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      And suddenly you know…it’s time to start something new and trust the magic of new beginnings. This is for all of my fans. Thank you for continuing this journey with me and delving into this new world I have created.
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      “You have to leave, Ryk. You can’t stay here. If you don’t, they will catch you,” his mother, Galina demanded as she stuffed clothing into a canvas bag from the bottom of his closet.

      “What are you talking about, mom? I can’t leave you. I won’t be like dad and abandon you to the humans,” Ryker objected.

      His mom stopped what she was doing and looked up at him. He hated seeing tears brimming in her lavender eyes. She worked hard to provide for him and protect him from the corruption in Bramble’s Edge.

      Life for most of his friends was a game of dodge ball as they traversed the streets of the Edge trying to find work, food or fun. It wasn’t easy being Fae in the Mag Mell realm. Sure, it used to belong to the Fae, but that was before humans invaded.

      After the invasion, Fae his mother’s age were forced to move into the small area of Bramble’s Edge. In the Edge all Fae were controlled and used for human betterment. Ryker had no knowledge what life was like before all Fae kind were relocated to the Edge and he didn’t care. All that mattered now was surviving and taking care of his mom.

      “It’s not safe for you here anymore. I promised I would keep you safe.”

      Ryker crossed the room and gathered his mother in his arms. His height put her head at his chest level. Her small stature solidified his desire to be the one protecting her now. She’d done enough for him. He was finally able to give back.

      He wanted to wrap his newly blue and black wings around her and shield her from further abuse. Over the top of her head he had a perfect view of her orange and yellow wings. Part of him was relieved to finally have the transition upon him.

      For years he’d been on edge wondering when he would come into his powers. At twenty-four years old he was on the average side of development. Most Fae reached this point sometime between twenty-one and thirty with most transitioning in their late twenties.

      His mother wasn’t old for a Fae. They didn’t age like humans which he thought made them mad. For instance, his mom’s dirty blonde hair didn’t reflect her age like it would a human her age. She had more life in her than any human at sixty-three years old.

      As a race his kind lived for hundreds if not thousands of years and had abilities far above those of ordinary humans. Sure, there were some with precognition, telepathy and similar abilities centered around the mind, but it was nowhere near as powerful as a Fae’s.

      Ryker believed that Fae wouldn’t be subjugated forever. He had to believe his kind would eventually reclaim their power. His wings fluttered at his back reminding him why they were having this conversation.

      “You must escape and find the underground,” Galina instructed. “Your powers are manifesting.” Her words made Ryker look over his shoulder at the bright blue in his wings. Part of him was excited to discover where his powers would lie and what his abilities would be, but the rest of him was terrified. This changed everything, and he wasn’t ready for that change.

      When they reached their strongest point, a Fae developed their powers. Fae had the ability to control the elements. Some were able to manifest and use fire while for others it was water, or earth or air. And there were the rare ones that controlled all four plus the spirit.

      “Yes, but I can hide it. I will not leave you. Once I learn control, I plan to work so you don’t have to clean houses in the middle ground anymore.”

      Pounding on the front door echoed through the small apartment before his mom responded. Her hand went to her mouth and she looked to the window. “Go out the window while I send them away.”

      “How did they know to come here today?” Ryker wondered. He’d only known for a few hours that his powers were developing. The sudden influx of power made his limbs feel as if they’d become live wires right before color flooded his pale wings. Every Fae was born with light peach colored wings with slightly darker designs and as they transitioned, they changed color and most of the time the design turned black or a similar dark color.

      The lights in the bathroom burst when he tried to take a shower and the water went from hot to cold and back again in a dizzying rush. His mom explained what was happening and that she thought he’d be proficient in more than one element then started packing his bags.

      “Nothing gets past them. You know that, Ryk. Now go,” she shooed him to the window. “Find the Peridun beyond the brothel. She will guide you to the underground. I love you.”

      Ryker slung his bag over his shoulder and headed for the window before he second guessed his will to leave. He had no desire to go to Bramble’s Edge Academy. Everyone that went through the program came out a slave.

      “I’ll be back,” he promised.

      His mother’s voice was loud in their humble home as he lifted the windowpane. Pounding feet echoed the second the panel squeaked in protest. Ryker jumped out the window without pausing. The next building was less than four feet away and he almost slipped on the grimy ledge he landed on.

      “Stop. Do not take flight,” a male ordered from the open window. Ryker stood on a miniscule balcony and extended his wings in response. The Fae cursed and crawled through the window behind him. Ryker hated getting angry or fighting his own kind.

      Anytime he saw the police patrolling the Edge he wondered how many wanted to be doing that job. His gut told him not everything was as it seemed in their world now. He discounted rumors about the state of the rest of their realm along with how humans came into power. There had to be more at play.

      Ryker snarled and crouched to take off. The sound of metal made Ryker pause before flying away. “Fucking hell,” he cursed as he flapped his wings and tried to fly away. Unfortunately, his movements weren’t fast enough.

      His wrists fell to his sides the second the magical cuffs made contact with his body. Falling to a knee, Ryker tried to wiggle free of the restraints. He had to get free of this or he was going to end up at the academy.

      From the corner of his eye, Ryker noticed several of his neighbors hovered just inside their homes watching what went down. He wanted to show them Fae could fight back but was powerless to do anything except sweat as the pain increased in his torso.

      The magical band wrapped around his chest and locked his hands in place. The more he fought against it the more pain radiated out from the metal. It seared his skin, making him wonder if the steel was fusing to his bone after the electricity ate through his skin.

      “It’s no use, Ryker. Give up. It’ll be easier if you come along willingly,” the male said.

      Lifting his green eyes, Ryker noticed the male was closer and was shocked to see he knew the Fae. There was no mistaking those blue eyes and auburn hair, or the red and black wings. “Aidan? Is that you?”

      “Yes. It’s me. Look, you need to calm down. The magic will dissipate if you stop fighting. The Academy isn’t as bad as we heard when we were kids. You will learn how to control your power. Without instruction you can’t hope to channel and wield your abilities.”

      Ryker wanted to scoff at his childhood friend. It sounded as if he was reciting a rehearsed message. It was impossible to forget the stories they’d heard of students being maimed by the teaching practices. And, sometimes worse.

      Problem was, without access to technology there was no way to know which was more accurate unless he went to the school. The mischief in Aidan that drew him to the other male was now completely absent. That had to mean something, right?

      “Ryker,” his mom sobbed from inside his bedroom. Another male had his hands on her small shoulders, and he towered over her short frame with straight shoulders and a glare. The threat was evident. And, it made nausea churn in his gut.

      Ryker’s gaze rapidly traveled over the area as he considered his options. The crumbling stone area where Fae lived was urban and anathema to what powered his kind.

      From old stories, the Fae created Bramble’s Edge as a trade center, but the fifteen square block area was surrounded by plants and animals that fed their power. Ryker had never seen what his realm looked like before because Fae weren’t allowed to have communication devices or computers. All he knew was humans lived very differently than they did.

      He’d accompanied his mom to the houses she cleaned for the average human. They had massive screens that showed movies and other gadgets he couldn’t imagine a use for. The rich were said to have even more.

      He only had one choice if he wanted to escape and find a way to improve his people’s status. Climbing to his feet. Ryker pushed off the balcony and flapped his wings.

      Thankfully they were extended when the containment cuffs wrapped around him or he would have no choice but to go with them. In the air, he got a better view of the Edge. The centaur’s section was a block and a half away while the Barghests’ smaller apartment complexes boarded the stables on the other side.

      To call where the centaurs lived stables was being nice. It was more of an alley with hay strewn about and a main area for cooking. The only shelter they had to protect them from rain and snow was a roof and two walls. The Barghest building served as the back of their homes with the front of them completely open.

      It took great effort for Ryker to soar above the tall buildings, but when he did, he caught a glimpse of the Academy and the ocean beyond that. If he could make it to the water, then he might be able to fly down the coast to an area free of human rule.

      ‘Are you crazy? There’s nothing there but a waste land. You’re not suicidal, idiot.’ His inner voice scolded as he quickly decided on a plan. No, he wasn’t suicidal, but the other males had taken to the air, so he didn’t have time to rethink things.

      When he passed over the Asrai’s section, he thought he might make it to freedom. He tried to listen to his instinct and determine what he might be able to do. It would be great if he could shadow meld. Not that there were many shadows at the moment, he told himself. Invisibility would be perfect to help him get away.

      “Ryker you must stop. Authorities have been notified,” Aidan called out behind him. Sure enough, a second later a loud warning siren sounded throughout the Edge sending hobs and brownies scurrying for cover.

      The band was now constricting his mid-section, making it difficult to breathe. The agony had spots dancing in his vision. Ryker put on a burst of speed and dodged the next strike Aidan threw his way.

      The coil fell uselessly to the ground and set off a shower of sparks when it landed. “We can do better, Aidan. Just let me go.”

      “I can’t do that. It’s clear your powers are out of control and controlling your behavior, Ryker. Stop and think about what you are doing.”

      The massive stone structure loomed in the distance, distracting Ryker. He was too far away to see details, but it was obvious countless students gathered in the lawn in front of the Academy to watch what was going on.

      There was nothing obvious about the institution to tell him he would be in danger if he went there. His mother shared what happened during the war with humans and the subsequent fallout countless times over his life.

      The worst was the murder of the Fae King and Queen which left their people vulnerable. Without someone to wield the King’s mantle they were defenseless. Ryker often wondered what life would be like if they had a king. The humans wouldn’t roll over and run away, but he had to believe a King would give them another layer of defense.

      His wings were becoming heavy with his continued effort, but he refused to give up now. Noise behind him forced Ryker to dredge up every ounce of energy he had and pour it into his wings.

      He jerked forward and flew faster with the effort. He wobbled through the air like a drunk flyer. Knives sliced through his wings suddenly, stealing all of his attention. Twisting his head around he noted he hadn’t actually suffered any visible wounds, even if it felt like it.

      Every young Fae is told they shouldn’t fly much because there was a shield around the Edge. Until that moment it existed as a warning only for little ones. As his wings went numb and stopped working, Ryker realized the painful truth of the powers controlling their lives.

      Aidan and another Fae hovered in place and watched as Ryker fell to the ground in a tangle of wings. With his arms bound to his sides there was nothing he could do to protect himself from harm.

      When his body slammed into the hard ground, Ryker’s vision went black for several seconds. One wing was beneath him as his side impacted with enough force to shatter stone.

      A cracking sound was quickly followed by agony. Every inch of his body hurt, and he was fairly certain he would never be able to use his left wing again. Thankfully, darkness encroached and swallowed him.

      Right before he lost consciousness, he heard the officers complain about how difficult all of the transitioning Fae were this time around.

      ‘Because we’re sick and fucking tired of being slaves to the humans.’ he thought.
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      Stomach twisted in knots, Maurelle lingered in the bathroom in case the rest of the breakfast she managed to choke down came back up. Shoving the window open, she enjoyed the cool autumn breeze that blew through the small room. It filled her with energy she didn’t fully understand, but loved, nonetheless.

      Leaning her hands on the sink, she winced at the dark circles under her grey eyes and the greasy tangled mess of her pink hair. She looked nothing like the vibrant Fae she normally was. Even her pink and turquoise wings were dulled.

      Ever since coming into her power a year ago, she’d been relegated to the house because there was no mistaking the bright color of her wings. Not that their dulled illumination at the moment meant she could venture from her family’s small apartment. It was still obvious she was transitioning, and it was her duty to report to Bramble’s Edge Academy.

      “Are you almost done in there?” Her sister, Nyx called through the door as she banged on the wood. “I need to do my hair so I can go to lunch with Alek.”

      Maurelle rolled her eyes at her sister’s urgency and wished she hadn’t when it sent pain pounding in the back of her head. Everything was urgent for her younger sisters, but especially for Nyx who was four years younger than Maurelle. She recalled what it felt like to go to lunch with a cute male at eighteen years old.

      “I’m done,” Maurelle croaked as she opened the door.

      “Eeew. Stay back. You look like the Peridun on tenth street cast a spell on you. I don’t want to get whatever has made you so sick,” Nyx informed her as she danced out of her personal space.

      “Thanks, Nyx. Love you, too,” Maurelle mumbled as she walked down the short hall. For the hundredth time over the past year, Maurelle was grateful her father had such a good job in the Edge.

      Technically he worked in Furness, the human area just outside the slums of the Edge where the middle-class humans lived. Even the poorest in Furness had better lives than every Fae. They went about their lives oblivious to what Fae went through. It helped that the Edge was separated from the humans by brambles so thick most Fae could not sneak through.

      It would be nice if his talent afforded them a place in Furness, or even Dornwich. Unfortunately, there was no way her dad could be given a shop in the elite human section of Dornwich, because while the opulent wanted her dad’s clocks and watches there was no way they wanted him that close to them.

      Her father’s income allowed them to live close to Furness which gave her a perfect view of the human section beyond the brambles. It broke her heart that the humans lived in well-maintained houses, most of them individual houses while Fae were crammed into crumbling buildings they couldn’t fix or maintain.

      Although Fae used their magic to do what they could with the Edge. Humans liked their neatly manicured areas where the Fae preferred it more on the wild side. The smooth stone streets of the humans were stark and unattractive to Maurelle.

      They might not have much, but every Fae added a bit of their magic to line the stones of the streets with grass and flowers, giving the ground a more appealing appearance. Elders like her mom, who was an earth Fae, used some of their talent to encourage vines to help shore up the walls of the worst buildings.

      Every once in a while, the humans killed the grass and flowers and took down the vines. Maurelle figured they didn’t want them too comfortable. Stopping by her open bedroom door, she considered lying down, but Erlina was listening to music on her bed, so Maurelle continued to the living room.

      Her mom looked up and smiled at her. “Hey, sweetie. How are you feeling?”

      “Not too great,” Maurelle replied. “Between my stomach and my head, I’m ready to curl into a ball.”

      “I made you some ginger tea. I can run down and pick up some feverfew to help with the headache,” her mom offered. Not that the apothecary was far, but Maurelle hated being more of a burden than she already was.

      Shaking her head, Maurelle continued to the sofa. “That’s okay mom. The ginger tea will be perfect.”

      She wasn’t able to leave her house now that she was transitioning, otherwise, she’d be hauled off to the academy. Her parents both attended the academy when they reached their power, but things there changed when the humans took over.

      Her mom and dad said Fae weren’t the same when they came out compared to when they entered the Academy. They couldn’t explain it to her, but they didn’t want her to serve the humans and suppress her fellow Fae.

      Maurelle groaned as she lowered herself to the sofa. Her mom was right there with the tea a second later. “Thanks, mom,” she said and sipped the hot liquid. It was easier now to ignore the impressions she got from the teacup.

      A year ago, she couldn’t touch anything without being bombarded with visions of the past. So far, the only ability that manifested for Maurelle was psychometry, and for that she was grateful. She couldn’t imagine having to deal with more at once.

      Talk about awkward, she thought. Moments after her wings colored and electricity flooded her system, she went to the fridge to get a drink and saw her father making out with her mother. No child wants to see her father doing intimate things with their mother.

      A knock on the door interrupted Maurelle’s musings. Figuring it was Alek for Nyx, she continued sipping her tea. Her head snapped around when she heard angry male voices.

      “Your daughter will be coming with us!” a male informed her mother.

      Maurelle’s worst nightmare unfolded before her eyes. For the first time in her life she wished Fae were allowed to have technological devices like communication devices so she could call her father. The only thought Maurelle had as she looked at the auburn-haired Fae that was there to collect her was that she should run.

      She had no idea where she would actually go if she managed to get away. Every Fae heard rumors about the underground, but she didn’t know where it was or where it would take her. Outside of Bramble’s Edge and the human settlements there was nothing.

      “You can’t take her. She’s sick and can’t go to the Academy right now,” her mother tried reasoning with the officer.

      Nyx and Erlina came rushing down the hall and stopped short when they saw the officers. Their identical pale green eyes met Maurelle’s gaze, showing her how terrified they were.

      “Go back,” she mouthed to them and waved them away.

      “Sickness doesn’t exempt her from the academy. She needs to come with us now!” the same officer demanded.

      Throwing her cup of tea at the male, Maurelle took off down the hallway. Nyx and Erlina jumped out of the way when she passed. Maurelle continued to her parent’s bedroom, grabbing a pair of her mom’s shoes as she went.

      A shout made her turn her head in time to see her sisters stand in the middle of the hall. Nyx perfected the snobby, entitled look as she crossed her arms over her chest and glowered. “Leave my sister alone,” she screamed.

      Maurelle nearly smiled when she saw Nyx adjust her hands to shove her breasts together and out. It was a distraction technique that rarely failed. Especially, with Fae males. Fae were a lusty species.

      It wasn’t something her parents ever talked about with her, but they didn’t need to because the raging desire was enough to tell Maurelle how important sex was going to be to her. That was the stage Nyx was at, and why she was so eager for lunch with Alex.

      Having a sexual outlet mellowed Fae and helped them remain stable. Maurelle was certain her lack of any partners was one of the reasons she was sick at the moment. There was no outlet to equalize her powers. It helped to let of the steam.

      Her jaw dropped when the Fae officer didn’t pay one bit of attention to Nyx. When the male pushed her sister out of his way, Maurelle turned away from the window. She tossed one of the shoes and it hit the male in the head. Erlina started crying and pressed herself against the wall opposite Nyx.

      Maurelle’s head throbbed with all the movement, making her stomach lurch. With bile in her throat, she hurried toward the male. She could hear her mother arguing with the other male in the living room, but she had to focus on the one in her parent’s room with her.

      The look of fury on his face made her sidestep and put the king-sized bed between them. “You will not escape us. It’ll be better for you if you give up now.”

      Shaking her head, she looked for a way out of this mess. If she could make it to the window, she could fly away. She wasn’t sure how far she’d get with her pounding head and upset stomach, but she wasn’t giving up now.

      When the male lunged for her legs, she jumped and cried out when her discomfort increased. On instinct, she kicked out at the Fae. It had to be a comical sight, she thought as her arms flailed in the air and her tangled hair swung around her face.

      Her foot connected with the side of his head and it snapped to the side. Following through with her half-assed assault, she grabbed hold of his hair. His arm slammed into her chest and sent her sailing across the room.

      Her side slammed into the dresser with more force than Maurelle ever thought possible. Her hand swept her mother’s glass trinkets to the floor with a clatter. She winced at both the noise and the way they shattered on impact with the wood floor.

      “Maurelle,” Nyx shouted.

      Maurelle lifted her head to see the Fae jump over the bed and land right next to her. He reached behind his body and pulled out a silver loop. Electricity sparked from the object, making her mouth go dry.

      Her fight renewed as she started wiggling and throwing her elbows around, hoping to bust his nose. One of his arms banded around her waist, pressing on her stomach hard enough she worried she was going to throw up.

      With his free hand, he brought the silver to his mouth and muttered a word that made it shiver. Before she knew what was happening, he slapped it against her side. The metal shifted shape and wound its way around her mid-torso.

      Based on his curse he hoped it would latch on in a different place. Her wings were free, as were her hands. She grabbed hold of the metal with the intention of pulling the restraint off.

      The second her hand landed on the object, her parent’s room and the Fae on top of her disappeared. As was always the case when she used her powers, she couldn’t focus on anything for several seconds.

      The only thing she knew before her vision cleared was the general impression of the memory she was accessing. Whatever awaited her on the other side had caused a great deal of fear, and determination.

      She supposed it shouldn’t surprise her given the weapon was wielded by a collector. Collector’s might be Fae, but it was now obvious to Muarelle that they didn’t have one ounce of empathy or even individual identity.

      It was eerie enough that it made her wonder what happened at the academy to erase his personality so thoroughly. From the way her parents described their time at the university, she had no doubt it was an entirely different establishment now.

      When the fog cleared from her mind, she saw the most gorgeous Fae male. Was it her lengthy dry spell and heightened sexual need that made her think the male in her vision was so good looking?

      No, she decided as she got a glimpse of his sharp features and stunning, deep green eyes. His black hair was a mess around his head and a little longer over his forehead.

      The look of determination echoed what she felt the moment the officers appeared in her home. Her heart started pounding when he snarled and lifted into the air a second later. She wanted to shout a warning at him.

      With his hand bound to his sides there was no way he was going to get very far. The same device sparked around his waist, making her realize it had been used on him last.

      The further he flew from the Fae that attacked her the tighter her throat constricted. If he managed to get away the device wouldn’t be on her at that moment. His flight path faltered as he looked back at the male now chasing him through the sky.

      When the ocean came into view, Maurelle held her breath. The academy was precisely how her parents described. The large stone buildings surrounded by lush greenery with brambles on the one side and the ocean at its back.

      The profusion of sparks distracted her from the view. Her gaze shifted just in time to see the attractive male slam into an invisible barrier in the sky. No one ever told Maurelle exactly what would happen if she tried to fly away, just not to try because she would regret it.

      Watching his wing light up as if lightning struck it right before he plummeted to the ground, made her nausea churn. She watched with wide eyes and a racing heart as he felt to the ground.

      She swore the impact rattled the earth when he landed. His wing was bent behind his back and his side was bleeding. The scene was so gruesome she doubted the male would ever recover.

      Unwilling to be so vulnerable with two officers in her house, Maurelle forced her mind from the vision and back into her home. Her head was being split by a pickaxe and bile filled her nostrils.

      It was nearly impossible to open her eyes given that they felt glued shut. When she managed to open them, she was being hauled from the floor by the auburn-haired male. He had a hold of her collar and one of her arms.

      Her sisters were in tears huddled together. Maurelle stumbled along with the officer holding her. The disorientation lasted longer than normal after she came out of her visions. She had no idea if it was because she forced herself out of this one or because she was sick.

      She could hear her mother begging for them to let her go, but the other male refused to listen. “Are you going to cooperate now?”

      Maurelle tried to break the officer’s tight grip on her arm, but she was brought up short when her hand refused to lift from her side. A quick glance down told her that somehow her wrists were incorporated into the cuffs.

      “No. You can’t take my daughter,” her mom sobbed as she was drug through the house. Her mother lunged for the male holding her and once again time slowed for Maurelle.

      The second her mom tried to reach her the other male lifted a long smooth black stick and swung. The pole connected with her mom’s head with a loud thud. Her sisters screamed along with her as their mother’s head flew to the side and blood splattered against the wall.

      “What the fuck did you do?” The officer holding her barked.

      This had to be a nightmare, Maurelle thought as she watched her mother slump to the floor. Part of her skull was missing, and her blank brown eyes stared at nothing.

      “Mom,” she screamed as her stomach revolted at the sight. The tea she drank earlier came up in a rush and then out of her mouth and nose. Maurelle tried to see if her mom’s chest was rising and falling but was hauled through the door before she could make a determination.

      “Go get dad,” she called back to her sisters as she was pushed down the stairs. The bright sunshine mocked the grief wracking her chest as the Fae shoved her toward a wagon. With her on her stomach, the male pressed a disc to the back of her shackle, and they fell away with a pop. She needed to get one of those keys for the cuffs.

      Quickly, she scrambled to her feet and tried to rush past him, so she could get to her father. As the door shut behind her, Maurelle looked back and saw her sisters huddled in the doorway of the apartment complex they called home. This couldn’t be happening, she told herself.

      As her heart shattered in a million pieces, she kicked the bars keeping her away from her sisters. She wouldn’t be there to comfort her dad or help him soothe Nyx or Erlina.

      Her fingers wrapped around the bars as she screamed to anyone that would listen while she was hauled away. For the first time since getting her powers, she wasn’t thrown into a vision.

      Real life had a tight grip on her battered soul and refused to let go. They had ruthlessly killed her mother because she didn’t want to send Maurelle to their stupid academy. How could she go on when her sweet, loving mother was gone? She wasn’t even going to be able to say goodbye and help send her mother’s spirit to the afterlife.

      She shouldn’t be so surprised given the torture she witnessed in her last vision. Anyone that allowed that to occur didn’t give a damn who was harmed in their bid for domination and power.
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writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



OEBPS/images/faeking-copy_final-fjm_ibooks_1600x2400.jpg
BRAMBLE'S EDGE ACADEMY \

UNEARTHANG

(HE







