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Praise for Hugo Jackson


“[Legacy] is very satisfying. Jackson brings a complex and colorful anthro world to life. His descriptions are full of lush detail.”

—Fred Patten, Dogpatch Press

“I can’t say enough good things about this book. The writing is great. The world is fascinating. The heroes are intriguing and lovable. The villains are terrifying, and the fight scenes are written as if by a fight choreographer. I loved it. A perfect book for adults, teens, and children alike.”

—M. Shaw, Amazon Reviewer

“I loved it! This book honestly gave me a huge nostalgia rush – a lot happens once things start rolling. […] A fun fantasy romp with a great cast of heroes.”

—David Popovich, Bookworm Reviews (Youtube)

“Overall, a very well written story that kept me entertained from start to finish. Every once in a while, you stumble across an amazing gem, and this is one of those.”

—J. Poole, Bestselling Author of The Bakkian Chronicles

“[Fracture is] An epic anthro-fantasy […where] Jackson tenders relatable albeit convoluted motivations, heart-rending tragedy and an all-too-familiar feeling of unease in this dismal chapter of our heroes’ history, closing as friends old and new commit themselves to a brighter future for all Eeres. Eagerly anticipating RUIN’S DAWN!”

—Mark J. Engels, Author of Always Gray in Winter

Thoroughly enjoyed reading it. Such a rich, detailed world, a compelling cast of characters, and thrills aplenty.

—Mark Cantrell, Author of Citizen Zero


For the ones who fight


Even when it seems

That the world is ending

Thank you.
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THROUGH THE FIRE


Chapter One


Golden planets spun on metal axes. The orrery, proud centrepiece of Xayall’s library, was well-maintained, and thankfully had escaped damage in the siege. Books and scrolls had been ransacked during Dhraka’s brief occupation, and disrupted again when Thrain’s delegation had been ‘auditing’ Xayall’s archives and Faria’s capability as Empress. The building itself had escaped the siege relatively unscathed, although a good number of its documents appeared to be missing. It would take a long while yet to determine how much was gone and how many secrets may have been stripped away to be sold or advantaged.

Kier gazed up at the array of shining metal planets adorned with constellations and landmasses, still as enthralled as he had been the first day he saw it. The gleaming bodies of the moon, sun, and their planet Eeres glinted in the light from the tall, arched windows, all embossed with lustrous detail. The gentle rhythmic clicks and rumbles of the mechanisms echoed quietly in the grand room. It calmed and inspired him; an influence he needed especially now, being reunited with Bayer and also having to face the prospect of negotiating protection with Jed Othera of the Senate. All while the violent ousting of Shadow’s Claw, the insidious group who attempted a brutal insurrection against the Senate, still rang in their ears. His shoulders relaxed and his breathing slowed as he let it match the slow, rolling noises of the clockwork system. If he allowed himself to drift too far, he’d fall asleep underneath it again. In truth it was his favourite place to sleep, were it not for the embarrassment of being woken by guards or scholars, most of whom had accepted his sporadic moments of fatigue, even if he still berated himself for them.

Worst of all was a few weeks back when, as acting Representative, he’d overslept. He’d been awoken by a slew of soldiers bursting into the room in a hurry to locate him. It had been a very awkward and humbling explanation to the ambassadorial detachment of Tremaine guards, and doubly so to Osiris.

His face still flushed when he thought about it.

The fox’s ear flicked; his crystal earrings gently chimed against each other. The door opened far behind him, bringing a cool pressure sweeping into the library chamber, and a soft smile lit his face.

The wonderfully familiar ocelot Bayer strode in, robes sweeping the air as he moved. His pace was a little slower than he was used to, still unfamiliar with the finery that adorned him as a delegate of his home sovereign. It wasn’t excessive, but still felt uncharacteristic of his history as a warrior. It was like being swaddled, but was apparently necessary to appear ‘legitimate’ to the upper echelons of other sovereigns to whom he needed to appeal.

“Thought you’d be hiding here,” Bayer called, his tail drifting behind him in a lazy flick. “I half thought you’d be invisible, though.”

Kier shook his head with a wry smile. “It’s not invisibility. But no, my head’s hurting a little too much right now.”

“The meeting with Jed wasn’t that bad, was it?”

Kier flicked his head back. “No, it… was what I expected. I’m just tired. I haven’t turned everything off for a while,” he huffed, indicating his eyes, and resisting the urge to massage them. “This place makes me feel… grounded. Maintaining a sovereign is one thing. Rebuilding it, and the Senate by proxy, is a whole other monster. We… I mean, you and Faria –could have a greater voice than ever, and that’s amazing. I want the changes we make to last. Neither of us were trained for this, and I’m much more Faria’s guard than her advisor.”

Bayer walked up to the fox and laid his left arm across his shoulders. “You know how I feel about politics, and here I am running from one broken city with nothing but promises to keep a second from falling to pieces.”

“You’ll have more than a promise by the time you leave, I prom—er, well, I mean…”

Bayer let out a deep chuckle.

Kier’s exasperated sigh bounced around the ceiling. “Don’t even try, I’m a lost cause.”

“My tail you are,” Bayer snorted, swinging down to sit under the orrery’s slowly shifting frame. “You’ve saved my life twice now. At least.”

The fox shrugged. “Didn’t save your arm though.”

Bayer gave him a glare under his eyebrows, taking his remaining arm from Kier’s shoulders to pull at the robes on his right, as if asserting to himself that his limb was still gone. “Don’t start projecting guilt onto a situation that wasn’t yours to be part of. This was a result of my choice, my battle,” he warned, in a quietly admonishing tone. Gently he placed his hand on Kier’s, his expression softening slightly. “You needed to be here with Faria. I don’t have any regrets, and I won’t be pitied for what I lost when I have so much yet to do.”

Kier nodded, the fur at his cheeks flushing slightly. “I can’t dispute that. You saved the Senate, after all. Maybe you and Faria should compare notes.” He jostled, giving his companion a playful nudge with his elbow.

The ocelot delicately sat at the base of the orrery and gestured for Kier to join him. The fox curled his bushy tail to the side and took a spot next to him, idly cradling it in his paw.

“She still takes the flag on that one.” Bayer replied. “I did very little, comparatively.” He flicked some dust from his claws, with a brief grimace. “By her strength Eeres still turns, and we exist to pick up the pieces and stand guard so it doesn’t happen again.”

Kier nodded in agreement, rubbing the back of his neck.

“You can let your resonance go for a while if you need to,” Bayer offered softly. “I won’t let anything happen.”

Kier’s paws furled for a second. “No, I should… m-maybe later,” he mumbled. “Thank you.”

They absorbed the quiet for a few moments, while the room rumbled with the constant ambience of the mechanism behind them. A planet swept overhead and they watched it pass together. Kier caught himself looking at Bayer afterwards, and quickly glanced away. A cautious look back suggested he was safe from being noticed as Bayer looked deep in thought, his eyes soft, focusing somewhere in the middle-distance. It was strangely the most relaxed Kier had seen him in a long time. His expression seemed peaceful, or at least a newly focused, in a way that lifted his spirits above the discord he had been in a few months earlier.

Kier released his tail and leant back on his paws. Aisles of high shelves radiated out from across the orrery’s circular plinth in a wide arc before them, punctuated by grand stone pillars. Most were half-empty, a grim reminder of the work yet to do and the knowledge lost and scattered. Elsewhere shelves and scrolls were still being repaired, replaced, reordered, salvaged, or rewritten as best they could after being torn apart by Vionaika’s whirlwind pillaging to find hints of Nazreal, and Thrain’s disingenuous attempts to steal information. It was comforting to see the shelves being stocked again, bit by bit, after so much disruption. It felt like a return to stability and knowledge over greedy ignorance. Kier had fond memories of this part of the library, especially with Bayer.

“Enyart would already be forcing you to train your other hand by now,” he said.

“As you mention it,” the ocelot replied, “I asked Raede if she knew him – she was in Pthiris. She hadn’t heard of him. Maybe he changed his name, or left Pthiris, or didn’t actually intend to go back in the first place…”

Kier wrinkled his snout. “He was very… impassive. I don’t think he revealed a single thing about himself all through training. The stone in the water, right?”

Bayer shrugged. “I’m still not sure it was a good metaphor, but I can see what he meant by it more clearly now.”

Kier tapped his claws together. “Yeah… Even if he wasn’t the most comforting mentor… we might not be alive right now if not for him. Nor Faria.”


Chapter Two


Before the civil war, Kyrryk was a small and picturesque sovereign, with smooth hills towering over acres of farmland, and banks of long grass perfect for hiding in on sleepy summer days. It rained considerably, but the people had adapted to grow great yields of water-loving fruits, and farmed ample quantities of fish. A modest amount of metal sat underneath Kyrryk as well, and so several mines and quarries resounded in the low valleys with the workers’ busy activities.

Like most others, farming and fishing were the backbone of Bayer’s village, located in the nation’s south-eastern valleys. Strategically placed near a river, with wide fields perfect for seasonal crops and bordered by ditches that freed them from flooding in the heavy rains, his village rarely went hungry, and could trade well with others. Most of this was unknown to him as a child because his parents, and the village overall with its relatively moderate size of thirty or so families, provided for him dutifully, but his family always talked of the importance of good nature and sharing as a pathway to later prosperity. Mostly he just wanted to play, although he did help with duties, and began to take pride in his ability to contribute, sometimes offering his catch of the day or fruit gatherings to his neighbours or giving them to his mother as a gift if they were considered surplus. He walked alongside his father at the river’s edge, carrying a small handcart with caught fish, and some spare spears and nets. He beamed with awe whenever his father gestured for them to stop to expertly lance something in the water and add it to the barrow. This time it was a large pike, almost too big for Bayer’s proportionate wagon.

They had been out late that day. After dinner his parents had gathered with the older villagers and talked for a long time; he wasn’t allowed to be there, so he spent most of the early evening spearing a small woven toy with his favourite stick. His parents had ushered him directly to bed when they returned, and the next day were strangely sombre. Bayer hadn’t been able to find out why, even when following his Dad on their next day’s trail.

“But it’s important, isn’t it?”

“Very,” his father replied deeply. “With luck, you’ll never know anything that comes to pass.”

Bayer ran to catch up. “But I want to know! I want to be important too!”

His father held his impatience. “You are important, Bayer. But not old enough to help. I won’t speak of it further.”

Bayer tried, and true to his word, his father either did not reply or simply repeated the same curt denials. The young ocelot sank into petulant silence, kicking stones whenever he could, aiming for them to land just closely enough to his father that he might notice them and his anguish, but not close enough to hit him. At one point a stone looked like it would crash right into his father’s heel but it bounced aside at the last instant. Bayer was ready to hide in the rushes if he actually hurt his father, and after that point calmed himself until their journey back to the village.

When they reached the village’s communal food preparation area, under the large thatched hut near the gathering circle, he saw a much greater number of fish and animals than usual for the village’s meal.

“Is it a celebration?” he asked.

“No. Just supper.”

The fish gutters weren’t singing their usual rhythmic ballads. Instead they conducted their instinctive slicing with a disquieting sobriety. Bayer shuffled quietly around to try and see if the fish gave him a clue as to their sombre outlook, but he gathered nothing but warding stares and a sense of apprehension deeper than was comfortable. Shying away, he decided to retreat home to see his infant brother Tyl, cradled by his mother. Bayer sat next to her as she played games on the cub’s nose, tickled his chest, or poked his spots, and he giggled appreciatively.

“Has he been good?” Bayer asked.

His mother gave him a smile. “He’s been fine. I’m more concerned whether you were good.”

Bayer sat proudly on his knees. “I helped Dad carry all the fish.”

“I heard you were asking a lot of questions,” she replied, raising a suspicious eyebrow.

He froze. “Um, yes, but only for a little while.” Then he leant forward, balling his paws into fists on his thighs. “I wanted to know! Something’s going on.”

She sighed, cradling Tyl. “There is, Bayer. Your father’s leaving tonight, along with some other elders, to help some villages nearby.”

Bayer tilted his head. “Help them?”

She sighed again, glancing briefly at the doorway. “There’s trouble. Your father’s going to stop it. He shouldn’t be gone for long.”

“Oh.” Bayer fell quiet and looked at the floor. “Does he need me to carry his fish?”

“He won’t be taking fish, Bayer sweet.”

“But… isn’t he going to eat?”

She shook her head, and something in her smile worried Bayer. It wasn’t her usual smile. “He should be given everything he needs when he gets there.”

Bayer sat, quietly at first, then started rocking on his haunches and glancing around the room. Outside, the noises of preparation grew and more voices were converging near the large ring-shaped mound at the heart of the village, in the centre of which was a large, low fire. After a short time, a group of older villagers marched past their door and took their places sitting at the mound – usually divided by family units, but sometimes folks would sit in groups they worked with, and children assembled in a circle closest to the fire pit to keep them warmer. Bayer helped his mother to her feet and they joined the circle. A short word of thanks to the land and the foragers was usually offered at every meal but this time when the leader, a grizzled but alert panther, stood before his assembly, he wore a very different expression.

“We are ever grateful for the love and fortune we have received here. Every day we rise with the sun, forage within our means, and rest with our loved ones. We have been blessed with fortune and wisdom that has kept us from great loss, and have exchanged good favours with the surrounding villages and lords to keep a steady and productive peace.”

He looked to each villager in turn as he spoke. “Today, we held a meeting. Kyrryk is falling to unrest. While we have long been insulated from the conflicts of others, the rumbling of drums creeps closer, and soon we will no longer be able to ignore it. Today we give thanks and praise to our brave protectors, who have volunteered to assist the lord to our north in exchange for safety. While our great desire was to stay within our village sanctuary, the danger is growing quickly. Today, we hope that each of us will be protected, both within and without, at home and while journeying, and that any loved one’s absence will be swift. We ask that this food we consume, granted to us by the land, gives us strength to protect ourselves and our loved ones, that we may always live to protect, and thank, and grow.”

His speech was met with low murmurs of solemn approval, with many concerned looks exchanged across the circle of flame. Food was brought from the table and shared around. Bayer eagerly took a large piece of fish, ready to devour it, but paused and held it for a while. He looked to his mother.

“Should… should I take a smaller bit? Because, if they’re leaving, then they need more of it.”

His mother placed an arm around his shoulder and pulled him to her side. “I need you strong too, my love. They’ll eat what they need. Don’t feel guilty.”

He nodded, and took a small bite. Across the circle his father gave a wan, weary smile.

Bayer sat by the fire all evening, feeling the warmth ripple through his fur and watching the light play softly across the faces and bodies of his village. It didn’t seem very different to normal, except everyone seemed… closer, almost. It reminded him of when he followed his mother around when something scared him, or he kept his brother in sight because he could tell he was imminently to cry or fall over. As families returned to their wooden shacks, the fire began to die. Before it ceased completely, and Bayer’s head grew heavier without the light of the flames to keep him awake. His mother gently pulled him up into a sleep-addled stagger back to his nest of blankets and wool. He didn’t even remember lying down before sleep took him.

When he awoke, it was daylight. The quiet struck him instantly.

He sprang to his knees, ears twitching, tail flicking slowly about him.

“Are you all right, Bayer?” his mother’s voice was soft, and a little distant. He looked round to see her weaving a thick belt out of wax-coated yarn, with an array of rotating tablets strung between two poles.

He stood up. “Something’s strange.”

She twisted the tablets, causing the yarn threaded through them to interlock so she could pass the weft across the next line. “Nothing’s strange, Bayer; they’ve just gone.”

Bayer looked through the open door. The stillness hung around his head like a veil. “Already? But… Dad… I was asleep…”

She took in a long, tremulous breath. “He loves you, Bayer. And he believes in you. He needs you to be strong, and take on some of his jobs while he’s gone. Can you do that?” She knelt down to him and stroked his arm. The pads on her hands were warm and rough. “Make him proud. He’ll want to know all of the things you’ve done while he’s been away.”

She gently ruffled the fur at his cheek, and tilted her head with a smile. “You will grow so much.”

Bayer grabbed his muzzle to suppress a small cry, and nodded at his mother. Her eyes glistened, and in an instant she pulled him into a tight embrace.


Chapter Three


The village lost more than they’d hoped.

After the initial tribute of thirty bodies, twenty more were sent as soldiers, leaving the rest struggling to keep food stocked. On top of this, a cart with an armed, mounted escort in yellow plated armour arrived at least twice a week to take bundles of fish and vegetable crops. Everything was becoming harder to find. The fish upstream were fewer and further between, and they had to search dangerously close to other villages or gated feudal lands to catch anything worthwhile. Some had talked about hiding supplies from the armoured convoy, or even stealing from some of the nearby lords, but it would risk them becoming an even more vulnerable target.

Bayer’s new tasks were varied, and harder than his father always made them appear. Bayer cut himself repeatedly while fixing fences, stripped patches of fur from his hands while binding rope to make nets, and was chased by a boar in the fields. The fatiguing trudge home was always a time to search for the splinters that had sunk into his paw. He usually found them all, but sometimes had to ask his mother for help. He felt tired always, never fulfilled, never refreshed, and with a constant shadow over him even on bright days. He was not strong, and he knew it.

Worse, he felt they all knew it too.

While nobody scolded him outright for his pained exclamations or noisy mistakes, the tired eyes of his guardians and the diminishing sun that warned of their task yet unfinished judged his ineptitude without a single word. He returned to his mother each night unwilling to talk of the bad things that happened each day, wanting only to make her proud with stories of success or prowess, or retellings of the compliments he may have received. But they were becoming fewer and fewer. Sometimes he wouldn’t say anything at all, and instead grilled her about what she did and how Tyl was. Bayer had energy to play some days, but most of the time he’d fall asleep immediately after eating, or while his mother tried to demonstrate tablet weaving to him. He knew it was necessary, because his boots and forearms were bound with the beautiful woven textiles she’d made for him that were slowly becoming ragged and covered in slubs, but any time he tried to focus on it, he collapsed into sleep after a few rows.

On good days he went fishing. It didn’t matter what the weather was like – any day he was asked or could persuade the guardians to let him fish was one he looked forward to, because that was what he’d enjoyed doing with his father most. He was going to catch enough fish for the whole village in one day, he’d proclaimed at first, often, and loudly. Occasionally he wasn’t able to swap duties with someone else so resorted to sneaking into a fishing party, and would receive stern words or a march back to his assignment when he was discovered. His mother had to tell him the importance of sharing work, even if certain tasks were difficult. Begrudgingly he agreed, but volunteered to fish every morning regardless.

On an overcast day that threatened rain in its pulsing cool air, as he stood on the bank with his sharpened, glistening spear, and thought about his father’s return. The weeks had grown short with the days long, extended by the increasing sense of claustrophobia from those who kept taking their supplies. Bayer heard some of the villagers whispering about leaving, or asking for help, and being hastily hissed down for it. ‘Too dangerous’, apparently. He’d been afraid to ask what was happening; the grim looks on their faces had been enough to warn him not to risk a question. When he was fishing, he could forget the feeling that the sky was getting closer. Steadily raising his spear, he watched a fish shimmer its way down the current.

A low sound in the distance caught his attention. He and the other villagers turned to it, somewhere beyond a nearby mountain. The echoing burst rolled through the valley, followed by a cold, empty silence. The leader of the party, a female puma called Kodi, hissed to another villager, who scurried away in the direction of the noise. Kodi disappeared ahead for a minute or so, then re-emerged from the foliage beside them, giving an ‘all clear’ gesture for the rest to keep fishing.

Bayer’s fish had gone. His heart pounded, and the tip of his spear wavered in his grip.

A short while and a meagre amount of fish later, Kodi’s subordinate returned. They exchanged quiet words, then gave a signal. Everyone bundled up their catch and hurried back to the village.

Bayer hadn’t been allowed to hear what was happening. The village, anyone not old enough to wield a spear, had been rounded up into one of the larger houses and were being cared for by a trio of the older (and scarier, by most kits’ accounts) mothers. When the remaining parents came to collect their children, it was already dark, and many had to be pried from deep within woollen blankets. Bayer had deliberately stayed awake, intent on monitoring the parents’ reactions, and to ensure he wouldn’t miss the chance to ask his mother about it while it was still fresh in his mind.

When she entered, he quickly scooped his brother into his arms and handed him to her. She smiled wryly, knowing her son’s determination.

“Wait till we get home,” she said quickly, just as he started to open his mouth.

The second that she shut the door to their home, he whirled around expectantly. He was not expecting to see her so ashen.

“Tomorrow, before light, you will go with Kodi to the next village and ask them for help.”

“But… am I old enough?”

A flash of panic crossed her eyes – Bayer recognised it as the same look she bore when trying to avoid answering his questions. “You are one of the oldest of the kits, and need to show the village your strength and dedication. We will be leaving this place soon. We aren’t safe.”

Bayer stepped towards her, fur bristling. “What about Dad? Will he know where to find us?”

“He… He’ll know. Don’t worry about that now, Bayer. Just get some sleep. You’ll be awake before long.”

He did not sleep.

He lay still, not responding to his mother when she laid a gentle paw on his side. Even in the woollen sheets a chill ran down his body when he thought about her words. They weren’t safe? What about his father? Was he all right? Was he in the village already? He squeezed his eyes shut and forced memories of his family to play in his mind. He envisioned all of the things he promised himself or his brother that they would do together, and dreamed himself as a strong and wily warrior capable of outmanoeuvring any threat to his village. He repeated these dreams over and over until his mother gently roused him.

“Time to go, sweet. Kodi will protect you.”

Bayer’s breath was heavy in the hot, misty morning; not just from lack of sleep, but the emotions boiling under his ribs, feeling like they would explode out of him. His mother had dressed him in his newest robes of black, brown and white. He didn’t bear look at her for fear of crying, and he had to be strong today if he was to come back and show her how successful he’d been. She took him in her arms as the group of eleven made to leave, carrying with them a cartload of supplies to offer as tribute. He hugged her tightly back, then turned sharply and traipsed into the haze.

It was a few hours of meandering dirt pathways and forest trails, taking strange routes away from the wider roads. A few times Kodi had stopped them dead in the brush, and told them to get down. Bayer had strained his eyes to see through the leaves, and saw groups of spearfolk walking along the road. He dared not breathe, not even understanding why they were avoiding them. His legs ached, and his ears stung hot with his worry. He desperately wanted to be home.

The next village looked in almost as dire shape as his own. The inhabitants were wary of their approach, but seemed to relax once they realised Bayer’s community had no weapons.

Much to his surprise, the neighbouring village invited all of the visiting party to their biggest house when they arrived. Bayer sat quietly on the worn wooden floor while greetings were made, tributes paid, and plans discussed. His thoughts kept wandering between the journey home, his father, and his family, so he missed most of the conversation going on around him. He heard snippets about the ‘approaching war’, and ‘many having already been lost’, but the longer he tried to pay attention, the sleepier and less focused he became.

He awoke with a start, as the cheetah he’d fallen asleep on moved to stand up. Bayer wiped his mouth, bowed clumsily at the hosts, and followed his villagers outside. The haze had lifted, replaced by a faint smell of smoke. Bayer scanned about to see what this village liked to cook, but saw no sign of fires. A little disappointed that he’d apparently slept through the offerings of food at the meeting, he kept close to Kodi’s side as they began the journey home.

Thankfully, the empty cart being made hauling it back much faster. Bayer could still smell the fires of the new village an hour or two after leaving. He wondered if it had saturated his clothes somehow. It unnerved him; no matter how many times he beat or rubbed his arm bindings, he couldn’t remove the smell.

The closer they got to home, the stronger it became.

When they were a valley over from his village, the smell became unbearable. A slow silence fell across the group. Even the plants they brushed through seemed quiet, either reverent or terrified. Bayer kept his eyes on the destination.

Against the sky, he was the first to see the thick, ghostly plume of smoke.

Right where his village stood.

He sprang into a run. Kodi bounded past him at incredible speed, rounding the path and darting through the trees faster than he could see. The cheetah and a lynx passed him as well; his breath ripped from his throat with each pounding stride he took. His head felt ready to explode; he could barely keep sight of where he was running, he tore across the ground so fast.

He felt the heat the moment he broke onto the path above the village. An orange and black inferno raged below. Bursts of ash flew past his face. Everything was aflame; the walls, the houses, the crops. Charred, blackened shapes lay in the grass beyond the entrances. He saw Kodi and her two assistants darting around the periphery, shielding their eyes, trying to find survivors. Bayer stumbled forwards. He knew where his house was, but he couldn’t see it. He tried to strain through the smoke but his eyes burnt with the heat. He ran to the gate, feeling the flames searing his fur even before he touched it.

“Mum!” he called into the blaze. He took another step and a force grabbed his arm, tearing him from his feet and whisking him into the trees.
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"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.





[The English version of this License is reproduced below.]
[El texto en espanol se presenta sin acentos ni diacriticos de modo intencional.]

Reglas de uso

Usted puede:
-Instalar las fuentes tipograficas en tantos dispositivos como desee.
-Distribuir las fuentes tipograficas a quienes desee.
-Utilizar las fuentes tipograficas en documentos comerciales y no comerciales.
-Guardar las fuentes tipograficas en un formato que se adapte mejor a sus propositos.

Pero no puede:
-Modificar las fuentes tipograficas en un programa de edicion tipografica.
-Vender o rentar las fuentes tipograficas.

Notas:
-Las fuentes tipograficas y cualquier otro material escrito o electronico que las acompañen se proporcionan en su estado actual sin garantia de ninguna especie, expresa o implicita. Los autores no garantizan que las funciones contenidas en las fuentes tipograficas seran las mismas que las requeridas por el usuario.
-Los autores no seran responsables por danos directos, indirectos, consecuentes o incidentales (incluyendo los danos por perdida de ganancias, interrupcion del negocio, perdida de informacion y similares) que surjan del uso o incapacidad de uso de las fuentes tipograficas.

---

Conditions of use

You may:
-Install the fonts on as many devices as you wish.
-Distribute the fonts to anyone you wish.
-Use the fonts in any commercial or non-commercial document.
-Save the fonts in a format that would best fit your purposes.

You may not:
-Modify the fonts in a font editor software.
-Sell or rent out the fonts.

Notes:
-The fonts and any other accompanying written or electronic materials are provided "as is" without warranty of any kind, expressed or implied. The authors do not warrant that the functions contained in the fonts will meet the user's requirements.
-The authors shall not be liable for any direct, indirect, consequential, or incidental damages (including damages from loss of business profits, business interruption, loss of business information, and the like) arising out of the use of or inability to use the fonts.
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