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      LIV

      

      The warmth of the dying rebel’s blood spilled over my fingers. He’d taken six bullets to the chest. Behind him, more injured men gathered in the dimly lit room. My husband, a total prick who everyone called Mountain, did a quick triage and lined the rebels up in order of urgency—not because he cared whether any of them died, but because dead men couldn’t pay.

      One thousand galactic credits. That was the going rate for my services. More specifically, it was how much Mountain charged each wounded rebel who knocked on our door.

      Those who failed to pay after services were rendered never made it out of the building alive. Mountain was an asshole like that.

      I despised him with every fiber of my being.

      Blasts rang out in the distance and the ground quaked with a violent fury. Apparently, the battle was still raging.

      How many more injured rebels would show up tonight?

      “Get to work, Liv,” Mountain snapped. Impatience radiated from his bulky six-foot-six frame. A vein in his temple pulsed as he glared at me, prompting a chill to skitter down my spine. He seemed particularly agitated this evening, which didn’t bode well for me. I tried not to think about what might happen once the patients cleared out.

      I pressed my hands more firmly to the dying man’s chest and closed my eyes, trying to focus. A few seconds later, heat and light emanated from my palms. Though my eyes remained closed, the sudden chorus of gasps in the room told me that my hands were indeed glowing.

      Magic. I used to think I possessed magic. That was, until a stunned doctor informed me that I was half-Vaxxlian. Your senses—vision, hearing, and smell, are more enhanced than a full-blooded human’s. Some Vaxxlians also possess healing gifts in varying degrees, which explains your unnatural abilities. What a marvel you are!

      A marvel. I didn’t feel like a marvel. I was a prisoner. Mountain’s captive/wife/goldmine. Not a day passed that I didn’t regret trusting him and falling for him. What a fool I was. A lonely, naïve fool.

      Beneath my hands, the raspy, gurgling breaths of the bullet-riddled man gradually became smooth and regular. Perfectly healthy. I peeked one eye open and watched as the blood ceased flowing and the holes in his chest sealed up as though he’d never been shot.

      “Next!” Mountain called out.

      Before I could blink, an assistant escorted the healed rebel to the counter where the clerk, a gorgeous brunette named Celia, sat waiting to take payment. Celia was banging Mountain. They thought I didn’t know.

      Another assistant wheeled the next patient over to me. After I cleansed my hands in the nearby sink, I got to work, surveying the rebel’s wounds as I tried not to grimace at the grotesque burns on his face.

      Hours passed as I healed man after man. Even a few female rebels came to see me. Apparently, tonight’s battle was a bloody one. There was fighting nearly every night in Seattle as warring factions of rebels tried to take control of the city. Some evenings, only one or two patients would show up, but other nights, like tonight, we would receive a surge of injured rebels.

      Only rebels. No government soldiers. Mountain’s guards killed any government soldiers who dared to come close. He held influence with rebel leaders and aspired to hold a political office one day—once the already-crumbling American government officially collapsed.

      How long until that happened?

      And which group of rebels would claim victory in the end?

      Healing one patient didn’t usually drain my energy. But healing dozens of them, assembly line style, left me exhausted, dizzy, and sick to my stomach. I longed for the fighting to end. I also longed to escape Mountain and get the hell away from civilization, period.

      More than anything, I wanted to be alone. I wanted to rest.

      I wanted to live in a safe place where I wouldn’t have to walk on eggshells day after day just so I wouldn’t anger my so-called husband.

      Husband. What a joke. I didn’t love him, and he sure as hell didn’t love me. Whatever he felt for me was twisted. Dark, possessive, and ugly. I’d only agreed to marry him out of fear.

      The magic I possessed didn’t extend to myself. I could heal others, but I couldn’t heal myself. I’d tried. So many times, I’d tried and failed. The bruises he gave me had to heal on their own time.

      “Hurry up,” Mountain thundered. He hovered over me as I tried to send healing vibrations into my current patient, a young woman who’d sustained a blow to the head.

      His micromanaging fuckery caused me to lose concentration, and the woman groaned as her head rolled from side to side.

      I swallowed my irritation and pasted a smile on my face as I looked into my husband’s cold blue eyes. “I need some space to work. Please.”

      He growled and curled his hands into fists, but finally stomped off to greet a new group of patients who were being brought in on stretchers.

      I stared at the scene, aghast. I’d already healed over twenty people tonight, and my head was throbbing as sickness continued to rise in my throat.

      I needed a break. Five minutes to drink some water and sit in a quiet room to collect my thoughts. To gather the full strength of my healing energies. But I knew from experience Mountain wouldn’t grant me even a second’s rest.

      To my great shock, the injured woman slipped a folded paper into my hand. I stared at it dumbly, then shot her a curious glance. “What’s this?” I whispered.

      “Help,” she said in an urgent but hushed tone. “It’s help. A way for you to escape. Hide it! Don’t let the big man see!”

      I pocketed the missive and continued staring at the woman. Recognition slowly dawned. I’d seen her before. About three months ago. She’d brought her ailing sister here and begged for help, even though she couldn’t pay. Mountain had screamed and sent them away, but not before I’d whispered that I would meet them out back in a few hours, if only they could wait.

      “You saved my sister’s life. I told you I’d find a way to repay you for your kindness. Well, I finally found a way.” Her eyes gleamed briefly. “I got married recently, and my new husband is a powerful rebel leader. General Remington. Perhaps you’ve heard of him. Anyway, just follow the instructions on the paper. He’ll see you safely outside the city.”

      I blinked rapidly against the burn of tears. Help. Someone was trying to help me. A woman whose name I didn’t even know.

      I closed my eyes and placed my hands on her head just in case Mountain was watching. I doubted she was injured badly, if at all. I inhaled deeply and realized the blood covering her face and neck wasn’t blood at all. It smelled like syrup. She’d faked an injury to see me.

      “How-how did you know I wanted to leave Seattle?” I asked in a low voice, opening my eyes briefly to make sure Mountain wasn’t looking at us. Fortunately, his focus remained on the incoming patients.

      “Well, when I first met you, I got the impression you weren’t here of your own free will. You had bruises on your arms that night, and when the big man walked near you, you went white as a sheet and started trembling. Someone helped me leave an abusive relationship once. Let me help you.”

      My throat tightened with emotion. “What’s your name?” I asked.

      “Frankie.”

      I squeezed her forearm gently and nodded. “Thank you, Frankie. Thank you.”

      She winked at me, sat up in the bed, then swung her legs to the side and hopped to her feet. Utterly stunned, I watched as she strode to the counter and handed Celia a small gold bar worth one thousand galactic credits.

      I pressed my hand over my pocket, feeling the outline of the folded paper. For the first time in a very long time, hope brimmed in my heart. It was warm and light and full of promise, an emotion I hadn’t felt in ages. It was all I could do to keep from bursting into tears.

      Despite my growing fatigue and the sickness plaguing me, I managed to make it through the night. When it was all said and done, I’d healed thirty-eight patients. Thirty-nine, if you included Frankie.

      Mountain’s previous frustration with my slowness faded as he counted the gold bars and verified all the wire transfers. He looked at me with a wide grin, his eyes sparkling with greed. “Thirty-nine big ones. A new record.” He chuckled, then emitted a low whistle.

      It was a lot of money, more than most people made in a year, but I wouldn’t see a single credit of it. He never allowed me to carry my own funds. If I had my own money, I could very well bribe a soldier to let me past the fortified borders of the city.

      Of course, most of the credits would be given straight back to the rebels. Mountain liked to ingratiate himself to each rebel general, though as far as I knew, none of them had yet realized he gave money to all of them in fairly equal amounts. Instead, they each thought they were special. It was all part of his obnoxious plan to climb to power.

      I couldn’t wait to see him fall.

      “You look terrible, Liv. Go upstairs and take a shower, would you? I’ll be back later. Celia needs a ride home.”

      “Okay.” I forced another polite smile, trying not to allow the put-down to affect me. “I’ll see you later.” I turned and headed for the hallway.

      “Wait!” he called out, and cold terror made me freeze in place.

      I tried not to cringe as he came close and grasped my arm. Oh god oh god oh god. Did he know about the note in my pocket? Had he somehow overheard my conversation with Frankie?

      He leaned down until his hot breath pelted my face. “I want to find you naked under the sheets when I get back,” he whispered in a low enough voice that I doubted Celia would hear.

      “I-I’m very tired, Mountain. I might be asleep by the time you come home. If I’m going to work tomorrow night, I’ll need to get enough rest.”

      “Don’t be dramatic, Liv. You’re fine, and you better goddamn believe you’re working tomorrow night.”

      When I attempted to pull away from him, his eyes flashed with rage, and I suspected if Celia weren’t in the room, he would’ve raised a hand to me. From what I’d gathered, they were in the honeymoon phase of their affair. Too soon for him to show his true colors.

      “I’ll wake you up if I have to.” He brushed his nose along my cheek, and his grip on my arm tightened, hard enough to leave bruises.

      My gorge rose. If I were braver, if I were strong enough to fight him, I might make a smart comment about how I didn’t want Celia’s sloppy seconds. But I wasn’t brave. He scared me to death.

      “All right,” I relented in a subdued tone.

      Finally, he released my arm, and I headed upstairs to our apartment. Despite my unease over his order to sleep naked, I exhaled with relief. At least I would have the privacy to read Frankie’s note.

      I grabbed some water and gulped it down until my thirst was quenched, then sat at the kitchen table, trying to calm my racing heart. I placed my trembling hands on the wooden surface and took several deep breaths.

      My nausea gradually faded, along with my dizziness, and I no longer felt on the verge of throwing up or passing out.

      When the hum of Mountain’s hovercar made the windows rattle, I withdrew the note from my pocket, satisfied that he was truly out of the building and on his way to Celia’s place.

      He wouldn’t catch me. He would never have to know.

      Yet I started shaking anew as I unfolded the paper. I couldn’t help it. He’d instilled so much fear into me that I felt like he was always watching, and I couldn’t help but worry he would somehow find out about Frankie’s offer to help me.

      Escape. Dare I dream that I might actually make it out of Seattle? That I might succeed in leaving Mountain?

      I’d tried to leave him before. Twice. Neither attempt had ended well. Both times, he’d caught me near the city’s fortified border, dragged me back to our apartment, and made me regret ever crossing him.

      I stared at the neat writing on the paper.

      
        
        1529 CONRAD STREET

        COME ANYTIME

      

      

      That was it? Come anytime? Could it be so easy?

      I memorized the address, shoved the note into my mouth, and chewed vigorously before swallowing.

      Ignoring my fatigue, I hurried into the bedroom and started shoving clothes and other items into a backpack.

      Why wait? Why not leave now?

      With Celia keeping Mountain occupied, this was the perfect opportunity. The chance I’d been waiting for. A real chance. Not me blindly running for the border without a solid plan.

      Conrad Street. Hm.

      Mountain moved us around frequently for security reasons, which meant I knew the layout of the city pretty well. During the past year, this building—an abandoned florist shop—was the eighth place we’d called home.

      The point being, I knew exactly where Conrad Street was located. Even better, I could make it there on foot in less than an hour.

      Gunfire rang out in the distance, reminding me that Seattle was especially dangerous at night. Maybe I should wait until daytime. Maybe I should slip out of bed in the early morning while Mountain was still sleeping.

      But when I imagined spending one more night in his bed, letting him touch me, I shuddered and felt the sickness returning.

      No. I couldn’t wait. Not another day, not another hour. I had to leave. Right fucking now.

      I felt a pang of guilt that I would no longer be helping the rebels, whose plight I sympathized with, but the city contained several medical centers. It wasn’t as though the rebels wouldn’t be able to seek treatment for their injuries elsewhere—it just wouldn’t be as instantaneous.

      I was tired of living in fear, tired of being used for financial and political gain. Even if Mountain did become a leader of sorts in whatever pseudo-government rose from the ashes, he wouldn’t be a good one. He was evil to the core. A sociopath if ever I’d met one.

      I slung the backpack over my shoulder and crept downstairs, keeping my footfalls light. Mountain employed several guards, but the bawdy laughter and clinking of glasses that echoed down the hallway revealed they were slacking on the job.

      After taking a side door I found unlocked, I breathed in the smoky air as cautious exhilaration swept through me.

      Keeping to the shadows, I made haste for Conrad Street.

      It was just after three a.m., the precise time my grandmother used to call the witching hour. As always, thoughts of the woman who’d raised me caused grief to resound in my psyche. I slowed my steps and placed a hand upon my chest, as though I could soften the blow of heartache.

      God, how I missed Nana. She was the only family I’d ever known. I would give anything to be seated next to her on our old, tattered sofa as she regaled me with stories about the spirits and demons that crossed the veil at the stroke of three.

      Not for the first time, I wondered if Nana had known the truth about me. Had she realized I wasn’t fully human?

      If she’d harbored suspicions, she’d never breathed a word. She’d let me grow up believing I was the orphaned daughter of human explorers who’d perished on an outpost in the distant reaches of the Milky Way. At six months old, I’d been shipped back to Earth.

      Sadly, my healing abilities hadn’t emerged until after Nana’s death. A fact that made my heartache deepen. If only I could’ve saved her…

      As I neared Conrad Street, I pushed thoughts of the past aside. Nana was gone and she wasn’t coming back. But if she were here, she would want me to escape the wretchedness of my current circumstances. She would want me to leave Seattle and never look back.

      I glanced at the sky, hoping for a glimpse of the stars and the moon. But there was nothing but blackness. The layer of pollution that hovered over the city—smoke from the factories as well as the near-constant battles—usually prevented a glimpse of blue sky or starry night.

      But I was leaving. With General Remington’s help, of all people. I could scarcely believe my good fortune. Maybe once I departed the city, I would be able to see blue skies and starry nights more often.

      With my heart in my throat, I approached 1529 Conrad Street, a small brick house that had plywood covering the windows. I sucked in a deep breath, then tapped on the door.
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      Four months later…

      

      LIV

      

      There were three men in the small but well-stocked general store. One was the clerk, an elderly man who stood behind the checkout counter. The other two appeared to be friends of the clerk, middle-aged men wearing camouflage from head to toe. All three of them had long, thick beards.

      My grocery cart was filled with the items I needed. I’d long finished shopping. But I lingered in the second aisle, too afraid to approach the counter. Too scared to walk near the men. They were all rather tall. Not as tall as Mountain, but their deep voices kept reminding me of him.

      I wanted to abandon my cart and run out of the store. But I needed this food. I’d ventured into town to replenish my supplies.

      Deep breaths, Liv. In and out. Again. One more time…

      Would this be my life forever? Would I remain unable to perform the most basic of social functions? I was just trying to buy groceries and toothpaste, for goodness’ sake.

      Why did every little reminder of Mountain send me into panic mode? He wasn’t here, I’d been away from him for four full months, but it felt as though he were haunting me. He might as well be a ghost from Nana’s witching hour.

      To my great relief, the two middle-aged men said good-bye to the clerk and departed the store. The bell above the door clanged as they exited and hopped into a truck.

      I swallowed hard. Just me and the clerk. Logically, I realized he wasn’t a threat. I could do this. Just pay for my stuff and be on my way back to the isolated cabin that had become my refuge. I closed my eyes and pictured the cozy cabin that rested deep in the Cascade Mountains, a summer home that General Remington said he no longer used. My new safe haven.

      “Can I help you find anything, miss?” The clerk appeared to my left, a few feet away. So close. I felt my eyes go wide, and I had to force myself not to back away.

      “Um, no thanks. I’m ready to check out.” I swallowed past the dryness in my throat and prayed I could get through this encounter without freaking the heck out. My hands trembled so hard, I nearly lost my grip on the cart.

      “Great!” The clerk smiled, turned toward the counter, and gestured for me to follow. “Come on up, miss. You’d best get on the road before the snow starts. They say it’s gonna be a big storm.”

      Snow? I hadn’t paid attention to the weather or the news for a while. I’d immersed myself in books and movies and music, anything to distract me from real life.

      As I made my way to the counter, I grabbed a few more items. Cookies. Popcorn. Chocolate. Wine. More wine. You know, the essentials one needs to survive being snowed in.

      Finally, I pushed the cart toward the counter… where the first thing I noticed was a framed photo of a tall, hairy beast. Bigfoot. The photo was positioned in front of the old-fashioned cash register.

      I glanced at a nearby rack and noticed more Bigfoot paraphernalia. Hats. Mugs. T-shirts. Keychains. Magnets. Clear bottles filled with brown and black hair that supposedly belonged to one of the mythical beasts.

      “You ever see one?” the clerk asked as he began ringing up my items. He nodded at the rack, his expression serious, not joking in the least. “A Sasquatch, I mean.”

      I pressed my lips together and shook my head.

      “You live up in the mountains, miss?”

      I opened my mouth but hesitated to reply. It was none of his business where I lived. I tried not to panic and fumbled with my purse as I searched for the credit card General Remington had given me.

      “Well, saying you do live in the mountains,” he continued, nonplussed by my refusal to answer, “you best be careful of the ’squatches. They’re more likely to approach a woman than a man. If you live alone, that might prove problematic for you.”

      His words sent a chill to my bones. I looked at him, checking to see if his eyes were twinkling with any hints of laughter. But he honestly wasn’t teasing. He was actually warning me to be careful of Bigfoot.

      “Have you heard their howls?” he asked.

      “Howls?” I was starting to really panic now, but not because I was in proximity to a man whose deep voice reminded me of Mountain’s. I was losing my shit because yes, yes I heard howls frequently. Nearly every night. Sometimes during the day. But I’d assumed the noises had belonged to wolves or coyotes.

      “Oh yes, howls,” the man said, scratching his chin. “That’s how they communicate with one another over long distances. Different howls mean different things. But they can also talk. They have their own language.”

      Well, he sure was being eerily specific, and my sense of unease increased.

      “Now, I know what you must be thinking, miss,” he said as he scanned several cans of soup. “You’re probably thinking I’m a crazy old man. You’re probably thinking that Bigfoot can’t be real. But I swear to you on my father’s grave—I’ve seen them. More than once. So has my brother—he runs the hardware store over on Maple Avenue. Anyway, they’re real and they sure are something. Great, big, amazing creatures.”

      “What else do you know about Sasquatches?” I found myself asking. Even though I didn’t believe him. Nope, not even a little.

      His eyes lit up and he drew in a deep breath before info-dumping some Bigfoot facts. “Well, miss, they live deep in the mountains and try to avoid humans, but hunters and fishermen meet them sometimes. The ’squatches have some kind of special ability where they can make humans forget the encounter. They’ve used it on me and my brother more than once, but our memories come back each time, usually after a couple weeks. Oh, and here’s a fun fact—some of them speak English! I swear to God I’m not lying!”

      “English?” For the first time in a while, I felt a smile tugging at my lips. The clerk’s story was getting so outrageous that I couldn’t help but find it comical. Maybe he was crazy, or maybe he simply wanted to sell Bigfoot mugs and t-shirts, but his amusing tales were starting to help me relax in his presence.

      “Oh yeah, English. But not all of them. I’ve met some who talk in a strange tongue. But the ’squatches near the Skagit River tend to speak our language. So, if you want to have a conversation with a real live Bigfoot, I suggest you go on a fishing trip there. You being a young woman, I bet they’d flock to you. Just kidding. I don’t actually recommend you seek an encounter with one of the beasts.”

      “Why do they like women more than men?”

      He suddenly appeared uncomfortable and shifted in place. “Well, Bernie from the post office, a good buddy of mine who goes on Bigfoot hunting expeditions, thinks they might be interested in… the smell of a human female. Whenever his wife, Ally, is ovulating, he takes her with him and sure enough, they’ll hear howls nearby. Bernie says the beasts like it when a woman is ovulating because the scent is likely similar to when their own females ovulate. It’s nature. Their drive to procreate.”

      “Um…” I didn’t know what to say. This was officially the weirdest conversation I’d ever had.

      “Think about it,” the clerk said. “Aliens are real. During the last few decades, Earth has made contact with many different races of aliens. Why should the existence of Bigfoot be out of the realm of possibility? They’re just good at hiding.” He tapped a few buttons on the register. “That’ll be three hundred and eighty-seven galactic credits.”
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      LIV

      

      Against my protests, the clerk helped carry my bags to my solar truck, all the while dropping more Bigfoot facts.

      Apparently, most ’squatches, as he affectionately called them, lived in massive caverns in the mountains, though he claimed some liked to sleep in the open forest. Those who slept in the forest created giant nests. He went on to describe all the times he’d come across a Bigfoot nest during hunting and fishing trips.

      He also claimed a huge, dark-haired Sasquatch once saved his brother from kidnappers who’d planned to kill him. This seemed like a very outlandish story, and I absolutely didn’t believe it, though I kept my opinion to myself.

      “But the ’squatch who saved my brother didn’t look like most of the others we’ve seen. Most have lighter brown or grayish fur. And would you believe their faces look very human-like! If you just saw one’s face, you’d simply think him a wildman! Of course, there are female ’squatches, too, but I haven’t personally seen one. I suppose they stay closer to home. It’s the males that go wandering through the mountains.” He placed the last bag on the front passenger seat and closed the door.

      “Well,” I said, feeling awkward, “thank you for your assistance…”

      “Harold,” he supplied, then looked at me expectantly.

      Right. He wanted to know my name. I guessed he hadn’t paid attention to the name on the credit card I’d used.

      “Thanks again for your help, Harold. Uh, I’m Stacy, by the way.” Stacy. It was the fake name on the card General Remington had given me. He’d given me a fake Washington driver’s license and a passport as well. Just in case I ever needed them.

      “It was my pleasure, Stacy.” He glanced over his shoulder as two women entered the general store. “Well, you take care!”

      I nodded and smiled politely before climbing into the driver’s seat. Once I closed the door and locked it, I started shaking. I’d gotten myself so hyped up about going out in public, then I’d gotten nervous around the men in the store, but now that I was alone again, I could finally breathe.

      So, I breathed. I breathed and I remained unmoving until the last of the tremors passed. I knew from experience it was the crash after a frightening event. It was the sheer relief at finally being alone, at finally being safe—for the moment—that was causing me to feel weak and shaky and drained of all energy.

      “I’m okay, I’m okay, I’m okay…” I repeated aloud.

      I reached for the thermos of tea I’d brought along and took a sip. I was parked on a main road that contained several businesses. The people moving up and down the street appeared to be in a hurry. I glanced at the darkening sky and started the vehicle.

      As I departed the small town of Newhalem, my strength began to return. Maybe one day the simple act of buying groceries wouldn’t be so traumatic. I could only hope.

      I sped down various backroads as I made my way into the area once known as North Cascades National Park—before the cash-strapped government had sold it to private citizens and investors. That happened a few decades ago when extra money was needed to fund the latest war. Most of the state and national parks in the US had suffered a similar fate during the past few decades, but fortunately, the North Cascades remained mostly unchanged.

      The beauty of this part of the country astounded me. I couldn’t get enough of the snowcapped mountains, the majestic red cedar trees as well as the perpetually green firs, and the clear lakes and streams. Gratitude swelled in my chest. I was thankful the general hadn’t put me up in a safe house in another crowded, war-torn city like Seattle.

      Just as I pulled up to the cabin, the first snowflakes fluttered down from the gray sky. I parked under the carport and shut the engine off. But when I glanced in the rear-view mirror, the sight of a large figure bolting upright in the backseat made my blood run cold.

      A scream caught in my throat as familiar blue eyes met mine in the mirror, and I caught the glint of a Vaxxlian blaster being raised.

      “Hello, my darling wife.”
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"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.


