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        “Bad luck relies on absolutely perfect timing.”

      

      

      
        
        ~Cathrynne M. Valente
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        October 31, 1999

        Chicago, Illinois

      

      

      Wrong turn. Wrong neighborhood. Wrong everything.

      Katherine Carter eyed the buildings hunched on either side of the street—windows boarded over with plywood, stoops she’d have called in for a welfare check any other night. The construction detours she’d taken had landed her square in the worst part of Chicago.

      Not a good thing for a girl in a cat suit.

      The city’s streets were tangled with traffic on any day. On Halloween night, they were a nightmare.

      Sirens wailed somewhere behind her—routine, almost soothing, the sound of other people’s emergencies—and she thought of her fellow officers back at the station. Her hands sat tight on the wheel, ten and two, the way they only did when a scene felt wrong. She’d had to call in every favor to get the evening off. Now she wondered if that had been such a good idea as she wound her way through a maze of busted out streetlights and row houses in disrepair.

      A few trick-or-treaters that looked way too old to do so stepped in front of her car.

      Kat slammed the brakes and honked at them.

      They turned around and flicked her off.

      Hitting a kid—of any age—in a costume was just what she needed. She’d already gotten into more than her fair share of trouble on the police force. Another round might earn her an extended compulsory leave if she wasn’t careful. She could just see it now, “Policewoman in Cat Suit Runs Down Trick-or-Treaters in Vintage Pinto. News at Eleven.”

      She shook her head, then pushed her pea green Pinto onward, determined to find her way back to the main thoroughfare, and with any luck, to the party that Sergeant Antonio Valdez had invited her to.

      She turned down a side street and smiled. Valdez was worth the effort. She’d had her eye on him for a long time, and the feeling seemed to be mutual. She just hoped he’d be different from her other failed dating attempts.

      Cops dating cops didn’t always work out so well. Neither did cops dating anyone, really.

      Kat drove down to the next stoplight, looking for landmarks. Anything to tell her where she was. The neighborhood was getting seedier by the block.

      She usually possessed a good sense of direction, but something was throwing off her equilibrium tonight. A presence of some kind.

      She shook it off and flicked on the radio—anything to pull her mind off the pressure building behind her eyes. The headaches had a way of showing up before the nights that went wrong. She’d stopped pretending that was a coincidence.

      “Preliminary hearings begin tomorrow for British illusionist Hugh Harrison, in what is being called the murder trial of the century. The world-famous magician is accused of making his brother and stage partner disappear, permanently⁠⁠—”

      The radio cut out as Kat’s car sputtered and shook.

      She looked for a place to pull over, but there was none. Instead, she pulled into an alleyway just before the car gasped its last.

      She turned the ignition.

      Her car grated in protest, refusing to start.

      She waited a few minutes and tried again.

      Nothing.

      Kat peered through her windshield. Wadded up trash tumbled across the pockmarked pavement and drifted past her in a gust of wind, drawing her attention to a sign on her far right. Cabrini-Green.

      She gasped.

      Definitely not a good thing for a girl in a cat suit.

      She glanced up at the outline of half-demolished high-rises. The city was tearing down the massive public housing project, to the delight of some and the dismay of others. The project was changing the face of the city. No wonder she couldn’t get her bearings.

      She was still on the Near North side, but crime was rampant in this area. Her car would be stripped in no time, and so would she.

      Kat rubbed her temples and assessed her situation. I could call Valdez.

      It would be embarrassing as hell, but he’d come get her. He was one of the few people she knew who would brave this part of town. The man worked in the gang unit and knew the streets even better than she did.

      She pulled her phone out of her bra and flipped it open.

      The battery was dead.

      Crap.

      Something moved nearby, at the edges of her vision. Her puke green car was drawing attention, fair game for the chop shops.

      Several figures emerged from the shadows across the street.

      They’re just interested in the car, Kat told herself, trying to remain calm.

      They could have the hunk of junk if it kept them busy long enough for her to find a working phone.

      She stepped out and locked her Pinto, wondering if she’d see it again in its current state.

      Cold seeped through her thin costume like she wasn’t wearing one—October air with a knife in it, thick with exhaust and the wet-ash reek of a trash fire burning somewhere close. Her bootfalls echoed on the pavement as she made her way down the dark street, trying not to attract any additional attention.

      But she was dressed to kill, or at least to capture Valdez’s attention. Now she worried about who else’s she might snare. Her black leather outfit hugged her curves in all the right places and was a bit risqué. So were her thigh high go-go boots. The furry-eared headband wasn’t helping either. She looked ridiculous. What had she been thinking?

      She picked up her pace, her nerves getting the better of her, then turned a corner and ran headlong into a group of large, loud men decked out in bright, baggy pants, hoodies, fancy shoes, and gold chains.

      Adrenaline dumped through her, cold and electric.

      Five men stopped their exchange and stared at her, their eyes bulging at her racy costume.

      Well, hell. She could usually detect danger before she was in it, but not tonight. Something intruded upon her senses—a gigantic ball of energy blazing into her brain.

      The men surrounded her.

      “Here, kitty, kitty,” called a guy with a shaven, tattooed head. He cracked a smile, revealing several gold-capped teeth.

      “Well, if it isn’t a black cat, come to see us on Halloween night!” Another man slapped his thigh and laughed. “And a fine one too!”

      A third man approached, looking her up and down. “Honey, you working overtime down in the red-light district? How ‘bout you give us a little sample? Or a group discount?”

      The laughter of the other men echoed off the buildings. More peeled from the darkness, and the cold that went through her had nothing to do with the October air.

      “I think you made a wrong turn somewhere, baby doll!”

      There had to be at least twenty of them. Kat was a decent enough fighter, a black belt in a few of the martial arts, but there was no way she could take on so many people at once, and there was nowhere to hide. They were in an open space, planned as a play area between the high-rises, but claimed by the drug dealers and other lowlifes that ruled the projects, or the ‘Jets’ as they were often called.

      She stared at the men, wishing she had her Smith & Wesson .357 Magnum with her. It was tucked away at home, along with the rest of her uniform.

      The gooseflesh on her arms rose and her head pounded again as they closed in on her.

      The first man lunged forward and tried to grab her.

      She swung and kicked, braced for the moment they’d all rush at once, but they seemed to enjoy taking her on one at a time.

      “Look at that pussycat move!” one hollered.

      “Wait till later,” another added. “Then we’ll see some real pussy.”

      His remark riled her. She turned and gave him a swift roundhouse kick to the face. That would shut him up…for now.

      The man howled in pain.

      “I think she broke his jaw!” another shouted.

      “Bad Kitty!” a burly man snarled. “You’re gonna pay for that!”

      They rushed her from all sides. Kat didn’t know where to look next. Instinct and training kicked in.

      She kept moving, kicking and spinning, trying to maintain her center of balance and stay on her feet while throwing them off guard and keeping them at bay. It was a dance of sorts, and she was thankful for her thick-heeled go-go boots, which did plenty of damage themselves.

      Someone grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her backward. Her scalp burned in protest, and she elbowed her assailant as hard as she could, breaking free from his grasp. The man groaned somewhere behind her.

      The air crackled and hissed around her. Flashes of light sparked overhead like lightning.

      She stopped and blinked away spots.

      Her assailants screamed and howled, shrinking away from something behind her.

      The air behind her had gone wrong—her whole body knew it before her eyes could. She made herself turn anyway.

      She threw up her arms, shielding her eyes as a brilliant burst of light exploded in front of her, blinding her.

      “Get down,” a voice called out of the light.

      A force pushed her to the ground, hovering over her.

      An explosion ripped through the air above her.

      The pain in her skull intensified while humming and zapping sounds assaulted her ears.

      The noise grew loud
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      Kat opened her eyes, her head still throbbing. Cold had seeped up through her thin costume from the concrete beneath her.

      She looked up into the most angelic face she’d ever seen. It appeared to be a man—a young man, wreathed with a halo of reddish-gold curls that framed his sculpted features.

      He glowed in the darkness as he bent over her.

      Oh my God, she thought. Am I dead?

      His deep blue eyes twinkled with amusement. “No.”

      Kat’s brows rose. He could hear her? Maybe she was dead. She wondered how many assholes she took with her. Jerks.

      The young man laughed. “Are you okay?”

      She blinked up at him. Was she in heaven or somewhere else? There was a lot of fire in his hair. Maybe she was in the other place.

      He leaned closer and reached out to touch her face.

      Sparks snapped where he made contact, a sharp electric sting that jolted through her.

      He grimaced and removed his hand. “Sorry. That doesn’t usually happen, but you’re so…”

      She lay there, transfixed.

      Beautiful, he smiled. Well, you are.

      She gaped at him, speechless for a moment. His lips hadn’t moved when he’d spoken that time.

      Kat opened her mouth to say something when police sirens cut loose nearby, every wail landing in her aching skull.

      She groaned and clutched her head, shutting her eyes against the excruciating pain.

      When she opened them again, the glowy guy was gone.

      She looked around, stunned.

      What was he? Some kind of guardian angel? Or a fiery figment of her imagination that had just zapped her?

      She cradled her face where he had touched her. It felt like a bee had stung her. An enormous one.

      She straightened, and cop instinct took inventory before her head had finished clearing. At least a dozen men surrounded her, sprawled across the concrete, moaning and groaning for mercy. The air still hummed, charged, like the inside of a blown fuse box, and it carried the stink of burning—clothes, hair, something electrical.

      Kat wrinkled her nose. What the hell had just happened?

      She glanced up as an officer approached her, recognizing him at once as a recruit she’d trained with at the academy.

      “George Atkins. What did you have to do to get sent down here?”

      “I might ask you the same thing,” he said as he helped her up. “I was on patrol nearby when gunshots were reported in the area.”

      “It was an explosion.” She straightened and brushed herself off.

      “Yeah, the utility company said there was something down, but⁠⁠—”

      His eyes widened at her racy outfit, and he stared at her for a moment, slack jawed.

      “What kinds of mischief are you up to tonight, Kat?” he asked, finding his voice. “Are you undercover? You’re not nabbing Johns in the red-light district, are you?”

      “No.” The word came out too fast, and her face burned.

      He shook his head and looked at her, puzzled. “Then what?”

      “I was trying to get to the costume party tonight.”

      He cocked his head at her for a moment, thinking. “That was last night, not tonight.”

      Kat sighed. “Of course, it was.”

      “I was wondering if you were gonna show up. So was Sergeant Valdez. He was kinda bummed that you stood him up.”

      She groaned and dragged a hand across her face. She was unlucky in love, any day of the week, and had been working so hard that she couldn’t even keep any of them straight.

      The weight of Atkins’s stare drew her back to the present—to the strobe of light bars off the half-demolished high-rises, the shouts and the radio static, the burnt-electrical reek still hanging in the air.

      “But…how’d you wind up in Cabrini-Green?” he asked.

      “I thought I was late for the party, and I had this awful headache, and it was dark, and there were construction signs everywhere. I took a wrong turn, which I never do—stop laughing, George—and then my car broke down and I…” She shrugged and gestured to the surrounding chaos. “Somehow ended up down here.”

      Four more police cars arrived, followed by three fire engines and two utility trucks. Her fellow cops hauled gang bangers past them.

      “Don’t let her touch me again!” one man wailed as they dragged him past. His clothes were still smoking. “That woman is too hot to handle!”

      George grinned. “That’s an understatement.” He narrowed his eyes at her. “Do you have a stun gun on you? These guys look like they got fried by something.”

      “In this outfit?” She fisted her hands on her hips, then glanced past him as a news crew arrived and began setting up cameras. The thought of being on television in a cat suit horrified her.

      Naked. That was the word for it—lit up in black leather and go-go boots under the news crew’s lights, the cold pebbling her bare arms, a dozen groaning men sprawled at her feet. And when her supervisors caught wind of this whole fiasco…

      She shuddered at the thought.

      Atkins looked her up and down. “No, I can’t imagine you getting much of anything in that outfit. Besides yourself.” He fanned himself, then shook his head. “Sorry, Kat, but I have to bring you down to the station for questioning. You know the drill. I’ll have one of the… gals on duty search you…”

      He diverted his eyes, but not before she caught what was in them.

      “There was a flash of light behind me,” she tried to explain. “Like a transformer blew out or something. A huge one. Then my head felt like it would explode, and I passed out for a few minutes. When I came to, most of these guys were on the ground screaming for mercy.”

      She left out the part about the glowy guy. She’d spent a lifetime keeping the strange things to herself—the hunches that came true, the way trouble always found her—and tonight wasn’t the night to break the habit. She didn’t want to be hauled off to the loony bin. Though she might need to.

      “Can you have someone tow my car?” she asked, changing the subject. “At least, what’s left of it?”

      “Sure thing.” He returned his gaze to her, then whistled. “What are you doing later tonight?”

      She bristled. “Are you picking me up at a crime scene?”

      “Maybe. That cat suit is hot. I might have to arrest you for indecent exposure.”

      She held up her hand. “Knock it off, George. Otherwise, you’ll get us both into trouble, and I’m already in enough as it is.”
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        Jefferson County Detention Center

        Golden, Colorado

      

      

      Never piss off a woman who possesses luck powers.

      Hugh Harrison chastised himself as he lay on the lumpy cot in his jail cell.

      Because sometimes Karma really was a bitch. She also happened to be his ex-girlfriend.

      And that’s where his troubles had begun. That’s where they always began—with a woman. Now he stood accused of his brother’s murder, despite the fact that there was no body.

      Had Karma cursed Dale too, or had something worse befallen him?

      Hugh had one last chance to find out before his trial began, and he was going to take it.

      He eyed the deadlock on his cell door. It was the same kind he’d picked countless times in front of a live audience.

      Were the local authorities mad? Hadn’t they seen his magic act?

      Hugh shook his head. America still mystified him at times. At least in Britain, they would have locked him down tight and hidden the key, giving him some sort of challenge. The county jail here was downright insulting to someone of his abilities, or rather, unique talents.

      A guard strode by for the midnight check, his footsteps echoing down the sterile corridor.

      Hugh slowed his breathing and began to count. He bunched his pillows into a slumbering form and drew a blanket over it, then listened to the snores of the prisoners in the other cells. None appeared to be awake.

      He stepped toward his cell door and concentrated on the lock, sensing its internal structure. He turned the cylinder just a touch with his thoughts, then set about aligning the notches along the flat lever tumblers until they formed a hole through which the deadbolt would slide. His lips curved upward as he heard the familiar click.

      Mind over matter.

      The metal squeaked in protest as he slid the steel door open inch by inch, just enough to slip through, then slid it back in place, tensing at every creak it made.

      The rhythmic snoring of his cellmates continued undisturbed as he crept down the hallway toward the end of the cell block.

      Hugh stared at the heavy metal gate and probed the locking mechanism with his mind. This one was electro-mechanical—a tad fancier, to be sure, but hardly a challenge. After a minute of searching for the proper positioning of its tumblers, the door clicked in surrender. He rolled it open enough to squeeze through, then latched it back in place behind him.

      Two down.

      Footsteps clacked on the tiles in the hallway, growing louder as they approached.

      He pressed himself against the wall and snapped his fingers, camouflaging himself with a veil of illusion.

      The guard walked past him, oblivious, whistling an old tune.

      Hugh continued on, his memory guiding him through a maze of hallways. Attention to detail often meant the difference between life and death. He’d learned that at a young age, and had made it a practice to memorize the entries, exits, and floor plans of any building he was in.

      He reached the central control station, where a pair of guards stood with their backs turned, mesmerized by late night sports replays on ESPN.

      Hugh knelt and made quick work of the lock on the glass-paneled door that led out of the cell pods.

      He crawled past them, unnoticed.

      That’s three.

      A few more twists and turns down the corridor, and he was almost home free. Almost. The front entryway was too heavily guarded, even in the middle of the night.

      Hugh stepped into a stairwell and ran his fingers along the edges of the outer door, disarming the alarms in the same manner he’d picked the locks.

      It was a puzzle; they all were. Instead of steel, this one was made of wires. It wasn’t much harder than hot wiring a car, only in reverse.

      Four. He smiled and ran his hand back over it for good measure.

      When he was satisfied, he stole out the side door and into the parking lot, looking for a car to nick.

      He started at a noise, then froze, straining to hear something, anything, as he held his breath for a moment.

      Silence loomed—empty, still.

      No one had noticed his absence…yet. But it wouldn’t be long. He’d have to appropriate something later.

      Hugh snapped his fingers again, cloaking himself with an illusion to blend into the night. Prison orange didn’t suit him, and his snowy hair marked him. It always had. Only his fellow Supers knew what he really looked like, and he preferred to keep it that way. Karma may have her luck powers, but he’d take those of illusion any day.

      He dashed across the parkway and hid behind the scraggly shrubbery that dotted the foothills of the nearby mountains. He made his way through Golden Cemetery, following a gulch that provided cover. It served as a stream in the spring for the mountain runoff but was bone dry this time of year, save the remnants of a recent snowfall that remained underfoot.

      He followed the shallow ravine toward a more wooded area, the air sharpening with cold pine and wet earth as he plunged deeper into the darkness, putting distance between himself and the jail.

      Hugh stopped to listen again. The sirens had still not gone off.

      He reached a clearing a few minutes later and raised his eyes to the moon high above. He hadn’t had a clear view of the sky since his last jailbreak. He might’ve gotten away too, if his blasted health condition hadn’t kicked in full force, which, of course, was instigated by another woman.

      Nightshade. He scowled into the darkness.

      If Karma was a bitch, Nightshade was a poisonous one. The remains of her attack still festered in his body. The Supers’ best healers could not remove the toxin. They could only slow it down, and time was not on his side. Better to find his brother than waste away in another cage, waiting for the inevitable. But first, he needed to reach the others before the poison flared up again.

      Finding Jacob would solve his immediate problems, but that was easier said than done. He was an energy shifter, able to wield and manipulate energy in astonishing ways—to heal, to fight, even to teleport. The man could be anywhere, and soon Hugh’s face would be too.

      He pressed onward, then stopped as realization hit him.

      It was too easy.

      At least for someone like him.

      The authorities had to know he’d break out again. Could they be tracking him this time, to see where he’d go? Perhaps there was a device somewhere in his clothing, possibly his shoes.

      Maybe they weren’t so stupid after all.

      Hugh kicked off the shoes and disrobed. He wasn’t about to chance leading the government back to the safe houses, even if it meant going au naturel.

      He chucked his garments into a nearby bush and shivered, wondering what would do him in first—Karma’s curse, Nightshade’s poison, or his current state of undress.

      Sirens blared in the distance. He was running out of time.

      Hugh snapped his fingers again, camouflaging himself, and disappeared into the night.
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        October 31, 1999

        Chicago, Illinois

      

      

      Jacob Jackson kept to the shadows of a boarded-up doorway, watching the woman he’d rescued talk to the police. A frigid gust funneled between the buildings and set him shivering; half a block down, cruiser lights strobed red and blue across the face of the projects, and the night air still carried the burnt-wiring stink of whatever had blown.

      He was more than happy to assist her, especially in that getup. In fact, he enjoyed zapping the crap out of her attackers, but he had strict orders to avoid authorities of all kinds.

      And cops were not his thing. They were not any Supers’ thing.

      His focus shifted to the large one the woman was talking to. The guy had a clogged heart chakra, and his meridians were a mess. He was going to have a heart attack soon if he didn’t stop eating all that greasy food.

      As an energy healer, Jacob saw and knew more than he wanted to, especially about humans. He had read every book he could find on their systems. There were none for Supers. He was the book on his own kind and learned more every day healing and treating them. He found it fascinating.

      His twin brother, Jared, preferred the energy of non-living things much more—machines, gadgets, computers, and the like. He and his brother were identical in face only, but as different as day and night in almost every other way.

      Like oil and water, Jacob thought.

      His people called themselves “Supers” for their extraordinary abilities, not knowing what other term to use. They did not dress up in tights and fight villains like the comic book heroes. The real world was a far less accepting place. Humans killed what they feared, and if they knew what lived among them, they might kill them all, or worse, study them beneath a microscope. It was his job to find the Sleepers before they became lab experiments. He and Jared were recruiters for the safe houses, finders of the lost.

      Jacob’s heart skipped a beat at his latest discovery. She was small and slender, with a curtain of long black hair that cascaded down her back, glinting with a blue sheen. Her olive skin made her look exotic. He wasn’t sure of her heritage. Asian? Hispanic? Native American? Something else? Something …

      Beautiful, he thought to himself.

      He studied the green waves of light emanating from her. They looked almost like a homing beacon, making her easy to track. It was the first time he’d ever seen anything like that.

      Some kind of unique power, he ruminated.

      Supers possessed more energy systems than humans, including one that revealed the source of their powers, and another that held the special bonds between mates and family members.

      He peered at her energy systems, admiring the spinning wheels of light that formed a clear line down her spine. They hummed and buzzed, emitting waves of color that cocooned her entire body in an aura of brightness. A network of meridians flowed through her like glittering rivers, weaving their way around her being.

      She was healthy and vibrant. He had no idea why she was wearing what she was wearing, especially here, but it made his blood stir.

      Jacob pressed back into the doorway’s dark, cold brick at his shoulders, and found it hard to breathe.

      Her presence overloaded him, electrified him—sparks snapped from his hands, his hair, everywhere else.

      He was still getting used to managing his overactive hormones that seemed to have taken off recently. He usually had better control, but she was…well, she was…

      Breathtaking, he sighed as a streetlight nearby popped and fizzled.

      Jacob stared at the woman, intrigued. Who was she? Did she even know about the others? Or had she always been alone, feeling strange and different, and wondering why?

      His heart contracted. He did not want to let this unknown and unique Super slip away. She was so different from the others he’d seen, and there was still so much they didn’t know about their own kind.

      He’d try to talk to her again once the cops were gone—if he could keep himself together

      He watched her talk animatedly to the cop for a few more minutes, then climb into the patrol car with him.

      Disappointment tugged at Jacob’s chest.

      Maybe he could track her down again later. With that green beacon, she shouldn’t be too hard to find. He hoped.

      He beamed over to a nearby mall and strode inside—fluorescent-bright and near-deserted this late on Halloween—intent on grabbing a bite in the food court, when Hugh’s stage face flickered across the wall of television sets in a department store window.

      He’d broken out of jail. Again.

      Jacob sighed. Dammit, Hugh. You had one job, to stay put.

      A banner across the bottom of the screens read, “Escape Artist Sought After Daring Naked Jailbreak.”

      Jacob startled. The man’s health was failing. He shouldn’t be running around the Rockies in the buff. Was he trying to kill himself?

      Some things never change, he groaned to himself, then teleported away to go look for him.
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      Hugh sprinted up a pebbled ridge, struggling to keep his foothold.

      He reached the crest of the hill and stopped to catch his breath, then scanned the landscape to get his bearings. The night sky shone down on a quiet Denver suburb below, southeast of the city. A reservoir glittered back at him in the moonlight, and beyond it, the safe house.

      He descended toward it as the poison sang in his veins, the note of it climbing. He’d learned to manage his condition for ten long years, but the stress of recent months made it flare out of control. The fear of what happened to his brother, his imprisonment for his supposed murder, and his inability to look for Dale, except during his
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-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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