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            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            THE GNAT AND THE ELEPHANT

          

        

      

    

    
      A world free for the taking, and the faces around Wexley worried about stocks. Blown up and projected across the fine windows watching Chicago’s blooming skyline, the visage collective pooled their vast industrial, technological, and people powers to whine about how detonating a stadium filled with Paragons was bad for business.

      “You signed up for this,” Wexley spoke over a rant he hadn’t been listening to. “Every one of you knew what Zhan-Yo wanted. Now it’s here and you’re looking at the opportunity like it’s going to kill you.”

      “Apparently it might!” said Akash Reddy, worldwide provisioners purveyor, his grocery chain all too annoyed by Paragon price regulations.

      A few weeks ago, Akash had been right there calling for a revolution. Now the man had sweat on his brow and eyes darting around the camera, reading about one disruption after another to his precious perishable cargo.

      “Stability isn’t a common trait in revolutions, Akash,” said the man’s opposite, Adriana, a spit and vinegar woman, some fashion magnate Wexley had ignored up until today’s meeting, when she’d decided to stand on the right side. “We know what comes at the end of all this.”

      “Do we?” Akash countered. “I thought we wanted a negotiation, a chance for equity between all of us. How is that possible now?”

      “It was never possible,” Wexley said, projecting from his desk. A small line in the surface near his elbow reminded him of the time, how much he’d rather be anywhere else. He stood, a signal this dull affair would be brought to a close. “We do, however, have a chance at something greater. Why share what we can have for ourselves?”

      Not his best ending, but Wexley didn’t give the assembled heads a chance to dispute it. With a wave, Wexley sent the call into the digital dustbin, giving him back his skyline. One marred in seconds with a new ring.

      “Allow it,” Wexley said, moving to the room’s center. The coming power play demanded something more than a desk and a chair. “Adriana, where have you been hiding?”

      The most interesting person on the meeting fuzzed back in, though her straight lips and frozen eyes showed she had zero interest in playful banter. Fine then. Wexley could do without.

      He had for a very long time.

      “Don’t excuse what happened on that call for patience,” Adriana said. “I’m not defending you for my health, or for yours. The stadium was a disaster.”

      “It was not my idea,” Wexley said, grimacing as he did so.

      Leaders shouldn’t grovel, shouldn’t make excuses.

      “And?”

      “I don’t know where he is,” Wexley answered. “If he’s still alive, Zhan-Yo hasn’t tried to contact me. His accounts are frozen, his cards tracked. Either he’s dumped every connection he has, or the man’s a victim of his own success.”

      “Which leaves a very important company without a leader.”

      Wexley strode towards Adriana’s head, the projection making her neck-up picture as large as Wexley’s body. Nevertheless, he took on the huge stare without a flinch.

      “There isn’t a vacuum here. Our plan continues.” When Adriana didn’t interrupt, Wexley allowed himself to move on. No major test of wills today. “As the Paragons regroup, we will approach them with an offer to share power.”

      “A return to democracy, as Zhan-Yo wanted?”

      “A return to proper leadership, as we all deserve. When the Paragons refuse, we’ll be left with no other choice than to ratchet up the conflict.”

      Outside, the shimmering spring sun flickered as a dark oval crossed by the windows. Bigger than a pod and kept aloft by humming jets, the machine didn’t notice Wexley’s scowl, didn’t feel his urge to reach out and slap it from the sky.

      “How will you do that?” Adriana asked. “Another bomb? More innocent lives fed to your campaign?”

      Wexley followed the drone, walking along his windows as it floated by, “Zhan-Yo went for bombast. I prefer results. Which presents a problem, Adriana.”

      “What?”

      “Results are expensive.”

      “As if you need the reps.”

      Wexley gave the woman a nod, “Too much from any one company’s accounts would be noticed. The Paragons might be in trouble, but they are not dead. Not yet.”

      If Wexley’s mordant words bothered Adriana, she didn’t show it. Instead, she continued her trademarked stare, making Wexley wonder just what she was looking for.

      “Tell me what you need and you will get it,” Adriana said. “I can work on the others too. But Wexley, we gave Zhan-Yo a long leash because we knew him. You, we don’t. Damage us, and you will get no second chance.”

      Again, Wexley went with the humble nod.

      “If this doesn’t work, Adriana, I doubt I’ll be alive to ask forgiveness.”

      Wexley canceled his afternoon, sweeping from the office in a rush after the call. He stood at the elevator’s front, seeing everyone who had to slide around him as the lift took its journey down to the first floor and beyond. All those people giving him nods, smiles, believing their toils would give them their paychecks, would give them satisfaction. They depended on Wexley, and while he didn’t depend on them, he would save them anyway.

      In the not too distant future, these people carrying their files, checking their Tamas to see what new regulation the Paragons deployed today, would find themselves freed from their genetic chains. Opportunity would once more live within their efforts, not with DNA’s random luck.

      The elevator reached the parking deck’s lowest level, well beneath the streets and deserted. The designers had built the structure for a society that no longer existed, with cars dominating the streets. Now everyone took trains, buses, pods as the Paragons limited traffic in the city. The empty concrete rows nagged, efficiencies lost as buzzing lights left a ghostly glow on the gray.

      One space sat occupied, however. Backed into a corner, a black van bedecked with corporate logos. Its tires were flat, but Wexley made sure the van sat ignored nonetheless. If anyone asked him, Wexley declared the vehicle Zhan-Yo’s, entrusted to the garage for safe-keeping while the fugitive leader fought for his dreams.

      Nobody dared ask why Zhan-Yo’s van had its locks tied to Wexley’s Tama, why the van’s charge cable stayed plugged in if it wasn’t going to be moved. Taking one last look around the garage and confirming its emptiness—rumbles came from above as those few drivers made their lunchtime exodus—Wexley swiped and tapped a particular code on a particular program. Cameras dotting the garage would blink into a preset roll, one showing a lonely van with zero humans, zero activity.

      Anyone watching, anyone wondering why Wexley had disappeared from the tape, would know better than to ask. If they didn’t, then Rhimes would solve the problem in a permanent fashion.

      His invisibility attained, Wexley popped the van’s rear doors. There, cleaned and pressed, polished and perfected, sat an array Wexley had left alone for several days. Ever since that tracker, Kat, had attacked him on some rooftops not all that far from here. Wexley had adopted a discretionary stance, had waited to see if his enemy might make some mistake.

      Enemy.

      Wexley laughed, a low chuckle as he traded his business suit for its more lethal partner. Kat Collins, a famed tracker in Chicago but nowhere else, had about as much to do with Wexley as a gnat did with the elephant it landed on. She’d disrupted his game, had clued in the Elementals to their true threat.

      And when he’d made her an offer any sane human, any normal human would take, Kat had rejected the overture and put a fatal end to a whole strike team in the process.

      The woman wasn’t a threat to Wexley’s operation. No, definitely not. But she annoyed him nonetheless, had brought Wexley near his own demise on that roof, Paragon drone approaching. Insults like that couldn’t be left standing, or they would expand like a gas, taking up all the air in Wexley’s head until nothing remained but boiling vengeance.

      The bullies in grade school had felt the same. His first manager, delivering workplace edicts like some half-assed dictator, had felt the same. Countless bad dates, frustrated dealmakers, and unfortunate passers-by had pushed Wexley the wrong way and, as a result, had to be cleansed.

      Not always dead, though the weapons Wexley slotted into the suit’s belt and thigh holsters were capable of such an outcome, just repaid. Wrongs righted, scales evened, whatever term you chose. Once Wexley had done that, once he’d put Kat in the same way she’d put him, then that pressure would be gone and he would be able to focus once again.

      Focus on Adriana, and the plan whispering in his mind.

      “What’s her status?” Wexley spoke into the mic as he walked Chicago’s streets heading west. Cloaked in a thick ankle-length trench, head covered by a deep blue knit, Wexley looked like somebody to avoid. When eyes caught a flickered hilt, the long gun’s barrel showing from its back strap, people swerved far away. “I’m curious.”

      The words hit with vague precision, meaning everything to their target and nothing to the listeners. And there were always listeners.

      “Off the board,” Rhimes replied instantly, though Wexley hadn’t scheduled a call, hadn’t done anything except flip his Tama to a certain channel and started talking. “There’s a meeting going on now, something’s pulled them all off the streets.”

      “We don’t know what?”

      “Feed’s been dark lately.”

      Wexley took in a deep breath, feeling the chill air lace his lungs. Around him, a growing crowd waited for a light to change and offer a chance to cross to the other side. Chicago’s early spring had black snow clinging to life along the streets, muddy puddles like genetic soup that’d give way to new life in a month. Water dripped from the raised train lines up above, mingling with the steady whoosh as tires melded with wet asphalt.

      Blocks away, a particular sound bounced between the buildings. One that would’ve made Wexley smile if he cared to. The protests at the Paragon’s Chicago headquarters continued apace, a rage against the violence in the city, violence Wexley himself played no small part in perpetrating. Disorganized and decimated by Mynx, the North America’s lone remaining Champion, Chicago’s own Paragons lacked a strong leader, lacked organization.

      Another shadow floated by above, the drone washing its scanners over the crowd as the light changed and feet began their shivering shuffle. Without heroes on the streets, the drones filled the space. Unlike a Paragon, with their powers and their personality, the drones operated on a brutal scale. They offered little understanding and harsh results, giving the protestors more ammo for their fights.

      Such a tragedy.

      “What other options do we have?” Wexley asked. “I’m near Michigan now.”

      “Early for you, isn’t it?”

      “I pay you for your competence, not your opinions.”

      “If you want my competence, you’ll value my opinions.”

      Wexley grinned now. Ah, how novel it was for anyone to stand up to him. Rhimes had earned the right, though. Had powered Wexley from one scheme to the next, even if the man had failed to bring Kat to heel.

      “Then what would you recommend?” Wexley said, feeling a breeze and turning north.

      While Michigan Avenue itself felt too clogged with visitors, the streets alongside the famed way offered up enough buzz. Life happened here: people, ordinary people grinding out a living without pretensions. They sold their gadgets, fitted their suits, or cooked up the salivating smells now embracing the air. None needed a Paragon’s protection, none needed some super-powered monster to demand their loyalty.

      Chicago had thrived for centuries without their interference, and it would again.

      “I’m assuming no isn’t an option?” Rhimes said, doing nothing to hide a sigh.

      “I’m already out. Calendar’s cleared.”

      “Then there’s a loner. Looks new too.”

      “Perfect.”

      Rhimes beamed the coordinates, the construction site popping up on Wexley’s Tama and, fifteen minutes later, at his feet. The building looked like a new condo structure, advertising an urban farm as a central core. Fresh produce every day, all year long for buyers. Wexley snapped a picture, figuring he might look into a move if the building delivered on its promise.

      A fence girded the site, with a sole entry gated by a Tama lock. Rhimes delivered again, sending the right codes to Wexley’s device and letting him scan in. He left the door ajar behind him, stepping into the shell. Outside walls paneled over with protective plastic served to cut Wexley off from the street, from any prying eyes.

      No insulation would mean nothing to hide any noise. This would have to be a quiet affair.

      Not a problem.

      “I put out the alert,” Rhimes said. “You want back-up?”

      “Will I need it?”

      “No.”

      “Then you have my answer.”

      

      Wexley watched as the Paragon picked his way into the building. The young man sported the Paragon’s trademark blue and white outfit, built up to provide winter warmth. Going by the clean shave, the close cut, this one had bought into his job. The Paragon even stopped at the sight of Wexley’s hulking coat, curled up over his long gun in a reasonable fake for a sleeping person, and reported the find.

      “Looks like it might be homeless,” the Paragon said, loud. “The gate was open. Construction crew might’ve left it that way.”

      Hoping, maybe, to wake up the vagabond. Spark a conversation and get the person out from the site, enroll them in some plan to turn them from a ruffian into a Paragon-produced person. How nice.

      Wexley relaxed into the moment, letting Adriana, the countless to-dos clogging his productivity apps fade away. They would be waiting for him after. Now, now was about nature. The predator and prey instinct driving the Earth’s primal species into combat with themselves.

      The Paragon received his marching orders and went towards the coat. Any hesitance vanished with the perceived solution, the certainty that came with a clear objective. Wexley moved too, rolling his feet as he stepped from behind his chosen wall.

      He made no sound, and the Paragon took no notice.

      “Hey, sir, you hear me?” The Paragon said to the coiled coat as he approached. “You alive under there?”

      Wexley slipped the small baton from its holster. Thumbed the switch activating a nub on the weapon’s end. Step after step took him closer. The Paragon kneeled over the coat, reached to move it away. Wexley could dash forward now, hit the Paragon from behind and end the struggle before it even began.

      But why ruin the fun?

      Instead, Wexley watched as the Paragon shoved the coat aside and took a long look at the rifle beneath. The Paragon brought his hand to his chin tapped twice. Wexley waited, wanted the turnaround, that sweet moment when the Paragon realized he’d been set up.

      A hand landed on Wexley’s shoulder, spun the man around. The Paragon, somehow, stood behind him, wagging a finger.

      Damn powers. Turning a good fight into a random grab bag.

      Wexley swung the baton, blinked as the weapon swiped right on through the Paragon’s form as if Wexley had attacked some colored fog. When the baton came out the Paragon’s right side, Wexley stumbling when his swing hit zero resistance, a kick took out Wexley’s right knee.

      Wexley fell forward, pulling into a roll to buy himself some distance. The move let him feel out his knee, judge that no tendons had ruptured, no caps dislocated. Healthy enough, Wexley pushed himself up, sweeping the baton around behind him as he rose.

      “What’re you doing, man?” The Paragon, all two of him, asked from a safe meter away.

      “What’s it look like?” Wexley stared at the two copies.

      He’d seen powers like this before. Paragons that could duplicate themselves, or make images. But the copy had put a real hand on Wexley’s shoulder, had been solid for a moment and like air the next. So what were the rules for this one?

      The gun on his thigh called to him. Wexley pushed the urge away. Any gunshot would bring drones, and while Wexley didn’t fear a single Paragon, those metal monsters would tear him apart without much effort.

      No, this battle would be close, soft.

      “I’m telling you now, you should drop that thing and give it up,” the Paragon said. “I know you’re dressed like you’re some big shot, but the squeeze is on. My friends are coming, and they will not like it if you’re not listening to me.”

      “Five minutes,” Rhimes said in Wexley’s ear, listening in on the conversation. “The protest is slowing down Paragon dispatch.”

      More than enough time, then, so long as Wexley didn’t play the banter game.

      Taking two quick lunges, Wexley stabbed the baton at the Paragon on the right. Like before, the tip went in and found nothing, though the Paragon recoiled away. His mirror image took the opportunity to swing in a punch, a blow Wexley blocked with his left forearm. The hit felt solid, so Wexley whipped the baton left, trying to score a shocking tap on the Paragon’s shoulder.

      Again the baton struck nothing, and the blocked blow on Wexley’s forearm vanished too. Wexley caught his own stumble as the Paragon backed away, the right image ducking low for a gut shot. Rolling the baton in his right hand, Wexley jabbed it back down, hitting the right image’s shoulder just as the Paragon’s punch hit Wexley’s stomach.

      Nothing, no ripple, no ache from a socked spleen. The right Paragon flashed to nothing as soon as Wexley nailed a hit. The two sides danced back a step, the Paragon holding a frown, hands up and ready on both bodies. No longer the cocky fighter but a wary adversary.

      Wexley took the clue and advanced, the running clock ticking in his head. He feinted with the baton, darting towards the right image but sliding his right foot in the process, ready to lunge left. The Paragon fell into the same response, leading in with the left form. Betting that he’d solved the Paragon’s riddle, Wexley turned the baton and stuck the left body.

      This time, the baton bit in, its flash lighting up the shock on the Paragon’s face. Those wide eyes mingled with twitching muscles as the Paragon collapsed to the ground, the image on the right disappearing as if someone had turned it off.

      “One trick,” Wexley said, flipping off the baton. “That’s all you had.” He knelt down, reached for the Paragon’s neck. A hold, a twist, and this one would be dealt with. “At least yours will be quick.”

      “No time,” Rhimes voice cut in. “They’ll be on you. Leave.”

      Lucky kid.

      Wexley broke to his feet fast, dashing towards his jacket, the long gun, and slipping them on, returning to his disguise. As he slipped on the knitted cap, Wexley left the building, sparing no look, no word for the Paragon lying, breathing and beaten, on the concrete floor.
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            GIN AND TRACKING

          

        

      

    

    
      Shorts, a doubled-up t-shirt to fight the London chill, and new sneakers etching a blister into her heels as she pounded pavement through Hyde Park’s stately greens. Celice caught idle glances as she ran, late afternoon urbanites heading for a pub, a restaurant, or just home. Water splashed with every contact, doing Celice a favor by making people clear from her path.

      And letting the man, also jogging, as he did every day around this time, stay in sight.

      Celice had left Mynx’s meeting room in LA, ditched the sob-fest and went to work. If the Champions wanted to play the PR game while the man responsible for detonating a stadium went free, that was their choice. She made a different one.

      Her Paragon access let Celice yank the footage from the prison break, where a goon squad busted Zhan-Yo from Mynx’s supposedly secure facility. That fancy floor-wide elevator and Mynx’s drones hadn’t done crap, but at least the Champion had top notch surveillance. Celice absorbed the recording on the flight from LA to New York, then, back at Bastion, she pulled the data on every face she could find on Mynx’s cameras.

      Zhan-Yo’s adopted crew didn’t comprise criminals, up until the break-in anyway, but instead people with large holes in their past. Paragon records, compiled with ruthless thoroughness, broke down their lives into nuggets Celice devoured while surfing the sky from New York to London.

      She’d picked the European city because damn near every one of Zhan-Yo’s group had bought tickets and departed that way in the weeks since the explosion. The flights had come at different times, from different starting points—these people weren’t total novices to spy-craft—but the same destination made it easy to trace.

      Easy, at least, for a super-powered group covering the planet with its all-seeing enterprise.

      The man took his usual left, heading towards the park’s east exit. Celice followed, maintaining distance and taking the occasional cross-cut along a muddy detour to throw off any ideas. Her zigs and zags moved her parallel to the man, kept him within eyeshot. He hadn’t deviated yet, and Celice had no reason to think he would.

      Another workday, another routine.

      Reaching the park’s end, the man did a double-check for traffic. London played the same game as other Paragon-controlled cities—meaning, every city—and held back cars for broader transit, giving way to mag-lev rail, buses, and vans. Nonetheless, this deep in London’s heart, randomness abounded, with wealthier citizens taking their cleared pods for jaunts or specialty transports delivering their desires. Enough, anyway, that the man had to wait several long heartbeats for a truck to roll on by, batteries whirring and misty water spraying.

      Celice caught up, hung a few meters back. She paced, feet pounding the walk without moving, trying to seem every bit the impatient runner not wanting to stop. Her Tama, tied to her left wrist, vibrated. Another call, another message, another request from Mynx’s Paragon peddlers trying to find where Celice had gone, what she was up to.

      As if the Champion didn’t have better things to do with her time.

      An older gentleman standing to her left shifted his umbrella to block the now-drizzle from landing on Celice’s already sweaty, short hair. Beneath his cloth cap, the man gave her the slightest nod. Celice returned a tight smile, kept her feet going. The truck motored on by and the group shuffled forward.

      If any one place had surveillance capacity matching the Paragons, London was it. Cameras littered street corners, giving a person with the right permissions access to scan the city from a desk. Celice, holed up in a rented apartment, called in favors and digitally scoured London’s streets for a match.

      And now that match ran along ahead, passed stores shutting for the evening and others opening. Shifts changed, laughter mingled with shouted conversations, and Hyde Park’s nature lost its scents to kitchens warming up for dinner. The park’s simple clarity likewise fell to ad banners and brighter city lights, a sensory shift Celice tried to ignore as she treaded after her target.

      Too close.

      Her father’s words whispered in Celice’s mind. Aegis had it right. Those meters splitting Celice from her objective weren’t enough. If the man bothered to look behind, if he felt Celice’s eyes crawling his back, searching out any possible weapons hidden in his baggy track pants and loose jacket, he’d catch her out against the shambling, coat-covered crowds.

      But her father didn’t know everything. He’d preach one stealth lesson after another only to fall back on his fists the minute something didn’t work quite right. An easy instinct when Aegis could take a thousand hits and not feel a one.

      Celice, though, couldn’t fall back. Not here, when intersections and alleyways split off every other second. If the man’s route through Hyde Park remained static, he took different options off this street every day. Celice suspected he always circled back to the same destination, but she never found the evidence, not for so many long hours watching fuzzy footage.

      Celice bit back a laugh as she worked around a soggy tour group: Aegis wouldn’t have spent a minute on the recordings. He would’ve hit the streets, pulling rank to get what he wanted or smashing through enough walls until he found it.

      The man broke right, a casual turn onto a thin alley marked by dumpsters and dripping fire escapes. Celice approached, slowing into a walk, hands on her hips as if her jog had caught up with her little lady lungs.

      You’re unarmed.

      The shorts, the t-shirts, the shoes left little space to hide a weapon. Celice had left the apartment without planning to get in a fight. Look like a runner, figure out where the man went whenever he ditched the streets for London’s alleys and then retreat back home to prep the next stage. Now that she’d come this far, however . . .

      Turning the corner, Celice spotted the man halfway down the alley. He leaned on a drain pipe, one leg lifted up into a stretch. People shifted along behind her, one bumping Celice forward into the alley’s mouth. The man didn’t turn around at the scuffle, hadn’t seen Celice at all, but she had nowhere to hide if he did.

      No way to act casual.

      Aegis would like this part. Celice could retreat, could dip back into the crowded press and make her way home, regroup and try again. If she’d been running this like all the Paragon ops she’d supervised over the years, Celice would’ve pulled the plug. She had time then, she had time and super-powered fighters on her side.

      Another night spent without progress in that apartment, with its bare walls and sparse furniture and gin bottles washed down with lime and little else . . .

      Celice picked up the jog, heading down the alley with a smile spreading, a harmless someone who knew they’d be seen.

      “Sorry,” Celice said when the man heard her footsteps and turned her way. “The streets are so crowded, saw you came this way and thought maybe it’s a good route.”

      “It serves,” the man said, holding his stretch and waiting for Celice to go on by.

      Make the first move.

      Waiting let the enemy take control. Celice ground her left heel, turning in the alleyway and delivering a sharp kick to the man’s stomach. The sneaker connected, air blowing out as the man’s eyes bugged and his lungs evacuated their contents. The stretch and his single-legged stand meant the man should’ve fallen to the ground, should’ve given Celice an easy avenue to a pin and interrogation.

      Instead, the man kept his hand on the pipe. The hold let him drop the stretching leg, his feet getting their grip as Celice stepped into a follow-up jab right where she’d kicked. Another wave at the man’s stomach and she might get him nauseous, might bruise a kidney and take him out quick.

      But Zhan-Yo didn’t hire scrubs.

      The man knocked away the attack, coughing as he did so, trying to suck in air. He back-pedaled, looking to buy space, give his longer reach a chance. Celice couldn’t let him, so she pressed ahead, using the man’s bulk as a big target. This time, she varied her strikes, blinking hands and elbows high and low, looking for a vulnerability.

      Her opponent took the hits when they came, blocked the ones he could, still recovering from the kick. His stance, growing straighter and more settled by the second, showed Celice’s hits to his shoulders, to his knees, and one good nail gouge to the cheek, weren’t doing enough.

      The swing came off a block, the man slamming down his left elbow to deflect a jab then thrusting the fist right at Celice’s eyes. She jerked aside, but not far enough, the blow catching her right temple and sending her back two steps. A bruise there, for sure.

      And more to come, going by the man’s brawler posture. He had his hands up, feet on their toes and bouncing. Worse, a gleam played on a face ready and eager for the fight.

      “Don’t know who you are, where you came from, but you picked the wrong alley today,” the man said, accent placing him as a Canadian Northwoods product.

      Keep him off balance.

      “Nope, you’re the man I’m looking for,” Celice sprang the words with a spirited smile, an earnest look that threw the man for a fractional second.

      Long enough.

      Kicking through a puddle, Celice sent dirty drops raining at the man, following behind them with a sidestep to the right. Her rival pushed through the trick, trying for a long-reach hit that depended on Celice sticking to the ground, like a normal fighter might.

      But Celice, daughter of the world’s foremost Paragon, wasn’t a normal fighter.

      She planted her left foot and jumped, heading at a hard angle towards the alley wall. The leap brought her so far right that the man’s swing fell short, his follow-through bringing him right into Celice’s rebound. Her right foot touched the wall a half-meter up and Celice kicked off, reversing direction and punching forward with the added momentum.

      The man couldn’t get his own swing back in time to block, taking Celice’s shot right on the chin. His turn to stumble. Celice kept on forward, staying on her own feet after the wall jump and using the chaos to grab the man’s left leg, twisting it as he recoiled. An undignified plop followed, the tracksuit hitting sopping ground. The man’s head came next, cracking on the cobblestones.

      Celice leaned over, ready to lay an elbow on the man’s neck if he tried to rise. His eyes, though, were clouded and closed, and no longer read reality. Instead, Celice planted two fingers on the man’s neck and watched his chest. A pulse beat, the lungs worked their magic. Not dead, unconscious for who knew how long.

      “Hey!” A woman shouted at the alley’s head, and Celice looked back to see an older couple standing there, watching the evening’s improvised entertainment. “What’s going on here then?”

      Who knew how much they’d seen, how much they’d believe, but a simple excuse would work for most people: The average person wouldn’t want their daily comforts disrupted by Paragon business or bloody street fights.

      “He slipped while we were practicing,” Celice called back. “Get an ambulance!”

      She turned back to the man, running her hands through his jacket, looking for something, anything. Getting a Tama off a wrist would take time and tools she didn’t have here, and the sheer stillness on his face seemed to mean consciousness wasn’t coming back soon.

      In the man’s left pocket, she found a crumpled receipt. Coffee, pastry. In the right pocket, a keychain. Only someone paranoid would resort to locks that couldn’t be hacked. Celice, keeping low, fingered the two copper-colored keys. She could take them, but then the man would know, Zhan-Yo would know they’d been stolen.

      “How’s he doing?” came the woman’s voice, closer now, excited at being involved. A look confirmed the two were heading down the alley towards Celice. Interlopers being interlopers. “We called, help’s on the way!”

      Angling her own Tama, Celice captured the keys in three pictures. As the couple came close, Celice stuffed the keys back into the man’s pocket and stood up, painting a worried picture across her body.

      “Thank you,” Celice said as they came close. “I’m thinking he knocked himself a bit hard. I’ll go meet the ambulance, if you can watch him?”

      The couple, doing their saintly duty, agreed without a second’s suspicion. Celice broke off towards the alley’s entrance, slipped into the passing crowd, and vanished as a siren’s wail broke London’s evening peace. Overhead, a drone’s dark cloud drifted by, preceding the ambulance call with its own inscrutable eye.

      Once, those machines would’ve filled Celice with hope, with the flush that came with real power in a world that valued little else.

      Now, she kept her head down and felt the drizzle turn to rain, the chill fighting off the first pangs from her battered temple.

      

      The shower washed away the grime, and real, dry clothes calmed her shivers. Letting her hair flop free hid the grim circle near her forehead, but Celice couldn’t find much else to enjoy about the apartment. Acquired through an ad, paid for with reps from accounts Celice and her father maintained, she’d bought the prior owner’s furniture too. The pieces had a lifeless look to them, pleasant enough but without any memories to make them whole.

      Bastion, the giant tower in New York that’d been her home for years, held more sentiment in its steeled walls, its glimmering appliances all monitored by advanced AI than this cramped studio on London’s west side. At first, Celice treated the space like a hotel room, a temporary abode meant for sleeping, hygiene, and little else.

      Then the hours stacked up. The days went by, filled with surveillance and watching tapes on her computer screen with nothing but a small courtyard and walls outside the window. Pubs and coffee shops offered escapes, but any outside venture brought risk some Paragon would catch her, that Mynx would get a drone hunting her down.

      Celice felt the buzz again now, the regular call from the local Paragon office. They knew she was in London, maybe knew where she lived. Celice stared at the white glow on her Tama offering a comeback. She could say the words, move right into the facilities here, join back with the team and hunt Zhan-Yo with their help.

      But that would mean distractions. It would mean following Mynx’s orders, or the Champion running Europe. She’d go from the main player in her own efforts to an accessory. And when they found Zhan-Yo? The Paragons would hold a trial, would show him off to the world and try to paint him as some awful figure.

      Zhan-Yo deserved a bullet to the head. Fast, fatal, and finished.

      Then, when her father’s killer had been wiped off the board, Celice could go back to the politics, the games, the scrabbling for Paragon power.

      Swiping on her Tama, she found her pictures. Sent them over to her computer. The keys themselves held nothing on them except a name, the locksmith that’d made the copies. The next step.

      Sitting back on the couch, Celice looked at the dark television bordered by plain, flowery art. Tea waited in the kitchen, along with leftovers from a lunchtime curry adventure. She could find some movie to put on, revel in the day’s success. The man didn’t have her name, didn’t know why she attacked him. She wouldn’t be in danger yet.

      But a win deserved a celebration. This was London, and even if the world had itself in conniptions over the LA stadium bombing, the people here knew how to have fun.

      And Celice could use some fun tonight.
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            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            TEAM DREAMS

          

        

      

    

    
      The alarm showcased every difference between where Calvin used to be and where he was now. The logo on his Tama, the Paragon P, radiated professionalism. Clean, blue, and white, the logo vanished into a call for Calvin to respond to a missing Paragon in Chicago’s north Loop. Not that Calvin would—the alert would go out to other area Paragons and drones, hardly just Calvin—but the ping nonetheless contrasted with the dripping warehouse where he stood.

      The stain-coated concrete floor beneath his feet echoed with the sturdy walls as ragtag anomalies tested their abilities. Right now they squared off, two at a time, engaging in teamwork. Each one had to see how they could use their abilities to benefit the other, and vice versa. Something about bonding, about understanding the true power of the team.

      Bumper sticker nonsense.

      Calvin itched at his neck where his jacket, an impulse buy with his new Paragon reps, rubbed. The warehouse had zero heat, and while Chicago seemed to be emerging from its frozen hibernation, chill still owned the air. The warehouse’s broken windows, glass standing like teeth in a jumbled maw, let in breeze aplenty. A breeze that brought more than cold with it.

      “Yo,” Calvin said to Farrah, beside him, a hard-edged fighter who’d kept her own abilities a secret while barking orders at her charges. “Did we really have to choose this place, or does the burning trash help somehow?”

      “Keeps you motivated,” the woman replied, not veering her look away from the fighters. “The faster you get your exercises done, the sooner you can leave.” She waved forward. “Speaking of which . . . ”

      “I’m a Paragon. I don’t need this.”

      “Beth said otherwise, and what Beth says goes,” the woman replied, noting the Elemental leader running Chicago’s show. “Join in.”

      “I don’t have a partner.”

      “For this, you won’t need one.”

      Shaking his head, but holding to that early departure promise if he played their games, Calvin gave himself a five meter distance. He faced Farrah, who seemed to be watching the others and ignoring him.

      “So what’re we doing then?” Calvin called.

      “Everyone!” Farrah shouted, her voice carrying through the warehouse. “Calvin here believes Paragons don’t need teamwork.”

      “Not what I said.”

      “Remember what happened when Aegis left his team behind?” Farrah continued. “Not even a legend can go alone! We Elementals are smarter and stronger when we work together. Anthony, Della, show us what I mean.”

      All the others in the warehouse circled up, watching as the two named Elementals, both in scrappy spring clothes, squared up opposite Calvin.

      “I thought these were team drills?” Calvin asked.

      “Sometimes proving the why is as important as practicing the what,” Farrah replied. “Go on, Elementals, teach him a lesson.”

      With all the eyes on him, Calvin did what he knew how to do: he shrank inside himself. Put up a wall and looked for an exit. The people surrounding him weren’t his friends, weren’t his partners in some fight against Wexley, the Paragons, and a world falling apart. They were just more bastards looking to use him.

      His hands, as they always did, felt the current embedded in the black leather gloves on his skin. The leather’s slick pull tugged at Calvin, waiting to be embraced. The gloves themselves were nice, warm. Not ones he wanted to ruin.

      So as Anthony and Della put a few meters between themselves, making a triangle with Calvin as the far point, the Paragon took off his gloves and stuffed them in his coat pockets. When he did, the air came alive around him. Dust, the chill, and other airborne chemicals teased Calvin, suggesting they could be snared and redirected, stretched and employed.

      What did Farrah expect Calvin to do? Fight these two? Anthony and Della, both, had years on Calvin, but that didn’t mean much when abilities came into play. Every anomaly had their own curve, from when their gifts first appeared to when, or if, they petered out. Calvin’s showed up near his twelfth birthday, along with fuzz on his face and a crack in his voice.

      Back then, he’d rolled with the new sensations, considered them another tool in a growing box filled with one foster family escape after the next. Lately, Calvin had been adding more dangerous lessons to that box, ones perfect for the plucky anomalies squaring up against him now.

      Anthony went first, the long-haired bar bouncer taking one stride before jumping into the air. Della made a face, like she was blowing up an invisible balloon, and Anthony’s leap sent him high enough to touch the warehouse ceiling. Calvin watched as the man twisted in the air, plummeting towards Calvin with a fist held forward, a punching comet crashing to Earth.

      When he fell, Anthony’s body grew. Every part enlarging with the man’s speed, doubling and then tripling in size in the milli-seconds as he dropped. One punch would come with far more kilos than Calvin could take.

      So the target moved.

      A dash forward brought no progress, Della’s refocused wind-tunnel pressing Calvin back and ticking out his time. Not good, but that’s why Calvin always operated with a back-up plan. When he started running, Calvin’s right hand dropped to his jeans, holding to the denim. His left hand went up over his head, the sensation running electric through him.

      Above him, a thin blue webbing sprang forth, expanding up and out, melding with the air to build a blue-white net. Anthony slammed down, barreled into Calvin and drove him into the warehouse floor. The net robbed the crashing man of some momentum.

      Not enough.

      

      Farrah stood over him when Calvin’s eyes opened, a knowing smile splitting her face. Around them, sounds showcased a return to the drills Calvin had interrupted.

      “Get the point, Paragon?” Farrah asked.

      Calvin’s headache demanded whatever answer would get him away from these brutal people as fast as possible. He’d agreed to tangle with the Elementals because Kat asked him to, because she’d wrapped her life up with these half-way heroes in ways Calvin never would with anyone. Another bad move added to the long list Calvin had been writing since coming to Chicago.

      All for a convention, a damned comic convention that’d been ruined by Kat’s pursuit.

      “Yeah, I get your point,” Calvin said, sitting up, shutting his eyes for a long breath to shake off the nausea.

      “Looks like Anthony hit you hard. Should we get you checked out?”

      “Anthony would’ve killed me,” Calvin said, dishing a cold glare Farrah’s way. “The hell you trying to teach these people?”

      “A Paragon wouldn’t hesitate to kill any of us. I will not teach them otherwise.”

      “I’m not here hurting anybody!”

      “Beth says she believes you. That’s enough for some people,” Farrah said. “You come here, you refuse to join in what we’re doing? Now I have to wonder why you bothered.”

      The implications lay heavy in her words, that smile long dead. So Farrah held the same standards everyone else did: anyone outside your group was an enemy until proved otherwise. Why should Calvin expect the Elementals to be any different?

      “The Paragons took me in,” Calvin said. “They didn’t ask questions. They saw what I could do and offered me a contract. You tried to kill me. I’m starting to see why you’re losing.”

      He stood all the way up now. Anthony’s hit probably had Calvin concussed. What a wonderful present. Calvin ran through a mental inventory, tallying up his possessions, his reps to spend. He’d never had much, and now what he had sat in a storage locker in the Paragon’s Chicago headquarters. It wouldn’t take long to head that way, take it out, and maybe get the Paragons to send him somewhere new.

      Somewhere without all this drama.

      “Then you’re seeing why we can’t take chances,” Farrah kept at it. “Everyone here’s going to lose someone. Probably soon. We’re not playing a little game. We’re not running around the streets at night scaring people. This is a real movement, and with all that’s happening right now, we have a real opportunity.”

      “Not one I’m helping with. Next time you decide to start something? Maybe don’t fight with the ones on your side.”

      This time, Farrah didn’t stop Calvin from walking out. The man felt eyes on his back, ignored them. Kept his head up and his mind spinning until he left the warehouse, the breeze picking up without the walls. Only then did he connect the chill crossing his legs.

      Where he’d worn thick jeans, Calvin only had shorts, and those hanging in tatters halfway up his thighs. Some anomalies had abilities that could take what they needed from anywhere, anything. Calvin’s ate his clothes.

      What a great damn day.

      

      Seeker made it better, as the dog always did. The big, white fluff attacked Calvin as he came into Kat’s apartment. The place, patched up from Wexley’s attacks, served as an air mattress home to Calvin while the Paragons lurched through the disaster in LA. The world’s governing group had been leaping from one emergency declaration to the next with Mynx, the nominal local leader, fumbling around in the spotlight.

      Calvin had to give the engineer Champion some credit though: at least Mynx stuck around. She took beatings every day in front of cameras and off screen as the Paragons kept throwing out new processes, new names, and new ideas as if hoping memos alone could return the Paragons to some stable state.

      So Calvin dodged the drama by crashing with his friend.

      “Right, Seeker?” Calvin said, scratching the dog’s ears as he hunted down a new pair of pants. The bus ride back here had been an exercise in ignoring stares, but Chicago had enough people that someone wearing ragged shorts on a brisk March day wasn’t the weirdest thing. “We’re just hanging out here, letting the world figure itself out.”

      The idea felt a little odd, considering Kat and Calvin had, not long ago, escaped assassination attempts by some dude who, according to Kat, had power and reps in infinite amounts. Calvin wanted to take Wexley and teach him some proper respect, sure, but the lets-go-get-him vengeance slipped away as the Elementals urged caution and the Paragons spun into confusion.

      Calvin pestered Kat day by day to get her gear together so the two of them could go CEO hunting at Wexley’s office. Between them, Calvin figured Wexley wouldn’t stand a hope’s chance in hell of getting away, and with Calvin’s Paragon connections, he could bring in drone support too. Blanket the tower in guns and good times.

      “But no,” Calvin said to Seeker, stuffing his toothbrush, the Tama charger, and some clothes into a pack. “Everybody wanted to take a breather instead because they’re all scared.”

      Scared of what Calvin didn’t know, but Beth had been real firm. If Kat and Calvin moved against Wexley without her approval, the Elementals would consider them enemies. And, with that tattooed miracle worker bearing Kat’s survival in his ink, going rogue would mean a quick death all around. ‘Course, as Calvin pointed out night after night, they could hit and run the sniping bastard and Beth wouldn’t have to know.

      “But Kat’s gone all gun-shy,” Calvin said, and Seeker woofed. “She doesn’t want to lose her new friends, man. I get it.”

      Calvin didn’t, really, but pretending to understand how families worked was a fun little game he played with himself. Made things seem less lonely.

      Seeker cocked his head, bright blue eyes staring at Calvin while the dog’s tongue hung loose and wet from his mouth. A ridiculous look that had Calvin cracking up as he slung his pack over his shoulder. He’d miss Kat, sure. Even Gordon, that moron, who nonetheless tried to help. The dog, though, would be the biggest regret.

      As if sensing his own thoughts, Calvin’s Tama buzzed. He glanced at it, saw Kat’s name and, above it, the time. Late enough in the afternoon now that her meeting might be done.

      “Hey,” Calvin answered the call.

      “That’s it? Hey?”

      “It’s what I say?”

      “How about what Farrah’s saying, then?” Kat answered. “I didn’t get everything from her words. Did you kill someone, or did someone almost kill you?”

      “They double-teamed me and I didn’t kill’em because I’m a nice guy.” Calvin ignored Seeker’s huff. “Farrah wanted to prove a point. She did, and now I’m done.”

      “Not yet you’re not. I need a drink and a chance to vent.”

      “Can’t you call your boy Gordon?”

      “He’s got his own problems.”

      Calvin snorted, “So I’m your back-up.”

      “Sorry, I thought I was talking to Calvin, grown man. Not a child.”

      The pack slid off Calvin’s shoulders as he grinned. Kat always had a way of insulting him into a good mood.

      “Where you thinking?” Calvin asked. “And there better not be any Elementals in this place, because I swear . . .”

      “You swear what?”

      “Don’t make me say it.” Calvin could hear Kat’s own grin through the phone. “It’s not polite.”

      “Then tell me in person. I’m getting into a pod now, which means you’re already late.”

      Kat’s taste in bars ran to the gutter, not that Calvin could complain. Beverages at Kat’s joints tended to be cheap, so Calvin’s new Paragon pay covered all the booze the man cared to drink. Which, since his life had been on the line basically since the day Calvin had graced this Earth, veered hard between a glass and a gallon.

      Calvin knew Carver’s, though. Remembered the steps down into the basement bar, remembered the near-vacant warehouses and stores slopped around with spacing that suggested the planner in this Chicago district hadn’t been paying attention. The place had a few office escapees snagging an early out before heading home to their lives, drinking and catching baseball’s early season games.

      The dark walls bore gouges where bar fights and thrown stools left their scars. On the floor, currently blocked by tables and chairs, sat the loose outline where a ring would form later. In that very same ring, Kat had first played Calvin into nearly revealing his powers. His anomaly self. Breaking out there, in that crowd, would’ve felt oh so good for the second’s surprise Calvin would’ve won off Kat, followed shortly by a fist flurry as a drunk, angry crowd vented its anomaly hatred out on him.

      “It’s not that bad,” Kat said when Calvin sat opposite her, two amber ales in his hands. He passed one along the smooth table to the tracker. “They don’t know who you are.”

      “That you have to say it makes it bad, Kat,” Calvin said, trying to find a way to get himself comfortable on the metal, cushion-less chair.

      “Yeah, well, no place is perfect.”

      “This one’s a long way from it.” Calvin raised his glass. “But the drinks are cheap.”

      Kat clinked his glass and they indulged. Calvin catalogued the feeling in his left hand, gloveless and holding the beer. The glass twinkled, an edge waiting to be sucked up and exploited. Calvin could turn it into a lance, a knife, or twist it into some sort of constellation. His right hand, resting on the table, picked out the paint and the plastic beneath. Both had options, both could be yanked up and split into . . .

      “You there?” Kat said. “Or did I just explain today to a brick wall?”

      Calvin shrugged, “They hit me pretty hard.”

      “Sounds like I need to talk to Farrah.”

      Kat didn’t do the whole concerned thing very well.

      “Not a kid,” Calvin replied. “I can handle it.”

      “Oh, is that what you were doing, packing up back at the apartment?”

      “You saw that?”

      Kat waved her Tama, “Hi, you know what year it is? Cameras everywhere, buddy. Tap told me you were in and I checked.”

      Tap’s name killed the spying-on-you vibe Kat’s words created. The apartment’s AI offered up inane forecasts about the weather, promising good and bad beach days for Chicago coupled with pithy slogans on taking life slow, feeling the sand, breathing in the sea. The surfer bro setup made a fun first impression, an eye-rolling twentieth.

      Another thing Calvin could ditch without a moment’s regret.

      “I’m tired of sitting around,” Calvin said. “If we’re not going after,” Calvin glanced around, saw nobody paying attention, but hid names anyway, “that guy, then what are we doing here?”

      “Meetings, apparently?”

      Kat’s tone and her subsequent return to the beer brought Calvin a little hope. Maybe she was getting tired too.

      “I’m saying it’s taking too long,” Calvin continued, pushing his position. “I guarantee you he’s not waiting for us to come his way, but people like him, they don’t forget either. He’s gonna find us one day, and it’s not going to be good if we’re the ones getting surprised.”

      Kat sighed, “I asked Beth about it again today. She’s still saying no. I think she wants the Paragons to engage first, wait for both sides to get bloody, then sweep in and claim the win.”

      “Win what? A city on fire?”

      “Ask her. She’s not telling me.”

      Back to the same impasse. Back to the same rut.

      “Kat. I’m not playing here. I’m done with this. Either we go after this guy, or I’m getting on the next Paragon flight to somewhere he won’t follow. Are you with me or not?”

      For once, Kat didn’t wilt under the moment. Didn’t offer up some excuse about how the Elementals would come around eventually. Instead, she raised her glass again, clinked it on Calvin’s.

      “Screw it. I’m with you. Let’s go get him.”
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            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            DISCHARGED

          

        

      

    

    
      She’d never been more thrilled to set a tray on a table. Cassidy lifted away her trembling hands and watched as the fruit cup—juicy orange—and the buttered toast stayed level. No falling away onto the plastic or the stone patio beneath. She flashed a tentative smile to her left, where Ano stood ready with the broom. He nodded, then slipped back inside the cafeteria.

      Overhead, palms waved in the constant sea breeze. Colorful birds Cassidy didn’t know pecked through long, lush grass surrounding the five-table patio, an offshoot from her current home, the lie that’d brought her back to life.

      The loose shirt and pants, both white and both fished from the center’s spare parts bin, billowed around her, letting air in and around everywhere. The wind brushed skin cleaned by showers, snuck into a mouth with teeth brushed, played in growing hair that’d had a mirror’s attention. Cassidy didn’t cough from a dry throat, her tan a more natural bronze than the scorched hue it’d kept for years.

      And the orange juice? Every day Cassidy bit into these cups and felt rapturous joy in the succulent sugars, in the crisp toasted bread. The soups and pastas in the evenings, too, paraded Cassidy down memory’s flavors, each new one an old friend welcomed with gusto.

      The meals helped hide everything else. Helped to hide the wrong.

      The Void. That’d been her name, and the reason for it lingered, a mental scab waiting to be picked so that, again, she could embrace what nature gave her. When the urge rose, as it rose now, Cassidy employed the one weapon she had left.

      Grief.

      The last time she’d used her ability, she’d enabled an escape attempt from Mynx’s, from the Paragon’s, prison island. Throwing up her black holes to block drone attacks, Cassidy had burned herself out. Somehow, she’d lived. Somehow, she’d woken up here, anonymous and free.

      Her friends paid the price for that freedom. She saw them in flashes, gunned down on the ragged ship serving their escape or blown overboard as the ocean swarmed the sides, everything falling apart. If Cassidy hadn’t been there, if she hadn’t gone with Thane’s ridiculous idea, they would still be alive. They would still be spending long island days catching fish and swapping stories by beachside campfires, scraping together an existence apart from the world.

      The thoughts dimmed the pulse, muted the crackle in her mind. Another inner battle won. Cassidy gave her toast a grim smile. What a victory, to use the dead to stop making more.

      “You’re looking well today,” Reva, the center’s resident psychologist, sat across from Cassidy without the latter’s approval. “This makes three, doesn’t it?”

      “Three?” Cassidy, done with the fruit cup, went in on the toast. The bread, pre-cut into nice triangles, had gone cold during her reflection, but Cassidy’s appetite didn’t care. “Three what?”

      “Days that you’ve been up and about,” Reva said, with an infinite, tender patience. “You’re doing so well.”

      Cassidy caught the question hanging. Did she remember anything yet, like her name? Her family? The brain scans hadn’t shown any severe trauma, though Reva claimed Cassidy’s muscles had been wrung out, her very bones thinned by extreme stress.

      “Am I?”

      In a life that now seemed imagined, Cassidy had been a teacher. She’d taught young children, playing word games, spinning tales to help them learn. Falling into the same routine with Reva had been . . . had been easier than Cassidy expected. Reva seemed to want to trust Cassidy’s answers, and now the doctor leaned forward, big eyes behind bigger spectacles.

      “You are, Jane,” Reva replied, using the center’s pet name for Cassidy. “We have so many patients here that, when they arrive like you did, never find their way again. We know they’ll be with us until they say their last goodbye. But you, you’re getting better day by day.”

      “I’m glad you think so.”

      “Don’t you?”

      Cassidy did, in fact, feel better. Her body, though sore yet, felt more and more like herself. She’d gone from being exhausted every waking moment to, now, looking beyond the center’s fencing. Somewhere out there would be a plane that could take her home to her family.

      And to the Paragons that would put her right back on that island.

      “I do,” Cassidy said. “Soon, do you think I could leave?”

      Reva sat back, crossing her arms on her lap, fingers clasped. “There are certain milestones we need to consider, Jane. First, your name. Who you are and where you came from. We can’t very well let you walk away from here without knowing where you ought to go, can we?”

      “Is that your decision to make, or is it mine?”

      Reva’s look didn’t shake with Cassidy’s tonal transition. “It is ours to make together. When we all feel you have a plan to take care of yourself.”

      Silence fell as Cassidy ate her toast. To say she had a plan would be optimistic. As much as she wanted to see her family again, Cassidy didn’t have any reps, she didn’t have any transportation, any documentation that would get her on a plane, boat, or anything else. She didn’t even have a Tama, the phone sitting on Reva’s wrist.

      The center, too, would want to know who they’d brought in. With the Paragons in control, Cassidy wouldn’t have to worry about paying for the time spent here, but the center would have to file something. Cassidy would have to give them a real name eventually.

      Or . . .

      Overhead, a jet rumbled by, leaving a white gash across the blue sky.

      “Reva,” Cassidy said. “How is my friend doing? Better?”

      Reva shook her head, “Not as well as you
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"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
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