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        Briar’s alone at Academy of Ancients now that Zach’s graduated and moved on to his assignment with a special elite unit. Not to mention, it’s an assignment that keeps them apart. Oh, and Sam—as in, Samantha—is in his unit. Sam, the one who has a crush on him. Sam, as in, the one who thinks he’s too good for Briar.

      

        

      
        What’s worse?

        A new batch of missing students. A new batch of bad necromancers, and Zach’s right smack dab in the middle of it.

      

        

      
        Until Briar joins him.

      

        

      
        Now she’s got Sam and necromancers to contend with. Which is worse? Losing Zach to the necromancers or losing him to Sam. Some choice.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Briar

        

      

    

    
      The afternoon sun warmed my face as I dozed on the couch in the living room. The summer had passed by too damned fast, and now I anxiously waited for the morning I’d wake up to find Zach had gone off with his brothers Luke and Nick. Even now he was on the phone in his bedroom talking to one of them about the case involving the deaths of General Addie and their dad. After finding the nest of undead on campus, I expected to be attacked in Silent Heights at some point by an army, but it had been quiet. Too quiet. Made me uneasy. I might’ve passed my finals with flying colors, but I’d barely been able to astral project once since then, let alone use spirit well enough to do anything useful.

      The door opened down the hall, and I waited to hear the latest report from Zach.

      “Shroud, what are you thinking about?” he asked, sounding amused.

      “Oh, you know me, the usual. Zombies and necromancers and my dear old dad. Why?”

      He was laughing and leaning against the counter. “Look down.”

      “Huh?”

      He laughed even louder as I cursed and swatted at the flames swarming my feet. I hadn’t even felt them.

      “You know, you’d think after everything you’ve been through this past year, you wouldn’t be stressed out enough to set yourself on fire.”

      “Apparently not,” I muttered as I squashed the last flame.

      He joined me on the couch, lifting my feet so he could sit down and then placing them on his legs.

      I raised a brow. “So?”

      “So what?”

      “Are you going to be leaving me tonight or do we get a few more days?” I hated how small my voice sounded, but I had every reason to dread going back to Academy this fall since Zach would not be there. And despite how angry I still was at Morris—okay, my father—he’d returned to headquarters where he was playing ignorant about the attempt on his life. Which meant that he wouldn’t be at Academy. I would be alone, except for Nyala and though she was my best friend, only friend really, I still felt guilty about what I’d dragged her into last year. I wouldn’t be doing it again.

      “Not sure yet,” he finally replied, resting his head against the back of the couch.

      “That’s nice.”

      He winked one inky blue eye. “Hey, be happy I got to hang around this long.”

      “I am. I’m just apprehensive about what the next few weeks are going to be like.”

      He reached for my hand and wove our fingers together. “You’ll be fine. Just remember everything I taught you and try not to do anything that will get you on Hooke’s bad side again.”

      “Yeah, well, what can I say? It’s a talent.”

      “Try not to be so talented this semester.”

      I mocked him until he started tickling my feet and I squealed for him to stop. I should’ve been trying to enjoy whatever days we had left together in our cozy little hideaway in Silent Heights, but the peaceful summer had me on edge. And it was drawing to a close far too fast.

      I was worried about Zach, too. His brothers were great at keeping themselves alive, but after what occurred in the basement of that building, witnessing how close we’d all come to dying, I worried he’d walk out that door, and I’d never see him again. Two generals had been killed, and someone made an attempt on Morris—I wondered when I’d want, or get, to call him Dad. I cringed at that dark secret. I couldn’t tell anyone I was his daughter. It was supposed to keep me safe. Well, safer, I conjectured.

      “Maybe we should go out today, catch a movie or something,” Zach suggested. “You look like you’re thinking too hard.”

      “And you’re not?” I shot back.

      He wiped off his frown and beamed at me. “Don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “Aren’t we just a happy couple.”

      He got off the couch and held out his hand for mine. “Come on, we’re getting out of this apartment for a few hours.”

      “Another one of your genius date nights?” I teased as I got to my feet and leapt into his arms. He kissed me until my toes curled and I felt that fire coming back. This time, I stopped it from sparking any flames and pulled away to find my shoes.

      “At least I’m taking you on dates this time.”

      “True, it’s a nice change from hanging out in creepy old archives, but that waterfall… I’m not sure you’ve managed to top that place just yet.”

      “Is that a challenge?”

      “I think it is.”

      Zach tilted his head back and forth, thinking. “Give me time, I’ll find something.”

      Shoes on and my banged-up cross-body canvas purse in hand, we locked the apartment and set off into Silent Heights. Being here all summer had given me a chance to explore it thoroughly, and it hadn’t lost its charm yet. The first few weeks I’d felt like a prisoner, unable to go anywhere since both Zach and Morris decided it was better if I stayed put. We knew another necromancer had been on campus that day. He was the one who brought the building down on us. For all we knew, he was watching me and waiting to make a move.

      I’d pouted for a full week, complaining about being stuck here, when Zach finally heard enough and dragged me out of the apartment. He showed me the entire town, and I had no choice but to agree that if I was going to be stuck in a place, it might as well be one like this. There were a ton of fun shops and a few other small places to eat. Even an old movie theater that played black and whites on the weekends.

      Oh yeah, and it was a completely magical community, which had only helped me become more immersed in my other self.

      “You coming, Shroud?” Zach called from the bottom of the stairs.

      “Yeah, yeah. Let’s get this date night started.”

      He rolled his eyes as I bounded down to meet him, tucked my hand in the crook of his arm, and headed out into the town.
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      Six hours later, Zach and I were finishing off our ice cream as he climbed the stairs to the apartment. We’d watched a double feature at the movie theater, then headed to the diner for late dinner and dessert. He spent way too much time rubbing it in how much better I seemed once we were out and about. I planned on keeping my happy mood for the next few days, but the second I opened the front door, Zach grabbed my arm and shoved me behind him.

      “What?” I demanded, trying to see around him. I felt his magic when he created a shield around us both and reached for the light.

      It flickered on, and I blinked to adjust.

      “General Morris.” Zach’s shield fell as he escorted me inside then closed and locked the door behind us. “Good to see you’re still alive.”

      “And I’m glad to see I put my faith in the right person when it comes to protecting my daughter.”

      Zach and Morris shook hands, but I stayed by the front door. Morris stepped around Zach and offered a small smile and a nod of his head.

      I tried for a smile. “Hey, Morris.”

      He sniffed hard, but I wasn’t ready to call him Dad. Not yet.

      “I trust your summer has been uneventful?”

      I made my way through the apartment to the living room and turned on the lamps. “Yeah, boring as hell.”

      “That’s a good thing.” Morris followed me.

      Zach was giving me a pleading look over my dad’s shoulder. What did he expect me to do? The last time I saw Morris was when he handed over the keys to the apartment. Now he showed up all of a sudden, and I was supposed to be happy about it? He either wanted something, or he was here to deliver bad news. I wasn’t in the mood for either, but I knew he wouldn’t leave until he said whatever it was he came to say, so I guessed I would just have to suffer awhile longer.

      “Why are you here?” I asked, doing my best not to sound angry.

      “The fall semester is beginning soon, and I wanted to ensure you were prepared for your next round of classes.” He planted himself in one of the armchairs. “You’ve told me very little of your summoning, if it’s coming along or not.”

      It was my turn to sniff in annoyance as I leaned back on the couch. “It’s fine.”

      “Very well then.” The tension grew between us, and I saw the fires growing in his eyes the longer I refused to speak to him and tell him exactly how my summer had gone. “Zach, I have been in contact with your brothers.”

      “And?” Zach took the other chair.

      “They say they’ve picked up several leads, but are waiting for you to join them,” Morris explained. “They also say you will be meeting the Spirit Master soon enough, for your official two years of service.”

      “So, you know as much as I do,” Zach muttered.

      Though Zach was going to be with Luke and Nick, working on the case of Addie and their dad, officially he was going to be serving his two years of service as a trainee and was supposed to be stationed at the Talons headquarters in northern Maine, on the border of Canada. I worried for him, that someone would find out what he was up to and he’d wind up somewhere worse than the catacombs. His brothers assured me when they visited this summer that Zach would not be found out. Apparently, the Talons were a more elite branch and had been run by General Christopher Pierce—Zach’s father—until his untimely death and was now overseen by Adam, Zach’s eldest brother.

      The others in the government though, the masters and ministers, even other generals, might learn what he was doing; I remembered those horrible pictures of the murdered generals. I also recalled Morris almost being sacrificed by that necromancer a few months ago. Yeah, I was definitely worried about Zach.

      “Briar?” Morris asked quietly.

      I felt the heat near my feet and pulled back the fire before flames burst to life. “Sorry.”

      “If there’s something bothering you, you know you can talk to me about it.”

      “Right, because you were around for all the other times in my life when I needed you,” I uttered as I pushed off the couch and stalked toward the patio. “I’m fine with my classes, so if that’s all you came to say, then there you go.” I walked outside and shut the sliding door behind me.

      I curled up on the wicker couch and stared at the night sky, knowing soon enough I’d be back under that mountain and unable to see the stars or the moon. I’d be cut off from the rest of the world. And from Zach. Though he told me he’d keep in contact as much as he could, we both knew that was wishful thinking. There might be weeks or months at a time when I couldn’t talk to him. And a lot could happen in between that much time, for both of us. I was more worried about what he might face out there hunting necromancers who already showed us several times they were more than ready to kill to get us out of the way.

      Inside, I could hear Zach and Morris talking, probably about me. I hunkered down even lower on the couch, tugging one of the pillows to my chest and hugging it tightly. I already knew without being in there what Zach was telling my dad, something I didn’t care for him to know.

      Whatever.

      I’d get him back for it later. Going back in now would only make it worse.

      Not like I’d have to see Morris again until he decided to pop in for another surprise visit. And with any luck, that would be a long way from now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Zach

        

      

    

    
      General Morris and I both watched Briar trudge outside and slam the door shut behind her. He hung his head as I took her spot next to him, watching as she curled in on herself, staring up at the night sky.

      “She has every right to hate me,” Morris said quietly, almost to himself, but he was staring at me. “Honestly, how is she doing?”

      I glanced back out the door and debated if I should tell him or not. Morris was her dad, and it was clear he was doing his best to make up for not being able to be the father she needed. Mine had been murdered, and I would never get any more time with him. The last thing I wanted was for her to lose whatever time she could have with him. It was for her own good, and I’d take her anger if it came.

      “Not good,” I admitted. “Her summoning hasn’t been as easy for her to control and there’s been no astral projection since we took our finals. None.”

      “She’s too scared to try?”

      “No, she tries, but nothing happens.” I cringed. “But that’s not the worst of it. The first few nights here were fine, but lately, she’s been waking up in the middle of the night, screaming. She’s having nightmares, and she won’t tell me much about them.”

      Morris cleared his throat roughly. “And how exactly do you know she’s waking up in the middle of the night?” His brow arched.

      I swallowed hard and shrugged. “I hear her screaming,” I lied, waiting for him to set me on fire for practically admitting Briar and I were sharing the same place. Not that we’d done anything. But sleeping in two separate bedrooms after the first week seemed pointless when one of us always wound up slipping into the other’s room at night.

      The seconds ticked by.

      Slowly.

      Very slowly.

      Finally, he sighed heavily. “You’re lucky I like you. I haven’t exactly been in her life; I suppose I have no choice but to let it slide. But…”

      I sat up straighter.

      His smile was grim. He didn’t finish his sentence. Only sat there watching me with those flames in his eyes. The same flames that reminded me of Briar. And of danger. Hellacious danger. I could take a hint.

      I nodded. “I only want what’s best for Briar, always have.”

      “I know that as well. See it stays that way. And these nightmares, have they gotten worse?”

      “Steadily,” I told him, remembering how just two nights ago it had taken a few minutes for me to get her to wake up and realize where she was. She’d been screaming my name and something about zombies. I was worried that if the nightmare had gone on any longer, she would’ve set the whole apartment on fire, but surprisingly, there’d been no accidental fires.

      It was only a matter of time until her nightmares drove her to use her summoning. She could hurt herself, or someone else. Get inside someone’s head. And if Hooke caught wind of how on edge she was, I had no doubt he would make this upcoming semester as difficult as the last one, if not worse.

      “She’s been through several traumatic experiences since learning about this new world of hers,” he said slowly, staring out the sliding glass door worriedly. “I would expect nothing less, honestly.”

      “And if they keep getting worse and I’m not here to snap her out of them?”

      “She’ll have to find a way to deal with them before she returns to school.”

      “That’s only a few short weeks away,” I pointed out. “How is she supposed to magically get over almost being killed by the undead? Twice. Or seeing her father—that she didn’t even know about until recently—almost murdered before her eyes?” I wished there was a way I could get inside her head for once and just see what she was going through, figure out what she refused to tell me, but I wasn’t able to astral project into her mind. “I’m worried if anything else happens, it might break her. She needs time to acclimate to all this.”

      “No, she’s a Morris,” he stated firmly. “She’s more like her older sister than she could ever know.”

      I sat up straighter, surprised to hear him talking about his other daughter. “Bethany?”

      “Yes, she was the spirit wielder, and she was damned good at it,” Morris said quietly. “She had immense potential and would have been an incredible soldier one day.”

      “Until she was taken,” I whispered. “Briar wants to ask you about her, but she can never figure out how to do it. You should probably be telling her this, not me. Give her something to help connect to.”

      He pinched the bridge of his nose. “If only it was that simple, but Bethany… She and I did not have an easy relationship. I was close to her after her mother died and it drove her mad. She blamed me for hovering too much, worrying too much. Now, I have a second chance to get it right, but I can’t risk letting the world know who she truly is without putting her in even more danger.”

      “Still, she has a right to know.”

      He lowered his head in acknowledgment. “In time, but now, now the time is not right.”

      “You keep putting it off; the time will never be right.”

      “I’ll just have to take that chance.”

      We both stared out the doors at Briar until he rose. I stood with him.

      “I will be visiting her on campus as much as I can this semester. I wanted to ensure you had my number as well, in case anything happens.” He handed over a card.

      “I’ll be seeing her as often as I can, too,” I assured him.

      “Good, that’s good.” He hesitated, spinning his beret in his hands as if there was so much more he wanted to say, but the words were stuck. He grumbled instead and made for the door, leaving me standing in the living room of Briar’s apartment, completely alone.

      I tucked his card in my pocket and locked the door behind him. He hadn’t come here to talk to me, but clearly putting him in a room with Briar wasn’t going to be enough to break down the wall she erected against showing any real emotion toward him. When he’d nearly died in that basement, I’d seen Briar’s fear of losing him on her face. She might say she hated him, but deep down she cared. A lot. At some point, she would have to face her emotions toward him before they tore her apart.

      After I made two cups of hot chocolate to combat the evening’s chilly mountain air, I stepped outside, carrying a throw blanket. Briar took her mug, and I draped the blanket over our laps as we took in the night sky.

      “He’s gone?” she asked quietly.

      “Said he would be back to visit as soon as he could.”

      “Great.” She sipped her hot chocolate, not looking at me at all. “Anything else?”

      I shrugged as I mumbled, “I told him about your nightmares.”

      She stiffened. I waited for the outburst, but then she sighed and rested her head against my arm.

      “And?”

      “And he said he’s not surprised, but we should try to find a way to get them to stop.” I shifted so I could see her face, blank for the moment, which did little to calm my unease. “You’re not pissed?”

      “Never said that, but he’d find out eventually, right?”

      “Probably.”

      “How did he take the news about us sharing the same place?” she asked.

      “He—uh, said I was lucky he liked me.”

      She laughed. I settled my arm around her shoulders and drew her in close, kissing the top of her head. Evenings like this were what I enjoyed the most about our summer and knew I would miss once I was gone.

      “Wish I could take you with me.”

      “You don’t want me along, not yet,” she argued, laughing. “I’d find a way to mess everything up.”

      “Maybe, but who said it would be a bad thing?” I teased.

      She nudged me hard in the side, and I hugged her closer.

      “Is anyone else from your class going with you? Hunter?”

      “He will be and a few others,” I said, thinking over the names. “Sam, for sure.”

      “Sam?”

      “Yeah, she’s one of the top earth summoners in our graduating class. And I believe two or three others, but not many. Most are headed for the government side.”

      “Hmm,” she mused quietly, but she gave nothing away as to what she was thinking about.

      But I knew. It was the same way she sounded when she talked about breaking it off with me, so she wouldn’t make my life difficult. “Shroud, look at me.”

      It took a long minute before she finally did. “What?”

      The golden flecks in her dark eyes flared with sudden life, and I tucked her hair behind her ears, leaning in to kiss her. “Whatever you’re thinking right now, just stop while you’re ahead, alright? I’ll text you and call, and I’ll be back in Silent Heights any weekend I can.”

      “I know, I just… I’m worried about you out there, fighting necromancers.”

      “I’ll be just fine, trust me, and I would like to be able to know I have someone waiting for me to come home.” I stared deep into her eyes. “It won’t be easy, but we’re in this together.”

      “I wouldn’t blame you, you know,” she whispered.

      “For what?”

      “If you think it’s too much trouble. I mean you’re going to be hunting necromancers and your dad’s murderer. The last thing I want you to worry about is your unstable girlfriend,” she said, trying to keep her tone light, but I heard the uncertainty in her words.

      I took her mug from her and set it aside with my own before I picked her up and dragged her onto my lap. “If I thought you were too much damned trouble, I would not have fought so hard for you last semester. And you, you can’t sit there and tell me you don’t want our relationship to keep going, can you?”

      She bit her bottom lip and shook her head. “No, but I just… I don’t want to be a distraction.”

      “You’re ridiculous, you know that?” I muttered then pulled her in for another kiss. “Stop overthinking everything. All I want you to worry about is your summoning and getting a handle on these nightmares. Nothing else.”

      “Yeah, because I’m not going to be worrying about your ass every other day.”

      I shrugged, and she glowered at me.

      “All part of the job, I’m afraid.”

      “If you get hurt, or killed, I’ll kick your ass,” she warned before she kissed me even as I was laughing.

      “Going to be hard to do if I’m dead,” I pointed out.

      “Oh, I’ll find a way, have no doubt about that.”

      “I never doubt you,” I promised. “Never will.”

      We remained out on the balcony for a while longer before it grew too cold and we went inside for the night. Part of me admitted that having no relationship would make the next few months easier, give me a chance to focus solely on the mission at hand, but I squashed the notion.

      I needed Briar as much as she needed me. We leaned on each other. She helped me more than she realized. Helped me see what my life could truly be like and opened my eyes to the truth of our world. If I was going to come out of this in one piece and alive, it was only going to be with her at my side.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Zach

        

      

    

    
      I jerked awake, unsure of what I’d been dreaming about, but it wasn’t my dream that woke me. Briar was tossing and turning in bed again, muttering in her sleep.

      Moonlight shone on her face, which was pinched as if she was in pain. I heard her call my name and I grabbed her shoulders just as she screamed.

      “Briar,” I said loudly and sternly, giving her a shake. “Wake up!”

      She fought against me and cursed, flailing against my grip.

      I gave her a harder shake, saying her name, when suddenly she went rigid and I felt her mind slam into mine.

      It was like a bomb went off inside my head. My ears rang, and my eyes widened at the throbbing agony inside my skull. Felt like a damned metal pinball was bouncing from one side to the other.

      I grabbed my head, attempting to erect a shield of some kind that would kick her out, but then I was seeing thoughts that were not mine. The undead were everywhere I looked. Closing in with hands reached out as a robed man cackled amongst them. Fire exploded behind him, but the undead kept coming… closer… and closer…

      I gasped when the vision ended. Briar bolted to a sitting position, clutching first at her head, and then her stomach as if she was going to be sick.

      She turned to me. “Zach?”

      I held up a hand, trying to tell her I was alright, but the pain was excruciating.

      “What… Oh no, was I in your head?” She jumped out of bed, and when she came back, she had a glass of water in one hand and bottle of aspirin in the other. “Here, take these.”

      I managed to cringe out a thank-you and swallowed the pills. I closed my eyes for a second, then opened them again. “Damn.”

      “I didn’t mean to, I’m so sorry,” she whispered, sitting on the side of the bed. She wrung her hands, a habit I’d rarely seen her do until lately when she started to feel guilty over waking me up all the time. “You sure you’re alright?”

      I sat up, reached for her hands, and pulled her close, so she curled up beside me while I waited for the pain to go away. “Yeah, I’m fine, but I think I saw part of your nightmare.”

      “Really, how?”

      “No idea, but it wasn’t pretty. Why didn’t you just tell me what you were seeing?”

      She curled in closer to my side, the hard-ass Briar I’d come to know growing more vulnerable with each passing night she was torn away from peaceful dreams and thrust into nightmares. “Didn’t want you to worry. Thought you were dealing with your own nightmares. Not going to make you deal with mine, too.”

      “I won’t let them get to you,” I swore to her. “And you are far from powerless yourself.”

      “Clearly, and I’m just as unstable as I was last semester if I’m bouncing around your head.”

      “It was an accident. And see? I’m perfectly fine.” I tried to hide the wince when she glanced up at me. “Really, it’s just a headache.”

      “This time. What if next time I do something worse?”

      “You won’t, but you have to trust yourself, me… and your dad. No one is going to let the undead take you from us. No one, got it? Shroud, that was a question.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I hear you.”

      “And?”

      “And I’ll do my best, but every time I close my eyes, I see them. Everywhere,” she whispered, voice shaking. “And there’s always a robed man laughing, taunting me as I’m torn apart.”

      “I see them, too,” I confessed. “But they’re just dreams. We got away.”

      “And what about the next time? Or the next?”

      “Nothing happened all summer. Take that as a good sign that maybe, just maybe, our fighting back last semester sent a message that whatever these necromancers are plotting, they’re not going to get away with it any longer.”

      She sat up and stared me right in the eye. “Or we simply challenged them, and now they’re biding their time to attack again and send a message of their own.”

      I hadn’t thought about it from that angle. But she had, and I suddenly saw so much of Morris in her, the strategic mind I doubt she realized she had.

      “Until they do,” I went on, “keep training and stay positive. Who knows? Maybe within a month, Luke, Nick, and I will have tracked down these bastards and ended it all.”

      She said nothing else, instead settling against my side. A few minutes later, she was asleep, and this time I was the one unable to close my eyes, anxiety growing as her words repeated over and over inside my head.

      Exposing this cover-up meant things were about to get worse.

      Much worse.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four
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      The new semester kept inching closer, and it made both of us more restless than ever.

      I jerked awake again about a week later. Briar was actually sound asleep. She looked peaceful, and I was more than ready to settle back in beside her when my cell dinged with a text. After grabbing it and reading, I rubbed my eyes, not sure I read it right. Then I read through it again.

      It was from Nick, asking if I was comfortable. I started to text back when I heard a quiet thud coming from the living room. I slipped from the bed, wrapped myself in a quick shield, and crept out into the hall, hands at the ready.

      “Please don’t kill us,” a bored-sounding voice I knew only too well said as I turned the corner, catching Nick and Luke hanging out by the back door.

      Nick winked when he saw me. “It’s time.”

      “Now?” I glanced down the hall to the room where Briar slept.

      “Yeah, we’ve got a hot lead, and we need to move now, before we lose it. Still, have to make sure you report in on time for your first day, or it’ll look suspicious. Can’t have that this early in the game,” Luke added. “Get packed and let’s go.”

      “And what about Briar?”

      “She’ll be well looked after, don’t worry,” Nick assured me. “One of our own is going to be stationed on campus this semester
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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