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      Funerals were shitty, and God how Amelie would have hated hers. We should get up and show our tits, she would’ve muttered in Gin’s ear, and keeping a straight face while a black-robed priest droned on about the kingdom and the glory would have broken them both to giggling pieces.

      Assuming Ami was in a good mood.

      As it was, Gin just barely kept from screaming during the whole ordeal, the familiar panicky slipstream in her ears rising to drown out the organ, the shuffling, and the dead dry rustling cry caught in her throat. The undertakers had worked some kind of miracle, or maybe drowning left a pretty corpse. Amelie’s coppery hair was arranged in loose ringlets, and she looked pale and perfect before the casket was sealed up and everyone had to endure homily after homily about how this was all part of God’s plan and their beloved friend was in heaven now.

      Well, fuck God, and fuck Heaven, and fuck everything else, too. Even standing at the graveside, raw geologic stripes of earth down the sides of the hole like cake layers, the noise inside Gin’s skull just wouldn’t stop. There was Danny, his jaw set and his cheek ticking madly like someone was poking it with a sharp object, but his gaze was roving over anything female in range. Bena and Carolyn and Sharpe were in attendance, all fractionally different shades of blonde but with their hemlines hitting exactly the same mark just above the knee like a trio of Barbies with slightly different molds meant to trick you into thinking they were separate, individual people instead of a mycelium collective. There were Bobby and Tucker from Danny’s frat house, both probably mourning they never got in Ami’s pants rather than saddened by the loss of a human being. There was Amelie’s father Carl, the broken veins on his nose glaring and the stench of Clorets whenever he exhaled, his tongue green and nobody fooled, slugging from a flask each time the world came back into focus. The kids from Amelie’s shop, too—Giovanni scratching at his arms, Thea frowning a little and probably wishing to be elsewhere, all Ami’s other employees solemn-faced and probably wishing they were staring at their phones instead...

      Oh, yeah, her bestie would have elbowed Gin and whispered, cracking both of them up and garnering looks of bovine disapproval from the herd.

      Worst of all was Carl grabbing at Gin’s arm when it started to snow at the graveside, swaying like he was going to pass out. Let him drop, Amelie would have said, pushing her reading glasses—worn when she wanted to look serious—up the bridge of her patrician nose, but the egg-eyed priest rambling on about shepherds and valleys of fear pinned Gin with a stare that said hold him up, will you?

      Of course Gin did, because that was her lot in life. What else did a best friend do when you went and got yourself drowned swimming drunk out at Old Matchead Quarry with some asshole from a bar who left you in black water? Oh, sure, the cops were looking for anyone who’d seen anything, but it was like finding a needle in a haystack. Water in the lungs, a blood alcohol level over .13, no sign of any funny business in the rape kit—well, they wouldn’t work very hard, since there was no proof that the guy in the tan leather jacket Amelie was seen leaving with had driven her out to the quarry after all.

      Except Ami didn’t drive, the quarry wasn’t off a bus line, and who the fuck would go swimming on a January night anyway? It was the type of thing you thought about doing while drunk but never actually got to because your responsible best friend would drag you home and put you to bed with a hilarious antique rubber pillow full of sloshing hot water instead.

      Just like my Gramma Lettie used for her rheumatiz, Gin would have said soothingly, and probably later held Ami’s hair back while her bestie heaved.

      She should have been silently reciting something more appropriate, like Linda at her salesman’s grave free and clear, or a passage from the Tibetan Book of the Dead—what good was a lit major if you didn’t use it?

      Instead, Gin watched the casket sinking into the hole, white flakes speckling its polished hood and Carl’s hand a python-squeeze around her upper arm as he made a low groaning noise. The priest talked louder, the machine with the straps lowering the coffin down buzzed, and Danny’s gaze—I’m gonna break up with him this weekend, Amelie had said, shaking her head so her earrings shivered, come on, I just want to get drunk and not think tonight—finally rested on Gin’s face.

      If he couldn’t have what he wanted, he’d settle for second best. It was how the whole thing started, after all, dating Gin for three weeks before confessing it was Ami he was “in love with” anyway. Bena and Carolyn and Sharpe—plastic souls closed in mass-produced blonde bodies—were a closed circuit, no way for him to worm in since they only dated high-cash guys, and the kids from Ami’s coffee shop were just this side of jailbait.

      No, Gin was his best bet for once, and he knew it.

      The sky was a flat, depthless iron pan. The graveyard, wet green starred with chunks of rock carved to shout here’s a dead body, no really, you just can’t see it, had a line of leafless trees at the bottom of the hill, and the freeway was a solid grey bar without any car-glitter in the distance, grey buildings choking the view. The church walls were rough wet grey stone and evergreens crouched over buried coffins, their roots probably squirming with maggots and other wriggling things.

      It was enough to make you throw up into an open grave, and if she didn’t, if she closed her eyes and counted to ten, would God notice he’d pulled an enormous boner—you’re twelve inside, Ami giggled inside her head—and rewind everything, like he hadn’t when her parents died?

      Carl actually dropped to his knees when the casket thumped on the bottom of the hole, and the urge to kick him filled Gin like a shot of tequila. She didn’t move, staring at the snow-clots forming on the coffin-lid, and Ginevra’s own trembling was a final treachery. She was breathing and alive and her best friend wasn’t.

      It was a monstrous fucking mistake, because only one of them had nightmares about drowning, and it wasn’t Amelie.
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      There had to be a word for the friend who could be talked into pity-fucking your putative fiancé—not that Danny had ever had a shot in hell of actual marriage—after your funeral. Amelie would even know that word; she’d whisper it and they would both break down in giggles. As it was, Gin staggered for the end of the alley, ignoring his moaning behind her, because of course Bena had said let’s go do this right and they ended up at the Inferno Bar buying rounds Gin couldn’t afford. Carolyn had probably seen her leave with Danny, too, and the three Barbies would be trashing her at this very moment like the backstabbing stuck-in-high-school bitches they were.

      It was enough to make Gin wish she’d just let him get it in, pump a few times, and cough.

      “You bitch.” Danny wasn’t having a good time, for once, because she’d nailed him right where he lived with a good sharp knee-up. “Come back here, you bitch.”

      Nope, sorry, not gonna. Her leg hurt. So did her ribs, but Gin knew the word for a man who tried to hold a girl up next to a filthy dumpster on a snowy night and had the gall, the sheer fucking cheek, to say he didn’t have a rubber handy.

      She’d meant to go through with it this time, honestly. If you couldn’t get fucked under these conditions, when could you? But she wasn’t nearly drunk enough in the end, his breath was rancid, and no condom meant no joy. So she moved unsteadily down Gillespie Street fumbling for her phone because it was time to get a rideshare and go back to the apartment she wasn’t going to be able to afford without Amelie.

      Gin also knew the word for a best friend who would pity her stupid, silly self right after your funeral because she was going to have to give up a place with good heat and decent water pressure. It was the same as the word for Danny, it started with ass and ended with hole, and if Amelie was still alive she’d be chanting it under her breath, staggering next to Gin and waving to strangers who would inevitably smile and wave back.

      You had to. Amelie was just so…there, bright and bubbly all the time.

      Gin blinked at her phone, shook it, and pressed the power button before realizing it was out of juice because she hadn’t plugged it in since Carl called about finding Ami. The urge to throw the tiny, expensive metal-and-plastic rectangle across the road itched in her fingers, her toes, her arms. Someone honked, and she dashed across Eleventh with her head down and her shoes clatter-slipping. It was the only pair of black heels she owned, and her calves were on fire.

      She knew what she had to do, of course. Continue down Gillespie to Thirteenth, hook over, cut through Falough Park—hellooooo, Faloooooough, Amelie would always chant—and go home. Sleep it off and get up in the morning to make plans.

      The snow had retreated as evening rose but it was really coming down now, clinging to Gin’s hair. Most of the sidewalks were salted since everyone expected a winter storm, but good luck getting home without a car if she left any later. Danny would stumble back into the Inferno and probably make a bid for Sharpe, which was fine because Gin decided she didn’t want to see any of them ever again.

      It couldn’t be that hard. There was a pond right in the middle of Falough, with two storybook-arch bridges and a central white gazebo full of graffiti and used hypodermics. If she didn’t chicken out, if she actually walked right over the bridges, would God realize he’d fucked up, reach down a celestial finger, tip Gin in, and yank Amelie back out?

      She was just drunk enough to think maybe it was worth a try as she lengthened her stride, almost running. Thirteenth arrived in a blur, the CopyEx on the corner still open with glowing-yellow windows leering at the street, and there were the big stone lions guarding the park entrance. Someone had once again climbed up and stuffed cigarettes in their wide-open, yawning mouths. Gin’s hair—mousy brown, never worried about dye or a good cut because she was the ugly one—came loose and bounced, shaking snow, and she hit the slight incline on the jogging loop at warp speed, her heart pounding and the last shot of vodka crawling up her throat.
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      The sky was a flat orangeish lid, city light reflecting against infinite cloud cover. A slightly brighter spot showed where a full moon hung between the tips of two skyscrapers, but anyone wanting to see the stars tonight was shit out of luck.

      Falough had antique streetlights over the jogging loop, but no few of them were burnt out. Gin flickered through empty toothsocket shadows, an ivy-cloaked retaining wall from when they cut the park in half rearing to her right, and had almost convinced herself to take the hard left at the bottom of the hill when her shoe slipped and she went down in a jumble, erasing skin on both her palms and tearing her long black knit skirt, not to mention her tights underneath. Hadn’t she been feeling pretty smart because she’d foregone both pantyhose and shivering by wearing tights and something ankle-length, knowing the plastic Barbie fucks wouldn’t?

      Gin screamed when she went down, too, a girly little cry cut in half when she bit her tongue, and the vodka fought for release.

      Panting on hands and knees, she spilled onto one hip and sat on snow-scarred pavement, lifting her scraped hands and examining them. “Whoopsie,” she muttered, and a forlorn giggle hitched its way out on a sour burp.

      Oh, girl, Ami would have crooned, with bright vicious glee. You are a hot, hot mess.

      Snow plopped onto her head. Her navy wool coat was all twisted around; she fished for her phone again before remembering it was out of charge, wincing and swearing under her breath. She’d been smart to bring the tiniest of clutches stuffed in her other pocket instead of a purse. It would be dramatic to lose her goddamn driver’s license right now, wouldn’t it?

      That was when she heard the deep, throbbing animal growl. Her head jerked up.

      Falough was deserted, the park’s three slopes like a lopsided pair of breasts over a pendulous belly. It was snowing hard now, and even homeless junkies had enough sense to be inside tonight. Ivy scratched her back, a fingerlike branch worming through to touch her coat collar. It took two tries to get upright, and she was helped by a random, handy protrusion her scraped, questing fingers found. Her knees were about the consistency of mochi and even her ass hurt, she was covered in snow, and to top it all off, she was wheezing.

      I don’t have asthma. Bena does.

      Ami had claimed to need Bena’s inhaler sometimes, though, when it was convenient or when the limelight threatened to stay on one of the Barbies. And Gin was going to hell for thinking that.

      Too late, wouldn’t you say? The protuberance turned out to be a doorknob of dark metal, rising through a curtain of snow-edged ivy. Weird, but probably for maintenance or something. “Thank you for your service,” Gin intoned, and coughed, wiping at her nose with her free hand.

      She heard it again. A low, chilling, basso growl.

      What the fuck? If it was a dog, it shouldn’t be out on a night like this.

      Gin blinked. The knob moved under her throbbing fingers, and she was ultra-drunk, because it felt…warm. Had her fingers frozen to the metal? Her grandfather had always remarked it took a little less cold to make snowflakes than ice. She couldn’t even tell if she was bleeding, numb from the neck down.

      Just not numb enough to fuck Danny, right? A laugh jolted out of her, high and screamy, interrupted when she bent over and retched, her hand still clinging to the random doorknob. Now she’d horked up a steaming mess of vodka on the pavement; it was a good thing nobody was around to see this bullshit.

      Skuf-scrape. Click-tap. It took her a few seconds to realize she was hearing footsteps with skin-pads and rough blunt nails instead of shoes.

      Gin raised her head, peering through the wet strings her hair had become. Of course Amelie would be pretty-perfect in her rosewood box like the Little Match Girl in a snowdrift, and Gin would end up the victim of a wild dog attack in a shitty little park full of used needles.

      They’d have to keep her casket closed. Did they bother with a funeral when the only other person who might’ve attempted to act sad was dead too?

      “Hello?” she whispered, stupidly; falling snow swallowed the sound.

      The scrabbling footsteps came again, from her other side. A pair of venomous yellow gleams burned amid whirling snow at about chest level. Gin straightened, blinking and wishing her vision wasn’t so blurry. The doorknob moved against her palm once more, like a small frightened animal, and it was official, she’d had enough booze to start hallucinating.

      Go figure. At least if she lost her mind she’d be put in an asylum, right? Though that would be just typical, as Ami would say.

      You like to daydream too much, Gin. Your GPA can’t take it.

      Her GPA was just fine when she could do her damn work. Snow fell in thick white curtains, a real blizzard. Shadows flitted between the vertical white streams, faint yellow eye-gleams winking out and reappearing, glints off dirty ivory teeth contrasting with pure white frozen flakes. She caught a suggestion of shaggy shoulders, horns spreading from a narrow, viciously snaking head, and the doorknob rattled.

      What the fuck? It wasn’t enough to think it, she had to say it out loud, too, just for good luck. “What the fu—” she began, but the big monstrous yellow-eyed thing lunged and she cowered, her shoes slipping in fast-accumulating snow.

      This time, her scream was a breathless yelp and the growling was everywhere, surrounding her, scraping the ivy, breathing a foul meat-scented breeze against her face. Her stinging hand wouldn’t come away from the stupid doorknob.

      The door under the ivy was old dark wood and its hinges creaked alarmingly, squirting bloody rust. It shouldn’t have opened inward because the hinges were on Gin’s side, and the thing in the snow—the animal that shouldn’t exist, the big iron-furred shape with a dog’s snout and wide, stabbing horns—lunged again, a heavy chuk sound falling dead between snowflakes as its jaws snapped.

      Ginevra went over backward, hit something relatively soft, and scrambled blindly on torn hands and wet ass. The back of her head clipped a hard vertical column and she cried out again, a thin piping noise snapped in half as the jolt robbed her, finally, of consciousness.
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      Could you get a hangover so bad you’d hallucinate?

      Gin lay on her back, one throbbing, bleeding hand flung out and the other clutched to her chest. One of her feet was bare, the other swelling inside a black heel not meant to take the kind of abuse she’d put it through. Her skirt was pushed above her knees, her tights were shredded, and her wool coat was torn. Her hair was still damp, but it didn’t seem to matter.

      Her bed was green grass with finger-thick blades, and it smelled like spearmint. If she’d been drinking mojitos she could have understood that, but the huge banana-tree leaves arching over her weren’t familiar either, and they refused to go away no matter how many times she squinted or blinked, closed her eyes, counted to ten like the therapists said you should, or even held her breath.

      And it was warm. Not tropical, and not as stuffy-humid as a jam-packed bar on a cold winter’s night. It was simply temperate, which would have been fine if she hadn’t just stumbled through a snowstorm. The light was wrong too, low and reddish instead of the pitiless glare of streetlamp on frozen white, or even the depthless illumination of an ice-choked afternoon.

      So Gin lay very still, and thought about this.

      Deep philosophical consideration wasn’t easy with the vodka boiling underneath her breastbone, but at least the urge to retch seemed to have passed. The crushed grass exhaled minty sweetness, and the reddish light didn’t sting her eyes. A faint, pleasant breeze whispered through the leaves overhead, and their dancing soothed her.

      Oh, I’ve got it. Soft, alcohol-blurred relief filled her. I’m dreaming. Okay.

      She was probably freezing to death in a snowdrift, too. You went to sleep and never woke up, the stories said. Hypothermia was one of the gentler ways to go.

      Not like drowning. Oh, in literature drowning was supposed to be just fine, but medical research said otherwise. Books aren’t everything, Ami used to say, but then again, she’d never needed the safety of crawling into one.

      Gin scrambled to sit up. She’d hit her head on the tree with the big broad leaves, and the back of her skull was tender. Maybe her brain was swelling, a nice big intracranial hematoma. Her palms were crusted with dried blood, but the scrapes didn’t look that bad. Her right knee was still oozing, though, black threads from the tights caught in shredded skin, and her other shoe was nowhere in sight.

      Great. Even in her dreams, she was a mess.

      The grass was chest-high; good luck seeing anything over it. She was tempted to lie back down and let whatever this was go on without her, but she hurt all over. Her ass felt bruised and she was going to be black and blue everywhere, like after some of their nights clubbing in college. Or that one time Gin tried not to think about.

      Ami was never the one who fell down the stairs.

      Besides, the strange ruddy light bothered her. Gin rocked up to her only lightly wounded left knee, hissing at the pain. The grass slithered, giving like a fragrant mattress. She patted herself down, found out she still had her clutch and her dead, useless phone, and—a helluva bonus—also spotted her missing shoe lying on its side, half covered with grass and rich, loamy dirt.

      She grubbed it up in short order, knocking the high heel clean and jamming it back on her right foot. With that done, she could figure out how to stand up.

      If it was a dream, why the fuck did she hurt so much? Her knee wasn’t too bad now, but her tights were goners and her coat was full of dirty snowmelt.

      Slight comfort that this was the way she would have expected tonight to go, tattered clothing and too much vodka included. Gin blinked furiously, gaining her balance and unfolding. If she was careful, she could just about get vertical.

      When she did, though, nothing made any sense. She rubbed at her eyes with grungy fingertips, stared again.

      Okay. Definitely a dream.

      Only a dream would have a spot of juicy, overwhelming green in the middle of a blasted, ash-choked wilderness spread under a huge, dim, red sun that hung a few handspans above a horizon scarred with dead, twisted trees. Only a dream would show a high grey wall at the fringe of the green smear, cyclopean blocks fitted together without mortar and rearing to crenellated heights, and behind it something that couldn’t possibly be real—a strange building, fantastical towers rising to needlelike points or oddly graceful bulbs, some of them leaning at angles that ol’ building in Pisa couldn’t match.

      Gin could have pinched herself, but she already hurt everywhere she could reach. If that didn’t wake her up, what would?

      There was something in the vodka. Danny slipped me something. Or maybe she was having a good, old-fashioned psychotic break. The prospect was largely comforting, though there was a significant problem.

      Just like drowning, she had dreamed this before. Not the grass or the big spreading tree, but the sterile grey soil, the trees without a single dry leaf clinging to their skeletal arms, and the giant pile of stone impersonating a castle from some Salvador Dali LSD binge. And each time, she’d awakened in a gush of cold sweat, only now….

      Now she wasn’t waking up.

      “Oh, shi—” she began, but stopped halfway through, clapping her blood-crusted palm to her mouth.

      The silence that followed was full of slithering and sliding, tiny crackles, and a low, grinding growl unmuffled by falling snow.

      It followed me. Great. Her eyes widened, her hand fell to her side, and she scrambled through the high grass with her heels punching deep divots in soft soil, not only because of the growl but because she’d seen the most wonderful, marvelous of things.

      Another door.

      It crouched in the wall, heavy wooden planks dark with age and varnished with only God knew what. The knob was smooth, and round, of dark metal as well, and its hinges were, again, thick with blood-colored rust.

      It was also half-open.

      Behind her, another low coughing growl exploded, and all the breath left her in a rush. She lunged for the door, for snow and miserable sanity, and it gave inward with a screech though the hinges were once more on the outside.

      Gin plunged into darkness, expecting to trip and land face-first in snow.

      Which was…not exactly what happened.
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      Stairs. Going up, their middles worn down from a long weary time of footsteps grinding them in stone-choked dimness.

      Gin put her back against the door and heaved, her shoes slipping on slick stone; it closed with a jolt that clicked her teeth painfully together. A giant, splintering impact hit the other side, and Gin’s scream was lost in a rising barrage of echoes. A scraping—claws against wood, her imagination told her, and she had no reason to doubt it—made the wooden rectangle behind her shudder in its socket.

      “OhGod,” she whispered. “OhGod no, no no no, please, please…”

      Silence returned, broken only by her ragged breathing. Gin slumped against the door, trembling.

      Maybe she’d fallen down the stairs and through this door? Maybe she was still dreaming?

      Maybe she was insane? It was looking like that was a major option, as Ami would say. What would she do in this situation?

      Nothing, that’s what. Because she’s dead, drowned in the fucking quarry, and you know why. You were “too tired” to go with her. You wanted your Lit 315 reading and some goddamn time alone.

      Well, she couldn’t go back through the damn door. No way, no day. There were stairs, they obviously led somewhere. Gin waited until she was reasonably sure whatever was outside had lost interest and took a single step away from the door, her heels clicking slightly and her right leg threatening to give out.

      Now she had to climb.

      There wasn’t a banister so she trailed her dirty fingertips along the wall for balance, and every five steps or so she had to stop to take a breather. The vodka was no longer burning behind her breastbone; next would come the exhausted part when you downed a few more shots to keep warm on the way home, with your best friend leaning her head on your shoulder because she had two for every one of yours.

      Everyone wanted to buy Ami a drink.

      She lost track of how many steps she climbed. When the end came Gin almost fell flat on her face. Instead, she folded down to sit sideways on the top step, her ribs heaving with deep, whining breaths. She was making a small, terrified sound and couldn’t help it.

      If that thing—whatever it was—managed to break through the door, a few stairs wouldn’t stop it. It was most likely a real champion at climbing. Probably did it all week just to keep in shape, and twice on Sundays.

      A high stone arch gave onto a cobbled courtyard, a single stubby finger of brickwork and a wooden roof thrusting upright in its center under a drench of ruby light. It took a few moments of staring before she figured out it was a well, a real kitschy garden-fixture number surrounded by empty blasted places where cracked cobbles sat and draggle-dead, spindly thornbushes were in the process of turning to dust.

      It was distinctly unpromising, but she was suddenly thirsty. Not just a little bit; she was flat-out parched. The idea that the water might not be quite wholesome did occur to her, but Gin decided the vodka still running around in her system would kill anything bad.

      Or, if it didn’t, dysentery would be the least of her problems.

      It looked like this had once been a garden. Brittle stems puffed into dust as she edged past; nobody had come here for a long time. What was that old poem, or was it the Bible?

      The dead tree gives no shelter. “And no crickets sing,” she murmured, hunching her dirty wool-clad shoulders in case the echoes started again. Ami always laughed when Gin quoted something or another.

      An English degree. Girl, you should get an MBA like me.

      Well, maybe that was the world’s greatest and most useful advice, but by the time Gin was involved it was too late. As usual. The sky was full of that reddish glow, the castle’s outer wall rearing high like a cresting wave, and she was surprised to find the well wasn’t ramshackle like the rest of the place.

      Instead, the winch worked, and though her scraped hands gave a livid flare each time she pulled she was rewarded with a dripping bucket of the same dark wood as the door and the well’s roof. The throat of the well-hole was all those same blocks, curved and fitted together so tightly no mortar was necessary. There was even a metal dipper attached to the bucket by a silver chain, and she drank without caring.

      The water wasn’t cool or warm, but it did coat her throat. The raging thirst retreated. Switched off, in fact, between one swallow and the next, and she stood stoop-shouldered for a few moments, gasping afresh. You couldn’t drink and breathe at the same time, after all.

      You could drown yourself in a well, you know. It’d be easy. She leaned over the side, looking down into darkness. The bucket dripped, each drop silent until it hit a faintly glimmering mass far below and sang, tiny crystalline noises. Her coat dripped too, melted snow finishing its long journey.

      “I’m insane.” Darkness with water at the bottom swallowed the words; she had to stand almost on tiptoe to peer into the depths. There was a Kurosawa movie with women shouting into a well’s guts; the name escaped her at the moment. “This is a psychotic break. Right?”

      Right. Nothing mattered. Except getting away from that thing outside, whatever it was. Maybe she’d starve to death in here. You could last without food, but not water, right? She vaguely remembered that from biology class. Should’ve gone for premed or something. More money in that—but also more debt.

      Gin dropped the bucket and winched up another load of weird, tepid fluid. It took only a few moments of wrestling to unhook the bucket-and-dipper pair, and she carried it to the closest patch of sere blasted dirt. It wouldn’t do any good—if any seeds lingered they probably wouldn’t sprout, and even if they did, was she going to stay here and water them?

      It didn’t matter. If it was a dream, dream-logic was as good as any, and who could pass up something like this without feeling a little sad for the crumbling corpses of bushes that might have been pretty once, though the wicked-sharp thorns argued against it?

      Not her. It was the same instinct that made her dig apologetically for spare change while Ami huffed and tried to drag her away from a busker or worse, a homeless person just asking for the bare minimum of respect. A tiny sliver of humanity.

      You’re gonna get raped in an alley one of these days, Ami would say, well within a homeless man’s hearing, and Gin’s shoulders would hunch. You have victim written all over you, Ginny.

      She sprinkled what she could, and retraced her steps while the thick powdery dust sucked greedily at unfamiliar moisture. The bucket made a lonely sound when she clipped it back on, and Gin glanced nervously at the archway she’d come through. It stood, a dark mouth open in a soundless scream.

      You’ve got too much imagination, girl. Ami, laughing again.

      She always wanted to point out that maybe Amelie didn’t have enough, but that wasn’t what you said to a best friend, was it? And most of the time, Ami called her the practical one, which canceled the other stuff out. Everything even, everything balanced, especially when Gin could be relied on to do something boring or difficult.

      The bulk of the castle reared up opposite the entryway, pierced by three doors of that same stupid dark oiled wood. None of them had hinges on her side, though, and two didn’t move when she tried their knobs. The one on the far right was last, and if it didn’t work, what was she going to do?

      But that knob turned easily, and the door made a soft sound when she pushed it open. More stairs; she climbed slowly, passed down a short hall with carved, fish-shaped holes along one side letting in a banked reddish skyglow, and found yet another door.

      She expected another long black tunnel, maybe more stairs, but instead a wide space drenched with that weird red sunlight opened on the other side. More cobbles, more patches of dark powder that used to be dirt. Some of the paths were flat glossy black stones instead of the round grey ones, laid in a looping pattern she couldn’t quite figure out, and in the middle was a big bony metallic contraption that might have been a fountain once. Tangled dry sticks that had once been plants crowded in some of the beds, just as dead as everything else here.

      Gin studied the fountain for what felt like a very long time, her hands hanging useless and her head cocked. Her coat was beginning to dry, though she wasn’t cold or warm. Just…in-between. It was a good thing. She hadn’t even sweated while climbing the stairs, which wasn’t usual at all.

      The castle continued rising on the garden’s other side, pierced by galleries and dead dark high-arched windows. It wasn’t any type of architecture she’d seen before, but dreams were always an amalgamation. Maybe she was lying in a snowdrift, her heart and lungs shutting down. They’d drag her out when spring or a sudden thaw came, stick her in a casket too. Probably with a bare minimum of ceremony.

      The idea was a deep, unexpected relief.

      Finally, she stepped over the fountain’s stone lip. There was nothing in the bottom; it was bare and clean as a swept floor. Closer up, the dark metal bars full of spigots and nozzles almost made sense. Gin rubbed a finger over one, frowning as a trace of something gritty came off. Her hands had settled into a low throb of you’re gonna regret this in the morning.

      Maybe she should find a place to sleep. Except if she did, would she wake up frostbitten in Falough, failing even at being a psychotic, hallucinating mess?

      Gin retreated from the fountain. She was halfway over the rim-lip when a faint gurgling began in its depths, a colorless shimmer dancing over the metal, and a few nozzles and pipes vibrated uneasily.

      Uh-oh. Her palms gave another flare of pain and her knee crackled with dried blood as she hurried away, each step sending a throb of pain all the way up to the back of her skull, her heels tip-tapping on flat grey stone. It looked like granite, scarred and worn, and she was almost to the far wall and its colonnaded walkway when the fountain began to sputter.

      Whoops. Maybe I flipped the switch.

      The colonnade ran the entire length of the dead garden. Did it matter which way she went? Probably not.

      Another gurgle, a splash, and a thin trickle of bloody water—rust and that queer red light saturating its flow—began from the fountain’s highest nozzle. Gin crept down the walkway, flinching from the sudden noise. If anyone else was here they’d notice the racket.

      What if it was more of those things, with the padded feet, yellow eyes, clicking claws, and ungainly horned heads full of snap-sharp teeth?

      Lesson learned. Don’t touch. Don’t even breathe on anything, dammit.

      Except it was too late. She heard other noises, too.

      Bells? And running footsteps, some light as her own, others heavier in thicker-soled shoes. At least they didn’t sound like paws, and she looked around desperately for a place to hide.

      Voices, too. Murmuring, or high-pitched and excited. Someone lived here after all. Several someones, and she’d just let them know there was a burglar running around.

      A recessed doorway halfway down the gallery, sunk in deeper shadow, accepted her without trouble. Gin crouched, hyperventilating, her eyes dry and grainy, her coat a half-sodden weight she was grateful for because it might hide her. She clasped her knees and tried to be very still, as if she was eleven with her father home drunk again and her mother yelling from the bedroom down the hall, child-Gin hugging a book to her chest in the closet’s safe but smothering dark.

      She couldn’t afford to think about that, or about her traitorous relief when the news of the car accident finally sank in.

      Her lungs burning, Gin huddled in thin transitory shelter and waited for whatever was going to happen.
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      At least she didn’t have to wait long, and either door would have been a bad bet for escape anyway. They both opened, flung wide with such force they struck the walls, and out poured the weirdest crowd she’d ever seen.

      God help me. Her jaw dropped. My psychotic break involves a Renaissance faire.

      First came half a dozen tall men in polished or matte armor—no helmets, though, and in their hands were bright broad swords glittering under the ruby light. Even their boots had segmented metal guards, and made soft musical chiming as they stepped. Their hair ranged from bleached thistledown to black ink, and plenty of shades between. Two had shocks of bright cerulean, as if dyed by Kool-Aid or Manic Panic like Gin and Ami had done in high school; one or two had deep crimson pageboys or razor cuts. There was even one tall mahogany-skinned guy with sage-green ringlets, though the others who matched his skin had paler tones up top. A few were brunet, some brassy or platinum blond, and behind them came about a dozen more men, in velvet and silk instead of armor and with glittering rapiers at their belts instead of the massive greatswords. Even the un-armored guys looked dangerous, though, moving with swift grace; their skin ranged from copper to deep ebony. They looked vaguely alike—not brothers, but certainly related, high proud noses and wide cheekbones, cruel mouths and eyes with strange glowing rings around the irises.

      Later, she would find out the bright rings were a sign of long companionship, the mark of those who had taken at least one draft of the greater drink waxing and waning as emotion flared within knight or lady. At the moment, though, she took tiny glances over her knees and tried to otherwise stay very, very still.

      The door on her right next birthed a group of around ten women in long velvet dresses, their hair caught in and piled with fantastical braids, surrounded by soft chiming from tarnished metal bells attached to their girdles. They hung back, peering over men’s shoulders, and their whispers were another shock, because they weren’t speaking English.

      But Gin could still understand them, or so it seemed, if they’d just speak a little louder.

      The fountain chose that moment to begin shaking like it intended to get up and walk, veils and spurts of dark grit falling from its tubes. Fresh gurgling and rattling rose, and it howled madly before a jet sprayed from its top, changing color in midair from muddy brown to bright clear foamy white. More jets sloshed and screamed into life, spraying hysterically before settling into a rhythm.

      The armored guys approached the fountain cautiously, heel-and-toeing like dancers, their swords ready. After a short while, though, one of them straightened, and his sword vanished into its sheath. He was, unlike many of them, bright blond, his hair glowing in the ruddy light. He stared at the fountain, his head tilted slightly, and the water spraying through jets began to make quite a different noise.

      It began to sing, a slow wandering murmur of melody, piercing-sweet. Gin stared, almost forgetting she was hiding, and dropped her face back into her knees when the wheat-haired one turned, his armor making a low metallic sound different than the girdle-bells, and scanned the gallery.

      Looking for something. A fresh burst of terror turned her to stone. At least, she hoped she was as still as a rock.

      “Well?” one of the women called, a bright high word like a struck silver bell. They all looked beautiful at this distance, glossy hair and ripe soft lips, smooth cheeks and shoulders pale coppery to ebon through the slashes in their dress-arms. “Are we to fear it, then, my lord Terrek?”

      Gin was right, it wasn’t English, but it somehow translated itself as it fell against her ears.

      “Stay back,” one of the men in velvet said; he had blue Kool-Aid hair. His clothes didn’t match, yellow and green trimmed with black stripes, and now she saw all of them wore black ribbons worked into their hair and clothing, crisscrossing their wrists and up their arms, tiny black rosettes on every left breast.

      Sharp hot acid fear rose inside Gin’s throat, dying on a rancid burp. I could never dream anything this detailed. Which only left a psychotic break, or a hallucination from something slipped into the vodka or her mouth when she kissed Danny, his tongue hot and greedy, his breath tasting of peanuts and alcohol.

      “Why?” The speaking woman’s dress was deepest indigo, and her braids were wrapped around her head in a complex crown. It was serious hair, the kind that had never been cut since childhood. “’Tis only a fountain, Arcis.”

      The fountain seemed to agree. It song quieted, became sweeter. The water began to fill its cupped bottom where Gin had stood, and she wondered if the drain was blocked. Maybe she’d flood the place.

      If you’re really lucky, maybe they’ll go away. A cold finger touched her nape. She huddled against the wall, wishing she could sink into it. A familiar feeling, one she’d had in public almost all her life.

      A susurration went through the guys on the other side, the ones with no women crowding behind them. They parted, and a man in dusty black velvet and heavy handmade boots paced lynxlike along an arc of granite paving. His dark head was bare, hair falling in soft ragged almost-waves, and his eyes were strangely pale in a dark-copper face. Few of them were bearded, most clean-shaven, but he looked like the type that would stubble-scruff up early in the day.

      Gin took this all in with a glance and returned her face to her knees, trying to muffle her breathing in her torn skirt. A ghost of spearmint lingered from the grass outside, and now she was wondering if maybe she should have stayed there, strange canine monsters be damned.

      Still, she couldn’t get any air in so she had to look again, keeping her mouth muffled against filthy knit fabric. I’m underdressed for this. An uneasy laugh rose, was strangled, and died away in the tunnel of her throat.

      He stopped near the golden-haired man in armor, and the two of them exchanged a long look. A conversation without need for speech, like Ami glancing at her across a crowded room with eyebrows arched and lips a little tight. I’m bored, let’s get out of here, that look said, and Gin always went along.

      Which one of these guys was the leader? Maybe the one in armor, but he looked almost anxious, glancing nervously at the fountain and back to the other guy. There was a gleam of silver on one of the black-clad man’s dangling hands, thin rings stacked on every finger to the tips. Ruddy light played over them and the bands across his knuckles, wrapping upwards, a supple silver glove vanishing under a shirt-cuff peeking from the doublet sleeve.

      A burst of almost-terror rammed through Gin, a feeling too large and complicated to be truly named. The fountain’s melody changed again, sharp dissonance melting into harmony as she pushed the feeling down and hugged her legs harder. She was doing really well at not being noticed, and maybe it was time to be thankful she’d spent her entire life practicing.

      “My lord?” The man in armor shifted slightly.

      The cold touch on Gin’s nape sharpened. More prickles birthed from that tiny spot and ran down her back, spiderfeet on shivering skin.

      Amelie hated spiders. Kill it kill it kill it, she’d shriek, while Gin caught the offending arachnid in an empty water glass with paper held across the mouth and took it outside or to a stairwell. Movie scenes involving the eight-legged critters drove Ami up the wall, and sometimes Gin had rolled her eyes at the theatricality of her bestie’s fear. You do realize you’re exponentially bigger, right?

      Leave my ass out of this, Ami would retort.

      The little pinpricks were almost painful, and Gin struggled to stay still.

      “Close,” the man in black murmured. “Very, very close.”

      “My lord?” The golden man sounded puzzled instead of hesitant, now.

      The unarmed man lifted his dark head. His hair moved slightly as he scanned the far end of the dead garden, past the fountain’s white shimmer. “Look.”

      The blond guy—he seemed, in some weird way, almost familiar—followed the dark one’s gaze. More of the armored men spread out, but the women stayed where they were. It looked oddly as if the men in velvet and silk were some kind of honor guard, their postures tall and protective, though the woman in the indigo dress pressed forward, craning to see what the two near the fountain were looking at.

      “By the Moon,” the woman in indigo said, suddenly. “Look. Look there.” Her cupped hand flashed up, a graceful sienna bird with long rosy nails, and she indicated a nearby garden bed.

      “Is it…” Another woman, in a garnet-colored dress striped with black, its high Empire waist and short puffed sleeves turning her into a Regency maiden, slipped fish-quick through the men and hurried to the bed. “It is. Oh, Moon be praised, it is. My lord prince, look here.”

      Oh, shit. What did I do? Gin loosened her jaw so she could breathe softly, hoping she wasn’t making any noise. It wasn’t me, I didn’t do anything at all. Just let them go away.

      “Green,” one of the armored men breathed, looming over the garnet-clad lady’s shoulder. “Fresh green.”

      The man in black glided towards them, unhurried. He glanced over the woman, who had gone to her knees, staring raptly at something Gin couldn’t see. Then he looked down for a long moment, his shoulders stiffening.

      Finally, he stirred. “Spread out,” he said, conversationally. “Search every corner, every closet, every cupboard. No matter how long it takes.”

      “My lord.” The almost-familiar blond guy nodded, and the men in armor scattered. The ones without did too, one of them carefully shepherding each of the women. Gin held her breath, but none of them passed close to the recessed door. Maybe it was locked, blocked, or just decorative. She could be lucky for once, couldn’t she?

      She hadn’t even been reading anything Renaissance-flavored. The paper she’d been working on was analyzing religious themes in modern American lit, for God’s sake—hardly her favorite, but you could just throw some evangelical buzzwords in and call it a day.

      Or she could have if Carl hadn’t called. They found her…Gin, they found Amelie.

      The blond lingered, staring at the fountain. Finally, he turned on his chime-mailed heel and stalked towards the man in black, who had not moved, looking at the garden bed. “My lord?”

      They talk like a book. Or a movie. I’m hallucinating Shakespeare in the Dark. Gin clamped her lips shut. Her faint exhale through her nose seemed very, very loud.

      “We have a guest unlooked-for.” The man in black sounded thoughtful, and she found herself straining to catch each word. “It is like her, is it not, to play such a game.”

      It wasn’t a question.

      “It could be something…” The armored man glanced at the fountain, his fingers tapping at his swordhilt. Something in the set of his shoulders nagged at her—that strange feeling of catching a glimpse of a friend on the other side of a quad, before they turned and you found out it was a stranger instead. “Something natural, my prince.”

      Gin bit at the inside of her cheek, savagely. A thin coppery tang filled her mouth.

      “The most natural thing in this world, or any other,” the man in black murmured. “It is as well you stayed, Terrek. Choose riders and sweep outside the Keep. Take all appropriate care, and look for anything unusual.”

      “You think she wanders the Underdark?” The golden one sounded horrified at the notion. If there were big yellow-eyed wolf monsters outside the walls, Gin could completely understand. Maybe she should warn them that one of their doors was unlocked?

      Sure, I’ll bet they’ll be real grateful you opened it, too. The entirely unwelcome idea that this might not be a dream, as insane as it sounded, was looming closer and closer every moment, and she wasn’t at all sure she could hold back a scream at the thought.

      “I hope not.” The man in black straightened, turning from the garden bed. “Still, she does as she likes, our lady, ever and anon.”

      Another horrible thought arrived. Maybe she was full of vodka, dead in a snowdrift, and this was hell?

      I wouldn’t be surprised, Ami’s voice said inside her head, arch and amused.

      The armored man, his hair combed back and glowing in the ruddy sunshine, performed a very polite, very correct little half-bow, and turned away. Gin shrank into the shadows, hoping they were deep enough.

      Either they weren’t or her motion caught his eye. He stopped dead, his chin up, and she buried her face in her knees again, hoping against hope.

      The fountain sighed, its music turning slightly dolorous but no less beautiful. Another slight sound ran underneath it—a crackling, a creaking, a rushing like wet earth combed by soft fingertips. It brushed Gin’s hair, tickled her arms, nuzzled at her skirt.

      Gin squeezed her eyes shut. Don’t notice me. Don’t look. It’s nothing, I’m not here. I’m invisible, I’m just Gin.
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      Unfortunately, it didn’t help. Hands grabbed her shoulders; she was dragged from the recessed doorway.

      Hopelessly, uselessly, Gin began to scream.
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      They bore her through the halls gently, reverently, though the girl cried out over and over like a trap-broken bird, her throat swelling with terror. She wore what could only be the clothing of Overworld, a woolen coat and a soft, stretchy black dress, similarly soft hose, high-heeled slippers unfit for riding or any hard labor—so she was of noble family, Naelle remarked, sobering when the prince’s distant silver-ringed gaze fell upon her.

      The girl’s screams died when Hanae the healer arrived, her hair an iron-colored cloud and her ragged grey dress innocent of any mourning-ribbon. She alone of the court dared forego it, for her skill was beyond compare and she held stubbornly to the belief that the Moon was not dead, merely asleep.

      For that, the prince allowed her much, despite Hanae’s inability to save their queen so many mortal years ago. Hanae’s wide dark eyes half-lidded and she exhaled softly, one hand spread flat against the girl’s shoulder, a respectful touch.

      Overworld had no ithliess to seal a newcomer against such natural sorcery. The girl—a faint salty perfume of mortality fading from her, as the Underdark leached such things from those of Overworld unlucky enough to fall into its clutches—sagged against their restraining hands, and Hanae nodded. “Oh, my lady,” the healer whispered, breaking her long, long silence. “How fortunate we are.”

      A ripple ran through the few remaining women of the Court; this far inside the Keep’s sheltering arms there was little need for guarding them so closely and the men—exchanging many an amazed glance—had withdrawn behind pierce-carven stone screens which had oft given the Moon solitude without robbing companions of her grace. Only the prince remained, a muscle in his jaw flickering every so often as the silver restraints upon his left hand scintillated.

      The women held up a silken sheet for modesty as they stripped the girl, and it was Naelle who gasped, her hand cupped instead of ill-bred pointing to indicate the mark upon their charge’s left breast, high over the heart.

      “What is it?” Their prince sounded only mildly interested on the other side of the sheet, but Hanae glanced at him as sharply as if he had shouted.

      “There is a mark, my lord.” Naelle’s tone was soft, wondering. “Over her heart.” It was small and did not mar her fine skin, evidently there since the girl’s mortal birth—a circle flanked with outward-facing crescents, dark as blood-ink forced under the skin as in the days before the Keep was built, when their kind rode to hunt and not for pleasure, their lady a gleam in their midst.

      Or so the legends said.

      “It is the sign.” Salaari, her fine hair threaded with black ribbon, had the shift ready. “Lift her arm…there. Very good.”

      The odor of mortality was fading far more rapidly than it should have, but Terrek the Faithful, armed and armored as none other than the prince could be inside this quarter of the Keep, arrived with tidings to explain such signal grace. He lingered outside one of the carved stone screens, and spoke in a low confidential tone managing to assuage all presumed female curiosity as well as his lord’s.

      There was green outside the walls, and a door had been breached in the Keep’s lower level. The girl had climbed some few stairs, and undoubtedly drank from the Lower Well. The prince’s mien turned passing grave when he heard as much, but clearly the girl was suffering no poison-gripe.

      “I tasted the water,” Terrek continued, his helm under his arm and his dark eyes, their irises ringed with bright amber, steady-level. “’Tis clear and pure as the Moon herself, my lord.”

      “Quite a risk,” the prince murmured, for the Lower Well had long been full of brackish, ill-smelling toxin.

      “It had to be done,” the Faithful—for such was his title, alone among the lords of the Keep—replied, as ever.

      “So.” Salaari was not one to linger, even in words. “Look to her knee, Hanae. She has been much mistreated.”

      That gained the prince’s attention, and the women holding the silken sheet both wisely averted their gazes from his.

      “The greenery outside the walls held signs of her passage.” Perhaps Terrek sought to distract the prince, for he forged ahead. “Tracks upon her trail, too, and marks upon the seals. The dogs have grown bold, and slink to our very threshold.”

      Their prince did not move. The pale rings bordering his dark irises had thickened just as the threads of silver had crawled up his left wrist, swallowing his arm slowly and surely with each passing mortal year, and now his gaze was terribly focused upon the sheet held to screen their returned queen. “How badly mistreated?”

      Hanae shook her head and glanced at Naelle, who took the burden of replying for her—as usual, again, for they had declared themselves kin long ago. “The marks are of misadventure only, my lord. And already fading.”

      Salaari was elbowed—not roughly, but not overly gently, either—by Asielle, whose meaningful look was given weight by the pinprick bloodmark in her right eye. Watch your tongue, that look enjoined, for mistreatment of the Moon herself was not to be made jest of.

      “Her hair is very short,” Laisha, the youngest of the surviving Court women, offered somewhat tentatively. “But beautiful, with gold amid the darkness.”

      “Mortals do not wear long braids.” Naelle intoned the proverb and finished tying the shift’s laces. Enchantment crackled and blurred, almost finger-stinging strong, gaining potency from the closeness to its new font.“There. Now she may rest in comfort.”

      The silken sheet was lowered. The fading-mortal girl, pale and limp, lay upon her back amid a small mountain of fresh, crisp pillows. Her hands were bandaged and her dark, glossy hair, now clean and dry, smoothed down to hide the small golden hoops piercing her tender earlobes. If such wounding of the Moon’s flesh were a mortal custom, she would explain to the prince herself; none of the women wished to risk his wrath.

      The punishment for such an offense was his to mete out. To offer insult meant a swift death, to pierce the Moon meant a lingering one.

      She was small, as mortal women often were even after ithliess. A pointed chin, a slack but lush mouth, a semicircle of thick dark eyelashes resting upon her soft cheeks. One side of her face was bruised, the swelling and discoloration shrinking under Hanae’s touch. The healer was spending her living-force recklessly, and would no doubt need reviving from Laisha’s everpresent flasks.

      Terrek shifted, his armor now silent in deference to this holy place. The prince glanced at the Faithful, and the slightest suggestion of a curve touched his mouth.

      Such a thing had not been seen for quite some time, even as the Court reckoned.

      “Fear not, Terrek.” Their prince’s tone was surprisingly gentle, but perhaps such was the Moon’s influence already upon her eldest servant. “The dogs may gather, but we are wolves. Now withdraw, all of you.” His gaze fastened upon the Moon returned, and all hastened to obey except Hanae, who did not deign to notice Naelle’s attempt to draw her away.

      Nor did the prince press. He merely stood, watching, as the healer settled at the bedside, her dress whispering dolefully. Shock and grief had bleached her hair, yet her face was young as any of the Court’s, and the contrast was sharp.

      The two of the Court who loved the Moon most deeply watched a mortal girl’s sleep. A silence with a thread of distant music enfolded them—for the singing fountain had shaken off its torpor, and its draw through hidden pipes brought fresh fluid surging through much of the surrounding architecture—until the prince broke it with a single whisper.

      “Are you certain?”

      Hanae’s head turned; her profile might have been famous upon a silver coin before the retreat and sealing of Underdark. “Perhaps I should ask you, my lord prince.”

      His left hand twitched, fingers stirring. Hanae did not move, though many of the Court would retreat from such a motion.

      It was only prudent.

      The lord of the Keep spoke again, in measured tones. “She waited a long time. Even as we count it.”

      “Perhaps she had to.” Now Hanae rose, softly, and touched the sleeping girl’s forehead. “I would ask you to be gentle, but…”

      “Rest easy, Hanae, I will risk nothing. Go, and fear no danger.”

      She courtesied and left, her step as light as a leaf. Outside the door, one of the men would follow her—probably Ceneris, for he ever haunted her steps now. Yet he would not press too closely, for Hanae did not like to be hemmed despite the law of attendance upon the most precious group of the Keep’s inhabitants.

      The prince of the Keep, Underdark’s grim lord, remained standing, his left hand gleaming mellow in the ever-present bloody light given a golden edge by glowglobes’ steady glow.

      Perhaps he was afraid to move.

    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
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
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using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
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DISCLAIMER
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