will dry better if we lay them out," he continued, kicking off his soft leather boots. As much as he loved his sneakers, he had to admit the boots the elves had given him were actually more comfortable.

      Shit, his sneakers.

      Kell paused, one boot off, the other halfway on. "Wait, our stuff."

      "Wow," Nea drawled, stripping off their light tunic and tossing it aside. "You just realized?"

      "No, but … fuck. We should look for it. I mean, we washed up here. Maybe some of it is in the shallows."

      Kell lay his boots and tee out on the ground. The sun would dry them in no time. He debated taking the leggings off and finally decided he might as well. If this was going to be his only set of clothes going forward, he wasn't going to start out with them wet and gross.

      Damn, and those were my favorite jeans too. I don't suppose Allune has denim either.

      Stripped down to his underwear, Kell felt better. More day-at-the-beach and less shipwrecked-sailor. Something was wrong though. And it wasn't the way Ansel kept looking at him and looking away, as though he were afraid to be caught staring.

      No, that wasn't it. Kell stared at his empty wrist. His worry bracelet was gone.

      Kell groaned. Well, this day literally only gets worse.

      Kell shook his head at the inquiring noise from Ansel. It wasn't important. He could live without the bracelet. They had more important problems.

      It took a bit more coaxing to get Ansel out of his clothes (an issue Kell never thought he'd have to deal with) and to convince Nea that no one was going to steal their remaining potions if they left them on the beach. Once they'd all stripped and laid their belongings out to dry, they agreed to split up and search the shore for any supplies or usable debris that had washed up after them.

      Also for Fre, but no one actually mentioned that aloud. There was an undercurrent of fear that no one wanted to give voice to. A fear of finding Fre but not finding her alive.

      They all agreed to stay within sight of one another, for reasons.

      Combing the shore turned out to be a boring and monotonous task, consisting largely of wading back and forth in the shallow water and kicking at suspicious-looking dark spots. Most of it turned out to be rocks or weeds or the odd chunk of wood. Occasionally, Nea would swear and throw something fabric back to shore.

      Kell wasn't keeping track, but he thought he saw them throw his pack, his jeans, his sneakers, both his jackets, and his cape at one point. He didn't notice anyone else's gear getting chucked about. That might be why Nea's swears were getting dirtier (and more pointedly aimed at him) with every item they found.

      Neither he nor Ansel was having any luck finding anything. Though to be fair, he was spending almost as much time looking at Ansel as he was looking in the water. By the number of times their eyes had met in furtive, unacknowledged glances, Ansel was just as distracted as him.

      He couldn't help it. Ansel was hard to look away from. The sun on his wet wings made them sparkle as though dipped in glitter, and he kept fanning them back and forth slowly, making them glint and sparkle even more. Kell knew logically that Ansel was doing it to dry them, but it was lovely and mesmerizing, and, okay, he kind of wanted to touch them. It was a thing. He could admit that.

      And, okay, the rest of Ansel was just as lovely. Kell had only ever seen brief flashes of skin, tantalizing glimpses of soft brown arms or a barely there view of Ansel's back or his thigh. And that was fine. More than fine. It was what he was comfortable with.

      Kell couldn't help but think that this was a step forward for them. Probably not the one Ansel wanted, but maybe it could lead to something closer between them. Slowly and carefully and with boundaries still, but closer.

      If Nea wasn't there right now, swearing and throwing things on the beach, Kell might have shuffled closer to Ansel already. Asked to touch his wings, told him how lovely he looked in the morning sun.

      It didn't feel like the right time for that though.

      Maybe it never would be.

      Kell tried to believe that was okay too, but experience had taught him otherwise. People always got tired of waiting, eventually.

      A tug from the stars broke Kell out of his thoughts, and he looked up in time to see Nea fling something small and round directly at him. Kell caught it on instinct. The impact stung his palm. He grunted, frowning at Nea before looking at what they'd thrown.

      It was his worry bracelet.

      "You found it!" Kell couldn't help but exclaim.

      "I've found nothing but your junk, and it's pissing me off."

      "Thank you, Nea. Really."

      Nea made a face and turned away but not before Kell saw the pleased little smile they tried to hide.

      "But … no supplies?" Ansel's voice was soft and reluctant. Hearing it, Kell realized how quiet he had been lately.

      "Not yet," Kell answered. "But let's keep looking a bit more."

      Nea already was, wading off further into the lake, water up to their elbows. Ansel nodded, looking back down at the water and half turning away from Kell. Even from where Kell was standing, he could see the red flush painting Ansel's cheeks, radiating down to his shoulders and covering his ears.

      Kell slipped his worry bracelet on, playing with the cold stone beads. Should he go over and talk to Ansel? Nea was a way off, insulting a sandbar. They weren't paying attention. He could, if only he could think of the right way to say the things he meant. The right way to tell Ansel everything he felt without either raising or dashing his hopes.

      How did you say "I want this and maybe more" when you didn't even know what you wanted?

      Neither the stars nor the soft clicking of his worry beads held the answer.

      Kell sighed. Maybe the sun was getting to him. Heatstroke was a thing, right? He rarely had to deal with it, being from Minnesota, but he knew it could happen. Despite the slight breeze coming off the lake and the coolness of the water lapping against his legs, the sun still beat hot and steady on his neck and exposed back.

      It was a good thing he didn't burn.

      He should. He'd always gotten terrible sunburns before, back home. He hadn't gotten a single one this entire trip. Which he was grateful for, no mistake about it. But it was another layer of weird this world had going for it.

      Kell had never been able to spend so long in the sun before. He found he enjoyed it. He was probably going to die of scurvy from lack of vitamin D because this world's sun hated him in a different way than his previous world's sun, but at least he got to feel the rays on his skin without worrying about how much sunscreen he applied how long ago.

      Wait. That wasn't right. Scurvy was lemons. What was it when you died without vitamin D?

      Kell made the almost-forgotten motion to reach for his phone. The phone he didn't have. He couldn't look it up. He would never be able to look it up.

      He would literally never know.

      Kell groaned, louder than he had meant to.

      Ansel looked over with concern. "What is wrong?"

      "I'm not dying of scurvy."

      There was a beat of silence before Ansel replied. "Oh … And that is not good? Do you … want to die of scurvy?"

      "I want you to die of scurvy," Nea cut in.

      "Thank you," Kell said to them. He meant it. At least then he'd know what he died of. Kell wasn't sure why, but that seemed important.

      "K-Kell, are you all right?" Ansel stuttered, genuine worry written across his face.

      "Yes, I'm fine. I'm not dying of scurvy." Kell sighed.

      Ansel stared at him, lost. "I am glad?"

      Kell shook his head. "Sorry, don't mind me. It's the sun or something. You ready to call it quits?"

      "We have not found anything useful yet."

      "I've found plenty," Nea muttered, loud enough to carry across the lake. "Though 'useful' is debatable."

      "Yeah, and I doubt we'll find any more," Kell said. "So let's focus on what we do have. We've been without a lot of supplies before. It'll be fine. Not like I couldn't stand to lose a few pounds anyway."

      "Why would you want that?" Ansel asked, still looking lost.

      "Ah …" Kell scratched the back of his neck.

      "Yeah, you're already so wimpy."

      "Wow, thanks." Kell laughed, but inside he felt a little piece of himself slotting back into place. It wasn't that he'd ever been out of shape, but he was never as athletic as his brothers. The only thing he was any good at was running. He had nice legs, he knew that much, but the rest of him was average at best. Something his family had never hesitated to let him know.

      Kell had to clear his throat a few times before he could get more than a few words out. "Heh. Not like you're one to talk."

      "You want to fight?" Nea challenged him.

      Kell didn't even consider it. "Absolutely not. Let's go back to shore and, I don't know, make a plan."

      "A plan?" Ansel trailed behind him as they made their way to shore, finally close and yet still too far. Dammit, Kell hadn't gotten to talk to him about anything once again.

      "Yeah. Like how Nea is going to get us another boat."

      "Not my dagger," Nea mumbled.

      "What was that?"

      "The new boat is your problem, mister save-the-world. I supplied the last one. Which, I would like to point out, was expensive and custom-enhanced and took over eight years to build. Or did you think it sailed upriver on the power of friendship?"

      "It didn't?" Kell asked, blinking big, faux-ignorant eyes at them. He got a face-full of water for his efforts. "Rude."

      "Rude is letting your destiny destroy my boat."

      "The chosen's destiny is far more important than any single vessel—"

      "Don't you chosen me, heart eyes, or I swear—"

      "I don't think destiny is the right—"

      "Friends!" Fre's voice boomed over the beach, echoing across the lake and to the distant cliffs. "There you are! I have been looking all over for you! Oh, look, you found more supplies."

      Fre emerged from the woods like a ray of sunshine cutting through the darkness, glowing and clanging with every step she took. She had one of the smaller packs slung over her shoulder and had managed to salvage at least one of her spears and an axe, though the majority of her weapons were absent. The light shimmered off her left leg a bit oddly, as though the air around it had been dented, but otherwise both her self and her stuff seemed to have made it over the waterfall in more or less decent condition.

      Tension Kell didn't even realize he'd been holding melted off his shoulders.

      "Fre!"

      "So you're alive after all."

      "Fre'ja …"

      Fre came to a halt on the beach, just above where their clothing lay out to dry, and stood with her hands on her hips. "What are you all standing around in the water for?"

      Nea was the first to reply. "We were thirsty," they said, voice deadpan and face unblinking.

      Fre almost nodded, but paused midmotion, confusion shadowing their brow.

      "We were looking for more supplies from the boat," Kell added before Nea could say anything else. "We didn't find much though."

      Fre nodded fully at that, face clearing. "A few things washed up further down with me, but I fear most was lost. We must rely on our wits and adventuring spirit to conquer this adversity!"

      She sounded far too chipper for being lost in the middle of nowhere at the crack of dawn. Kell liked adventure too. He preferred adventure when it happened after noon. Ten at the earliest.

      Kell rubbed the bridge of his nose and continued wading toward the shore. Ansel and Nea followed close after him. At least with all of them together again they could start to make a decent plan.

      Semi-decent plan.

      A plan.

      Kell would settle for a plan. Any plan at all. He wasn't picky.

      "Where have you been?" he asked Fre when he was close enough not to have to shout across the beach.

      "Scouting ahead!" Fre thumped her chest in excitement, the hollow, echoing sound of her armor bouncing across the lake. "I didn't find much though. A lot of forest. Another lake. What looked like pricklebear tracks, so best avoid that direction. This old fort. A herd of—"

      "A fort!"

      "A fort?"

      "A fort."

      Kell, Ansel, and Nea all spoke at the same time, more or less in unison but with widely different levels of enthusiasm and intonation.

      "Yeah? But there's nothing there," Fre said, nose wrinkled and brows drawn low over her eyes. "Just old, rotting books and other junk. Nothing useful."

      "That's still more than this lake has," Kell pointed out.

      Nea and Ansel both agreed, surprisingly. That settled the matter. Their supplies might be lost. They might be lost. But knowledge was everything! And almost-sort-of close to their original plan anyway!

      If nothing else, books made good fire-starters, and Ansel was looking rather cold.

      Kell didn't say that part out loud. He
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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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