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      William Shakespeare is a hero of mine. I studied his plays and sonnets at college and university, had his quotes pinned to my walls, and scribbled in notebooks as a student. When I married my husband, we even had Sonnet 18 recited at our wedding. There is no doubt Shakespeare was a genius: his mastery of language, his insight into the human condition, his dramatic range, theatrical instinct, and timeless themes. I could go on.

      Shakespeare was also a man working within the demands of popularity and patronage. At the height of his fame, he was responsible for his troupe of players, who relied on him to fill the Globe Theatre with paying audiences. Reputation was everything; fame, as always, was a fragile thing.

      When Queen Elizabeth I died in 1603 and was succeeded by James VI of Scotland and I of England, Shakespeare would likely have felt uncertain about what this shift might mean for his company. To secure royal favour, he needed to appeal to the new king’s interests.

      James was born in Edinburgh, was already King of Scotland, and was famously fascinated by witchcraft. He believed witches had attempted to kill him by conjuring storms at sea and later wrote Daemonologie, a book on witchcraft and its prosecution, which fuelled anti-witch hysteria across Britain.

      Into this climate came Macbeth.

      Set in Scotland and steeped in regicide, prophecy, and the supernatural, The Tragedy of Macbeth (often referred to as the Scottish Play) explores ambition, madness, and moral collapse. Its images are unforgettable: the witches on the heath, Macbeth standing over the sleeping King Duncan, and Lady Macbeth trying to wash imagined blood from her hands.

      And then there are the lines that have echoed through centuries: “Double, double toil and trouble…”, “Out, out, brief candle…”, “When shall we three meet again?”

      The play has become so embedded in cultural memory that it is often difficult to separate Shakespeare’s invention from historical reality. But there was a real man called Macbeth who lived in the 11th century and was King of Scotland.

      Today, names like William Wallace, Robert the Bruce, Rob Roy MacGregor, and Bonnie Prince Charlie are widely recognised in Scottish history. Macbeth, however, is often remembered first as Shakespeare’s creation: a tyrant driven by ambition and manipulated by his equally ruthless wife. Search online, and it is the fictional Macbeth who dominates.

      I have found it frustratingly difficult to separate myth from history.

      Historical Macbeth, Macbethad mac Findláech, is largely obscured by time. Like King Arthur, he exists at the edge of legend, but without the romantic elevation. He was reportedly tall, with a ruddy complexion, earning him the later nickname “the Red King”.

      At around fifteen, Macbethad fled Alba (modern-day Scotland) after his father, Findláech mac Ruaidrí, was murdered and burned in his hall. Findláech had been Mormaer of Moray, and Macbethad’s rightful inheritance was denied when a rival, Gille Coemgáin, took power. Macbethad spent years in exile before returning in 1032. Gille Coemgáin was later killed, and Macbethad became ruler of Moray, marrying his widow, Gruoch.

      In 1040, King Duncan I launched a campaign into Moray. Duncan was killed during the conflict, and Macbethad became King of Scotland.

      Macbethad and Gruoch ruled for seventeen years. Far from Shakespeare’s portrayal, he appears in historical accounts as a capable and stable ruler. In 1050, he even undertook a pilgrimage to Rome. Gruoch travelled with him, while her son Lulach governed in his absence. They returned to find their kingdom still at peace and intact.

      When Macbethad died in 1057, Lulach succeeded him briefly. Gruoch disappears from the historical record soon after.

      And what of the witches?

      Near where I live is a stone known locally as the Witches’ Stane, close to the hill fort of Dunsinane, the site of a real 11th-century battle between Macbethad and Malcolm III. Local legend claims the stone was used by Macbeth to chain the three witches as punishment—but this is folklore, created after the 1600s.

      Of course, the witches were Shakespeare’s invention.

      And yet, sitting beside that stone, looking towards Dunsinane and the Sidlaw Hills, I often wonder whether the real Macbethad may have known women who held different kinds of power—women rooted in older traditions, in the natural world, in intuition and healing. Not witches in Shakespeare’s sense, but something far older and more complex.

      The 11th century was a period of great change in Alba. Christianity was expanding, pagan traditions were fading or transforming, and political structures were shifting. Macbethad lived through this transition and, in many ways, helped shape it. He played a role in the gradual unification of Alba, which would eventually become Scotland.

      When Macbethad died in 1057, and Lulach soon after, both were among the last Scottish kings to be buried on the sacred Isle of Iona.

      In The Macbethad Chronicles, I wanted to explore these overlapping histories of myth and reality, while also restoring Macbethad and Gruoch to something closer to the figures I believe they may have been: complex, political, and human. I also wanted to reimagine the so-called witches as something more grounded in knowledge, intuition, and respect for nature, rather than the old stereotypes.

      I am not a historian, and these novels do not follow strict chronology. Events have been condensed for narrative pace. But I do love this period of history, and I hope these stories offer a fresh lens through which to view Macbethad and his world.

      If you would like to explore further, the following books are an excellent starting point: Macbeth: A True Story by Fiona Watson, and On the Trail of the Real Macbeth by Cameron Taylor and Alistair Murray.

      
        
        E.L. Curley, November 2025
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      I come from a long line of Picts. We have toiled this land for hundreds of years, carving our lives into soil and stone. We have always lived by the roll of the sun across the sky, the phases of the moon, and the changing seasons. But, as with all things across time, the old ways change, fading away until they crumble to dust and disappear from memory. The deities of nature recede, slipping unnoticed through the cracks, fading shadows in the half-light, taking with them the echoing footsteps of our ancestors.

      The new faith has risen, with worship conducted inside stone and wooden temples, not under an ancient oak, within a circle of stones, or at the foot of a carved monolith. We are to worship one man, who will save us from sin. The old ways may be fading, but deep within me I can still feel them, my ancestors of the painted race, and they must not be ignored.

      My grandfather always told me I would grow up to know the same craft as my mother. She had harnessed a great power, like her mother before her, a power that goes back to the Cailleach. I feel it grow in me: the tingling in my fingertips, the heat in my eyes, and the fleeting images that visit when they will.

      I often walk to a circle of stones close to my home. It is my church of learning. It is where I hear the low hum of the stones as they connect to the earth, a sombre song of time before time. There is an ancient power that will speak to you if you have the mind to listen. I can hear them: whispers from another realm, speaking in a different tongue, but there is always one voice I listen for. I long to hear her voice, but it does not come.

      My mother died, and my father shortly after, when I was only three summers old. They are both buried in a copse at the back of our farmstead, where the bee skeps are, lying within a grassy mound alongside the rest of our clan. My brother, Drest, and I have been raised by our grandfather ever since, just the three of us working our small patch of land.

      Our dwelling place is as you’d expect to find: long, low and built of wattle and wood, with an overhanging broom thatch that has seen better days. Through one door is an open hearth in the centre of the floor, with my sleeping pallet at one end and the men down the other. Above the wax-speckled table by the hearth hangs an assortment of my herbs, their delicate scent not quite lost to the pungent woodsmoke drifting lazily towards the hole in the roof.

      Our steading sits on its own with none other close by, surrounded mostly by woodland and, to the east, a swathe of moorland that meets the foothills of the Sidlaws. We are beside a long bridleway that leads to the bustling market town of Scone, and the monastery there sees men of the new religion learn and preach the word of God. I’ve heard that many men of that inclination travel from far and wide to attend Scone to learn their craft, but it is nothing like mine.

      Once a year, before the icy blasts of winter, the drovers come down from the glens with their cattle to sell at the market and pass our settlement. It is quite a sight, and smell. Before Drest and I could remember, our father had acquired two oxen from them, and we have had the ageing beasts ever since to help with the tilling and harvests.

      Those weary travellers who have passed by us before will know to stop to take a drink from our well, and it can be a time to gather news. Grandfather particularly will stand and blether the longest, finding out all he can. But mostly, we do not stray far, remaining, as always, in the place of our birth.

      It has been just over sixteen summers since my parents died, and as once more time recedes their faces from my memory, I am left only with my mother’s gift. She would give offerings to the goddess Beira at the turn of each season and read the signs that would be sent to her in return. With my kin women that have gone before, I feel them and my mother’s presence within me. Blood of her blood, bone of her bone, her knowledge of things awakens within my mind as I learn to put my trust in it as it guides me onward. Yet there is still much for me to learn and understand.

      She would whisper strange words to the seedlings as she placed them in the warming earth each spring. Our crops were always plentiful when she was alive, but I have yet to master this skill, and so some harvests have been lean. It is of no matter in some ways, because folk do not think us odd; our crops grow well when the seasons treat us well, but our crops also fail like others do when the seasons are not so favourable. We are not under any suspicion of magical doings and unnatural events. There was a time not so long ago when these things were accepted and would garner awe and respect, but as the new religion grows, so do fear and suspicion of my kind, the old ways not so readily accepted.

      I tried to coax the seeds on with my mother’s words, speaking the language of the ancients, but this year, although the saplings at first grew strong and bountiful, most of them perished in an early frost, leaving us with a paltry harvest. I struggle to think of what I could have done better. So, we fall back on other skills when crop yields are meagre, and if we are not tending the land, fixing fences or gathering the endless firewood, we spend hours making bundles of arrow shafts ready to trade with passing travellers or to sell at market. Knowing we had few grains left, I knew what we must do.

      And so, here I am, waiting for Drest and my grandfather to return from a day’s hunting. I place the empty sack of grain on the table and peer out the door to see them returning, Grandfather trying to keep up, misty vapours trailing from cracked lips.

      ‘Let me catch my breath, laddie. I am not so young!’

      I hear Grandfather croak across the dimming yard. As they enter the hut, my grandfather staggers over to his stool and slumps down next to the hearth, rubbing his gnarled hands.

      ‘Never fear, Grandfather, Eithne can help ye now.’

      As I come in to kneel beside my grandfather, Drest gently punches me on the shoulder, and I poke my tongue at him in return.

      ‘Will ye sort these?’ he says, proudly holding aloft a pair of moorfowl.

      ‘Aye, that is good, brother,’ I smile. ‘We shall eat for the next wee while, but there are few grains for cooking and none for selling. The remaining food is spoilt, and we must wait a long time until spring.’

      ‘Dinnae fret, we’ll get through winter right enough. If we have trouble, we’ll have to slaughter one o’ the oxen—they’re both getting too old for working,’ he says, winking, and I roll my eyes as he hangs the moorfowl on a hook by the door. Drest rubs his hands enthusiastically. ‘I spotted deer in the fields by Dunsinane; we shall have plenty of meat if we know where to look.’

      He taps his nose and then sits on the floor, crossing his long limbs and mirroring Grandfather in the ritual of hand-warming at the fire’s edge. I stoop to put logs on the hearth, thinking of the nearby hill fort where rowdy soldiers would sit getting bored, with little to do but sharpen their spears, taunt the locals, and grow fat on venison. I shudder.

      ‘You cannae go hunting near Dunsinane; what if you’re caught?’ I say, sitting with the firelight between us.

      ‘Will I get caught?’ Drest asks earnestly, and I know what he would ask of me.

      ‘Do not test her like that, lad. She cannae act on command.’ Grandfather gives me a weak smile.

      And yet act on command I do. The smoke from the hearth swirls and plumes towards the small hole in the roof as the fire catches. I look into the wisps of smoke and see strange images floating upwards. I can feel my eyes glazing over, the images forming a recognisable shape. It is a shape I have seen before in furls of smoke, and I am yet to tell if it is a sign for good or bad. There are wings and a curved beak, but I can never see enough to decipher its full form.

      ‘Eithne?’ Drest’s voice pulls my gaze from the smoke, and the image is lost. ‘What did you see?’

      ‘I am uncertain, but nothing to do with hunting where ye shouldnae.’

      ‘Aye, but you had that unseeing look in your eye, like you’ve turned to stone or ye cannae see.’

      He shivers and moves closer to the flames, his broad shoulders hunched. Lengths of hair fall forward, so all I can see amongst the russet strands is the straight bridge of his nose.

      ‘Will ye wheesht, Drest? She’s still learning,’ Grandfather chides.

      ‘‘Twas the creature again, all wings and beak. I am not yet sure what it means,’ I mumble.

      ‘It will take time; the craft will grow wi’ ye, lass.’

      Since Mother died, my grandfather has taken it upon himself to nurture my gifts, giving me encouragement when I am unsure, explanations when I am confused and comfort when its power frightens me. But he also understands Drest’s frustration, as he always wants to know what the signs mean and why I can never explain them. My grandfather had felt the same when my grandmother had been alive and practising her craft. Drest’s patience will have to grow, just like Grandfather’s did and our own dear father’s, as the women of our clan learn their inherited power.

      We fall silent for a while until the nagging feeling at the back of my mind makes me urge my brother once more. I pursue my resolution to go to market, suggesting the arrows we have been making could be traded for foodstuffs. Arrow-making is a rather laborious task, but folk are always in need of them for hunting and in times of war, although the long reign of our current king has seen relative peace.

      ‘We need to go to market; we have not been for some time,’ I persist.

      ‘We do not, not yet. We’re not desperate.’

      Drest sighs, slowly rubbing the rust-coloured stubble under his chin. He never likes to venture into bustling places. People would ask questions, he’d say, try to find out who you are, what you own and what they can take from you. He has always had a cautious nature, and being three years older than me, still has the memory of what happened to our parents, caught up in a violent game that was not of their making. I know he will object to my suggestions, but I am never one for giving up that easily.

      ‘Well, we need to go soon while we have items to bargain with and before the winter hits any harder,’ I say. ‘Remember what happened last winter?’

      The icy north winds had been steadily blowing across the mountains and hills, pushing the snow closer. For the last several winters, it had come early, cutting us off for many days. It was only sheer luck a thaw allowed us to travel to market for more provisions before the next snow fell.

      ‘I shall think on it.’ Drest stands up and unhooks his moorfowl, hand upon the door. ‘But tonight, we eat these, and that is enough for now.’

      I share the same misgivings as my brother: people and their natural inquisitiveness of us quiet, mysterious folk, but the fear of a harsh winter with no food is a much more sober thought. The seasons will play their part and shape our lives for good or ill. Here, on the edge of the northern mountains, you learn from a tender age that the seasons are your ruler, and Drest knows it. I will not give in, for I am as stubborn as he, and soon we will have to go.
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      The days continued to recede under autumnal skies, geese gabbled between the clouds, the air tinged with a sweet decay. Eventually my persistence paid off, with Drest reluctantly agreeing to accompany me to market, and we set out as the sun began its ascent. The arrow shafts in our leather packs dug into the small of my back as we walked the six miles of forest path to Scone.

      Every so often, a good stick was needed to whack nettles and brambles, summer’s growth valiantly clinging on, although there were no more berries to pick off the vines. The crunch and swish of our feet through the autumn litter set our rhythm as the path carved its way through the rolling valley.

      When walking was unhindered, I glanced up at the tree branches, trying to spy sleepy tawny owls nestling down to a day’s rest, or a flash of red as the jaunty squirrel ventured from its drey. The crisscrossed black of branches against the growing light in the sky moved overhead in a dizzying pattern as I tried to hold my gaze up to them for as long as I dared without stumbling. It is a silly game I have played since childhood.

      The path widened and other travellers gradually joined us from neighbouring settlements. My anticipation grew for the bustle of the market, but I could sense Drest’s increasing tension the closer we came to the crowds. His pace quickened, and when I glanced up at him, I could see he was biting the inside of his cheek, something he would do when deep in thought or troubled. I linked my arm through his and gave a gentle squeeze.

      We sought out a certain blacksmith’s stall as the pathway gently inclined towards the market, keeping to the sides of the path to prevent our leather shoes from becoming caked in mud. Fires, only just lit, made the air thick with smoke, and butchered animals were being readied for the spit, hungry dogs sniffing at their masters’ heels. Children came alive with the day’s promise, running in and out of the stalls and getting under the feet of the women who swept away yesterday’s mess. The stench of human waste took the place of the sweet-smelling woodsmoke and caught in my throat.

      A stout building of wood and stone, the monastery could be seen yonder, with one wooden tower on its eastern side. Close by was the small ceremonial mound of Moot Hill, alone and solitary. Between the monastery and the mound, cattle fields of yellowing green sloped down to the mighty River Tay, a slither of mist still lingering above its surface as it disappeared beyond the trees.

      As we walked further into the crowds, a distant whinny tugged at my attention. A few more steps along the rows of stalls and the sound came again, this time more urgent. I felt the ground tremor and heard shrieks directly behind us as the hooves pounded nearer. Drest, head and shoulders above the rest and seeing what was coming, pulled me aside as a dozen riders bore down on us.

      ‘Get out of the way!’ shouted the lead rider.

      The horses almost trampled a few older folk as they whipped past. We followed hurriedly towards the Mercat Cross, carried along by a swelling crowd, and as talk bubbled up, there was no sense to be had from any of it. The riding party dismounted, their steaming horses led away for water, and the men drank deeply from the ale that was handed to them. Having quenched his thirst, the lead rider strode up to the cross and took the few steps up to address the expectant faces.

      ‘King Malcolm is dead! Murdered at Glamis Castle!’ There was a sudden rush of shock and dismay. ‘Silence! Silence!’ the rider shouted. ‘The king was found in his bed, a knife drawn across his throat and the perpetrator nowhere to be found.’

      The crowd was further stunned into a deathly silence, all knowing that repercussions would follow and the many years of relative peace were now under threat of being shattered.

      ‘The king is dead! Duncan mac Crínán shall rule as the High King of Alba and all its people forthwith. Long live King Duncan!’ A muted silence followed, and folk shifted uneasily on their feet. No one seemed to dare a reply. ‘Long live King Duncan!’ the rider shouted once more.

      Some in the crowd followed suit, some mumbled in acceptance, and some remained silent. The stunned crowd slowly dispersed, stallholders returning to their wares, the riders refilling their flagons ready for their next ride, and people urgently whispering to one another as they tried to focus on their messages.

      Spying our old friend Berchan at his smiddy, we weaved our way through the throng towards him. Despite the unsettling news, he greeted us with his usual warmth and vigour.

      ‘Ahh, well hello to ye both. I have not seen ye for many months!’ He gave my brother a hearty handshake before resting his eyes upon me. ‘Eithne, ye grow bonnier every time I see you!’ Beaming, he spread out his arms before taking my hand in his and kissing it.

      ‘Thank you, dear Berchan,’ I grinned. ‘You are too kind, but more importantly, how is your wife? She is healing well?’

      ‘Oh aye, she has, thanks to you, and the bairn is growing stronger by the day. He’ll make a good blacksmith, y’ken,’ he nodded proudly.

      Berchan and his wife, Grianne, had a baby boy last summer, but Grianne had suffered great tearing, and it was feared the wounds would not heal. I provided a remedy to help with the healing, so I was heartened to hear that mother and son were doing well.

      ‘And Drest, how are ye, my man? You stay away too long!’

      ‘Aye, I have that, but I’m here the now, my friend, and have these to sell if you are in need of them.’

      Drest gestured to the arrow shafts, keen to move on to business and not linger, biting the inside of his cheek again. Now that the courier riders had brought their news, I too felt ill at ease and that we should return to Grandfather.

      The death of a king, murdered no less and not that far from our home, was unsettling news indeed. Glamis was a day’s walk from us, less if on horseback, and those riders most likely rode past our farm to get to Scone—my grandfather may wonder what unfolds.

      He is old enough to remember when Malcolm became king and had told us that when a king dies and power changes, things can deteriorate quickly. Allegiances shift, bands of men flee or remain steadfast to the new ruler. At least there may be more demand for our arrows, I thought ruefully. We handed them to Berchan, who turned the batches over in his soot-blackened hands.

      ‘Ach, they look grand. I’ll take them all from ye for a fair price. I have some arrowheads here that will do well with them. I may be selling a lot of these today, given the news.’

      He nodded towards the courier riders, who were all remounting their horses to take their news to Perth and beyond. Scone would soon see a flurry of activity, as the next king would be crowned upon the stone.

      Berchan and Drest discussed a price for the arrows and mused on what the death of King Malcolm would mean for us all, but my concentration was broken by a creeping feeling of being watched. I turned, scanning the crowd, but found nothing of note, so returned my attention to the men’s talk. But it came again tenfold, a rush of cold up my back and across my shoulders with a sudden urge to duck.

      I turned again, sweeping the many faces of the crowd, when I saw him nonchalantly leaning against a cart, with large hooded eyes, high cheekbones, and straight black hair that grew down around his clean-shaven face. Below the heavy line of his brows, his eyes glistened, cold and eager, and I longed to look away.

      Drest’s voice pulled me out of the trance, and as I blinked and turned back to my brother, I could have sworn a smirk played across the man’s thin lips. Drest and Berchan’s voices rose and fell, but they were muffled against the ringing in my ears. I dared to look again, but the man was gone.

      A gust of wind blew through the market, and I pulled my shawl tighter around my shoulders. I shivered at the memory of his face, staring glassy-eyed like a hungry hunter who had finally found his prey. I slipped my hand through Drest’s arm for the second time that day, but this time it was for my comfort, and I shuffled a little closer. He looked down inquiringly.

      ‘You have gone pale, sister. Are you unwell?’

      ‘Just a little cold. I think it is time we returned to Grandfather; we should not leave him too long.’ I tightened my grip on my brother’s arm.

      ‘Why don’t ye both come to oor winter gathering? My whole clan will be there,’ Berchan enthused. ‘There’ll be mead and wine aplenty, and two hogs to be roasted! You can see the wee bairn, and my Grianne would love to see ye, Eithne.’

      ‘Ach, we’ll have to see, but thank ye kindly,’ Drest replied cordially.

      ‘Aye, well, the invitation is there, y’ken? And that goes for Firrin. Give him ma best.’

      We said our farewells, Berchan’s jovial voice calling after us, telling us not to leave our next visit too long. We waved back to him and continued past the Mercat Cross and up the muddy slopes towards the line of trees and the pathway home.

      With the coin we had made from the sale of the arrows, we stopped to pick up flour, oats and barley, plus bread and cheese for our walk home. The sun was now at its highest in the sky, and our stomachs rumbled as the bustle of the market fell away, so we ate as we walked. The bread and cheese renewed my strength, but as I pondered the strange man I’d seen watching from the shadows, my stomach turned and I struggled to swallow my meal down.

      I should confide in Drest, as ever since we were children, we had looked out for each other. We used to suffer nightmares and would keep each other company by whispering stories of good things to free our minds of the night terrors. He would hook his thumb to mine, and that was how we fell back to sleep, until the day we became too old for such things. We moved to opposite sides of the hut, with a curtain hanging around my pallet for privacy. Our grandfather put my night terrors down to my inherited sight, my third eye, as he likes to call it.

      ‘You will grow out of it when you become a certain age. Do not fear too much,’ he had told me one night.

      I had been apprehensive about going to sleep across the hut from him and my brother, the sound of a solitary owl hooting outside the door heightening my unease.

      ‘I see so much, Grandfather, so much I do not like or understand.’

      He had hushed me and told me to think of the owl that sits on the oak branch outside, ruffling his feathers and making himself ready to meet his lady owl, who calls for him across the field.

      ‘Yes, Grandfather, I think he is turning his head all the way round to search for her.’ I had giggled and looked up into his bright eyes.

      ‘That’s right, ma wee special lassie. They say the owl is wise, but he just needs to follow the sound to find his love, and not turn his head like a village idiot, round and round and round.’

      I had giggled again and reached to hug him, soon falling asleep thinking of owls and their funny turning heads.

      ‘Eithne?’ Drest interrupted my memories and gave me a sideways glance. ‘You were away with the faeries again, sister.’

      ‘I—yes.’

      ‘What troubles you? Is it news of the king?’

      Taking a deep breath, I glanced briefly up at him before staring hard at the pathway ahead.

      ‘I saw someone at the market today.’ I paused, not entirely sure how to proceed without sounding foolish. ‘He stood behind us, across the market, over by the apple carts. I felt his eyes on me.’ The image came to me again, stopping me in my tracks. ‘I—I did nae like the way o’ it,’ I gulped.

      ‘He was an admirer, is all. You’ve had them before. I’m sure that is all it was,’ he shrugged.

      ‘No, this was different. Feeling a stare, I turned to seek it out. A man was there, looking straight at me with such dark eyes.’ I looked back the way we had come for fear he was following us, lurking behind trees. ‘I turned away and then, a few moments later, went to look for him again, but he had vanished. Och, I swear he was smirking, like he knew who I was.’

      ‘Have you seen him before?’ A frown creased its way across my brother’s forehead.

      ‘No. Never. I would have recognised that face,’ I shuddered.

      ‘Do not think upon it any more. He was probably the local simpleton taking a shine to you, is all. If we come across his like again, which I doubt we will, I will speak with him.’

      He looked down at me with a glint in his eye.

      ‘Climb on,’ he nudged his head backwards and gave me a wink, pulling the pack round to sit on his front. ‘Like we used to do when we were bairns.’

      ‘Get away wi’ ye, no!’ I exclaimed, looking up and down the pathway. ‘Someone might see and think us strange.’

      ‘They think we’re strange anyway. Hop on.’

      I gave the pathway one more glance before jumping on his back, a squeal escaping my throat as he shunted me further up. He strode off down the path, me piggybacking a good stretch of the way, trying to contain my giggles. Drest was always good at defusing my fears, and as he eventually set me down and we resumed a more sensible walking style, I mused on how well he might fight off a man like the one at the market.

      From what little I saw of him, he seemed tall but slight, and Drest would easily overpower him. It was true what he said: I’d had admirers before, often unwanted. Travellers passing our farm would always linger, resting their gaze on me. Whenever we heard hooves approaching, I would take myself indoors, to the barn or burial cairns out back, until they had passed by, though on the odd occasion I was caught out.

      For any solitary traveller, Drest had only to take a menacing step forward, axe in hand, for them to hastily resume their way. Some made the mistake of thinking we were husband and wife, so did not tarry, but the canny ones who saw how similar we looked lingered too long.

      There had been only one incident, and that had been with someone we’d known. It must have been three summers ago when our nearest neighbour’s son, Cam, visited. We used to play in the fields and trackways when we were much younger but had not seen each other for a long while, until one spring he came to tell us of his father’s swine herd and to ask whether we wished to buy any.

      Cam visited many times that year, turning up on his father’s only garron, wishing to take me riding on it. Grandfather only allowed him to walk the garron round our paddock, me sitting atop, so he and Drest could keep an eye on him—and I was glad of it. I was never too sure around Cam; he had an intensity that made me hesitate.

      One long summer day, as Grandfather dozed in his chair and Drest was in the barn loft, Cam had taken his chance. He climbed up behind me and rode out of the yard, promising he would have me back before dark.

      I should have called out to Grandfather, but something held me back, a recklessness, or was it fear? Perhaps both. His keenness prevented us from getting that far, when he stopped to tether the garron at the side of the track and we walked a little way into the forest. He said he’d take me as his wife and kissed me on the mouth with such force that I pushed him away, only for him to come at me with more vigour. I pushed him back a second time and made to walk back to the pathway, but he grabbed my hand and threw me down onto the mossy ground.

      As hard as I tried, I could not push his weight off me as he frantically tried to unbuckle his breeches whilst his other hand forced its way over my mouth. I bit him and screamed, but he struck me across the cheek with such force that I lay there dazed. He was hitching my skirts out of his way, groping where he pleased, when two large hands wrenched him off.

      Drest had not long followed, having spotted the garron and heard my scream. There was not much Cam could say as he rode, lopsided, back to his home. We have not seen him since, and the last we’d heard, he had married a lassie from Fife. There have been none other since, for I cannot trust them, even if they were to love me well. What would they think of my unchristian talents? No, I was content as I was.

      Our hut was well hidden from the track by mature trees on either side, so you would not know it was there until you were upon it. My kin had lived here for many years, and it is a source of comfort that the trees, giant and majestic, also come from generations long before us. My ancestors would have walked among theirs. They would have looked up to those sturdy branches, seen the young green leaves of spring and watched them fall, brown and crinkled, in autumn. They would have seen the old trees shed their kernels, sinking into the soil, taking root and beginning their own slow and steady journey upwards, seeking the light of the sun.

      Hundreds of years later, I walk among their offspring, witnessing the same cycles come and go and begin again. I have taken root, like them. I looked up at those mighty boughs as we grew closer to home and smiled, feeling the tension of the day fade away.

      The path curved as we made a short ascent and reached the point on the pathway where, if you knew where to look, you could often see the smoke rising from the roof, though we both noticed no smoke to be seen. It may have been the fire was faring well, but we quickened our pace. As we turned onto our farm, there was no scent of woodsmoke and no sign of our grandfather—only an unnatural silence.

      ‘Grandfather?’ Drest called, but there was no answer.

      Close on my brother’s heels, we entered the hut to find our grandfather lying on the floor at the back. Rushing to him, we turned him onto his back, and to our great relief he let out a slight groan. I shook him gently by his shoulders.

      ‘Drest, fetch some water,’ I ordered. I gently lifted Grandfather’s head and put the cup to his lips. ‘What happened?’ I asked, as he opened his eyes and looked up at me. His shallow breathing steadied as he tried to sit up, taking a tentative deep breath.

      ‘I felt a pain. Across here—’ He clutched his chest. ‘It came on slow-like, and then as I was fetching the logs… I think I might have lain on the ground to sleep.’

      He gently shook his head, confused.

      ‘I will make a warming cup and we will get you into your pallet, for you must rest.’

      Fetching my herb basket as Drest helped Grandfather to his mattress, I made my way to my small plot of herbs, with just enough light left in the sky to see what I needed. As I picked the final few sprigs of thistle and heather, I heard the lonely cry of a wolf, much nearer than it had been before. I stood for a moment in the gloaming, the wind picking up around the treetops, and I heard it again. My ears pricked at the sound.

      Hurrying back inside, I set my pestle and mortar down and ground the herbs as the pan slowly came to the boil, wondering how big the wolf might be. I sang softly as I worked, in the old tongue, as my mother used to do, and her mother before her, and it calmed my nerves.

      Grandfather now lay more comfortably on his pallet, covered in blankets, listening and watching, tired eyes upon my quick fingers. He seemed to brighten a little as I offered him a few sips, the colour returning to his cheeks.

      ‘Tell me, what news did you hear at the market?’ he croaked.

      I glanced at my brother, but he was busy with the hearth.

      ‘Berchan’s wife is well, and so is their young ‘un, thanks to Eithne. We sold all our arrows to him, and I should think we’ll need to make more now that⁠—’

      I cleared my throat, not wanting the news of the king’s death to unsettle Grandfather further, but he is a quick-witted man, and he looked quizzically from Drest to me. My brother sighed, then explained how courier riders had arrived at the market to tell of the murder of King Malcolm, and that Duncan, his grandson, was now king. Our grandfather shook his head forlornly and mumbled under his breath, then looked up, his pale honey eyes glinting.

      ‘A sad day indeed. I cannot say this Duncan will be a good king.’ He slowly rubbed his chest. ‘Malcolm was old but wise; people respected him just for his age alone. Duncan is young and has his Christian father whispering into his ear.’ Grandfather looked downcast. ‘I also fear the auld ways will truly die. The Christian God has taken hold, and with Duncan now in power, his abbot father to guide him, we will surely see no more of the ancient ways.’

      ‘You cannot be certain of that,’ Drest urged. ‘Malcolm was no saint, and he was growing too old to rule. His grandson is next in line; this is how it has always been. Anyhow, some say the Christian way carries much of the old ways within it, and is all for the good.’

      Grandfather grunted. ‘Aye, this may be, my son, but where there is good there is always a rotten apple that seeks to twist the truth of things. I’m not so sure about Duncan—I would not put it past the young buck to have quickened his route to the throne.’

      ‘He would murder his own grandfather?’ Drest half laughed.

      ‘Oh aye, Malcolm may have chosen his eldest grandson to take his place, but the young grow impatient, and that Crínán, he’s a wily fox⁠—’

      He put down his empty cup and sighed, closing his eyes.

      ‘You are tired, Grandfather. Come, lie yourself down again and sleep. I will sing to you,’ I coaxed, and gave my brother a stern look.

      I sat down beside him, taking his cup from his warmed hands. As I hummed softly, I picked up my needle and thread to work by the light of the flames. I kept close watch over my grandfather until he was gently snoring. I worry he is ailing in his heart, for I know it beats in a harried way. He is ageing quicker than I had hoped for, a lifetime of hard labour, love and loss taking its toll.

      My mind wandered to the old king, who had lived through eighty winters, only to be struck down like the giant oak he was known to be. There were few of us who had known anyone to reach such an age. Many would mourn his loss tonight. Some would not. I could not tell what changes this would bring, but I mirrored my grandfather’s thoughts and felt a looming mass on the horizon.

      The image of the dark stranger at the market crept into my mind, and I could see he was smirking again. This time his wicked smile seemed to grow longer and longer until he resembled something altogether horrid. I tried to blink away the image and jumped as the needle pricked my skin. Blood beaded on my fingertip, and I wiped it away with my thumb. The sudden feeling of ice within my bones warned me that this was not a good sign. I put down my sewing and turned in for the night.

      Bidding goodnight to Drest, I went to my end of the hut, pulling my curtain behind me. I undressed to my undergarments and climbed under the cold blankets, deciding that, whatever tasks awaited me tomorrow, I would take time to walk to my favourite place and clear my mind of its troubles.
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      In the days that followed, the valleys and hills were a squall-blasted patchwork, and I could not leave the farm. Grandfather continued to convalesce, keeping himself busy with less arduous tasks, though I scolded him for hauling up a pail of water from the well. I sent him inside, quietly grumbling about my bossiness. As he reached the door of the hut, he looked up and saw Drest upon the rain-sodden roof. He paused, took a breath, and then, still mumbling, took himself inside.

      The roof was steadily dripping water near the entrance, causing a pool to collect in the footwell, which had worn down over the years and threatened to trickle into the hut. Drest climbed down, his frown as dark as the rain clouds, hair coming loose from its knot. No doubt he would be damp and dour for the rest of the day.

      I longed for the weather to settle so I could take some time to walk to the stone circle, but all I could do was begin replenishing our stock of arrows, sewing, cooking and keeping watch over my restless grandfather.

      After three days, the wind dropped and the skies turned a less threatening grey. I left my brother back on the roof with bundles of old broom and gave strict instructions to Grandfather to continue to rest, and not help Drest with anything. I strode off down the track towards my sanctum.

      The track was straight for a mile, sunken from centuries of feet and hooves, with thick hedgerows on either side that grew up into the woodlands beyond. The path forked, and the track I took cut several turns as I drew closer to the stones. Beneath my feet the ground was sodden, and so too were my auld leather shoes. Long grasses bowed low, beaten down by wind and rain, soaking my skirts. The earth smelt sharp, and I breathed in the scent of autumn’s last days.

      As I rounded the last bend in the track, the woodland opened into a clearing to my right—and there they stood. Arranged in a perfect circle, each almost a foot taller than I, with rough, rounded tops, were nine standing stones. In the rain, the stones had grown dark, mottled with moss. With every season, the sleeping giants changed, a seasonal timepiece in stone.

      In the summer, when the air was dry, the evening haze would descend upon the glade, making the stones look as if they were floating, glowing in the red of the setting sun. On those intense summer days, you could sleep beside them all night and stay warm, as they shared their heat.

      In the spring, they hummed with renewed energy, life teeming around them as the land awoke from its winter sleep. Grandfather and Drest accompanied me only four times throughout the year: at Beltane, each solstice, and Samhain, where we would give thanks, offer gifts to our ancestors and the great mother of the land, the Cailleach Beira.

      Today they were solemn, and I felt their power more keenly than before, thrumming in my veins. I walked slowly towards them and stopped a few footsteps away, bowing my head. In the corner of my eye, a redbreast fluttered onto a low-hanging holly branch, chirped and took flight. His presence a blessing, I began circling the stones from the outside, the palm of my hand tracing them one by one.

      I felt my fingers warming, even though the stones themselves were cold, the warmth spreading into my hand and up my forearm. Once I had completed a circuit, I stepped inside the circle and, turning in the opposite direction, walked around them from the inside, using my other hand to gently brush each stone with my fingers and palm. The warm sensation travelled through me once more, and by the time I had finished my ritual, the warmth emanating from my fingers had spread up through my arms and into my shoulders and chest. Every time I did this, the sensation was enthralling, and its strength grew with each passing moment.

      Ever since I was a small child, I had been brought here, Grandfather later explaining what to do, having seen my mother and grandmother do it. When I had asked why they had always come, and why I must too, he had explained that the stones have an ancient energy that must be learnt and respected. Our family had been visiting them for hundreds of years, and it was a pact we must continue to follow. By communing with them in this way, the stones might ‘read’ you and offer their secrets, if you are worthy of them.

      ‘You can feel their energy through your fingertips, but they can feel yours too, sensing your true self,’ he had explained. ‘The more you visit them, the more power they will entrust to you, and one day you will feel their power within you long after you have left them. ‘Tis what your grandmother told me.’

      In the centre of the circle, I raised my arms to the sky, closing my eyes and breathing long and deep. My fingers splayed, palm to palm, I whispered the incantation I had heard from within my mother’s womb. The strange words rolled off my tongue and floated above my head.

      With my hands still raised and eyes closed, my words slowed, the power coursing through me. As I spoke the last few words, voices whispered back, soft and soothing, and I thought it was her, for I had not heard their like before. My eyes flew open, frantically searching the glade, but not an earthly soul stirred. The whisperings faded, and I strained to hear if it was one voice or more, but the chirping of birds returned, masking any other sound.

      Turning around, I looked at the stones behind me, questioning them. Desperate for the voices to return, I was sure there had been more than one voice, and that they were certainly female.

      ‘Is it you?’ I called out. ‘Ma—I am here⁠—’

      And I wept like never before, lonely, alone and grieving for her.
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      I could not remember falling asleep, the standing stones looming over me, casting long shadows in the low afternoon sun. I had keenly felt the absence of my mother, something I had always kept at bay, but now, loss reached out across the void, holding the hand of loneliness.

      Shivering as the breeze funnelled its way through the gaps in the stones, I moved stiff limbs and stood, brushing crisp leaves and jaggy twigs from my clothes. I had dreamt of a large, snow-encrusted wolf circling me, teeth bared, ears flat and hackles raised. But it did not aim its threat at me, only at some unseen presence. The wolf was my protector; he had been my only friend.

      Blinking at the memory of the dream, I walked from the stone circle to the edge of the glade, where there was a gap in the trees. I looked across the valley, where the land opened up into a wide sweep stretching to the hills, and beyond them, the northern mountains, their craggy peaks faintly dusted with snow. I thought of the wolf in my dream and wondered if he was in those hills at this very moment. Perhaps it was his howling I had heard several days ago. I felt a sudden chill and turned from the sweeping view, walking back past the stones. Just before I stepped onto the path, I bowed my head to the silent totems, then turned to walk homeward.

      As I walked, the image of the wolf would not leave me, nor the whispering voices of comfort. I could feel a longing building up inside—for what, I was not sure—but something was missing. Change brewed in the air, with things afoot, and it unnerved me.

      When I was younger, a similar unrest spread across the land, and men were driven to do bad things. King Malcolm had been absent for a time, leaving his lands unchecked, and there had been many raids on farms like ours: men beaten or carried off to fight against their will, women taken in the dead of night, crops torched, and livestock stolen.

      Luckily, our farm seemed too small to bother with, but Grandfather had taught Drest and me a few tricks in defending ourselves, sometimes using weapons. He had fashioned daggers and swords from wood, shown us a man’s weak spots, and explained the importance of surprise to disarm an enemy. He even gave us sharpened axes to throw at a target. But when the king returned, peace was restored, and Drest and I fell out of practice, preferring to climb trees or search for childish treasures in the burns nearby.

      Now, however, I felt the need to resurrect our practice, a subtle flux of my blood telling me I was right to do so. My brother could fight off a man if pressed, maybe two, even three, but a pack of men armed to the hilt? He and I would be in very real danger of repeating the history of our parents. The more I thought on it, the more certain I became that the stones were trying to warn me. They had made me feel alone and defenceless. I would teach myself the art of defence, and although I might never prevail against a man in hand-to-hand combat, it could be enough to give me a fighting chance.

      On returning home, I found Grandfather collecting kindling for the fire in an old woven basket. He was bent on his task, picking twigs and sticks off the ground. As he heard me approach, he straightened, cracking his back, and slowly turned his head towards me.

      ‘Grandfather, I told ye to rest. You need to heal.’

      Marching over to him, I gently took the basket out of his hands.

      ‘Ach, I’m going out of my mind, watching you and your brother coming and going. What is there for me to do?’ he huffed.

      ‘Come, let’s get ye inside,’ I sighed.

      ‘You look pale, my lass. You have been at the stones again?’

      I nodded but said nothing as we moved into the hut, where Grandfather sat heavily down on his stool, and I set about stoking the fire.

      ‘Grandfather,’ I said, ‘I am thinking of taking up the bow again.’

      ‘I see.’

      He gave me a sideways glance.

      ‘Aye, I think it will be good tae learn.’ With my hands on my hips, an idea formed that would provide some worthwhile employment for him. ‘You could sit and watch me, guide me if I misstep or aim wide?’

      His silence unnerved me, and I thought he would talk me out of it—tell me my brother was all the protection I needed, or that it was high time I found myself a husband, and it was not for a woman to think of such things.

      ‘You know, my darlin’ wee girl, I think ‘twould be a grand idea.’

      My hands dropped to my sides. ‘You do?’

      ‘I do, aye!’ He chuckled as he leaned towards the fire to flick a stray branch back into the flames. ‘You may be slender as a sapling, but you’re nimble, and ye always did seem fair good at the bow. I would not want what happened to your poor mother to happen to you⁠—’

      His voice trailed off, and he looked sadly at his feet. I knelt down beside him, kissing him gently on the cheek. His soft eyes, clouded with age, looked mournfully at me, and I swallowed the tremor that would set me crying again. He cleared his throat and blinked.

      ‘And ‘twill be good for ye to learn to shoot an arrow for yer meat, y’ken? Once I am gone, it will only be Drest oot huntin’, but ye should learn the ways o’ it too.’

      He shrugged the sadness from him and patted my hand as I fixed a smile to my face.

      ‘I will heat the pottage, and then we can begin.’

      I stood and let go of his hand, banishing his words—‘once I am gone’—from my thoughts.

      ‘Aye, lass,’ he smiled up at me. ‘Aye, that we will.’
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      I began to relearn all the skills I had learnt as a child, although now I could fire the bow faster, and throw the axe harder. Drest had unearthed his old crossbow, and once I had wiped it clean of dust and cobwebs, I practised with that too. He made rudimentary targets, which he placed far away from the chicken coop, fearing my aim would prematurely kill one of the hens. I would show him how good my aim was, and told him the hens had nothing to fear.

      Grandfather brought his old stool into the yard, a rough blanket draped around his shoulders, and settled himself down with a huff. After mastering the axe, I moved on to archery, consistently hitting the target board, but alas, not the centre. A fire grew in my belly every time the bowstring sang, the whip of the arrow and fletching as it jettisoned from its anchor point at my cheekbone, embedding itself in the board with a satisfying thud.

      My practice became more challenging as Grandfather directed me to move my distance and stance. The target board was moved further away, sometimes with objects obstructing my aim. Even Drest paused from his labours to watch, voicing his approval when I began to hit the centre of the target, time after time.

      I practised by the light of the full moon, its blue glow sometimes playing tricks on the eyes, luminous and shadowy, with the added challenge of clouds passing across the lunar light, plunging my targets into momentary darkness.

      One late evening I stood alone in the yard, the moon hanging high, so bright that it outshone the light of the stars. I bathed in its eerie light, feeling an intrinsic tug at my chest as I lifted my face to its pearly orb, and the world took a deep sigh. The ground glittered white, as if particles of its dust had come to mingle with the ice.

      The men were inside, discussing recent events and conjecturing about the outcomes, but I found their talk unsettling, so I excused myself and went to fetch my bow. There was not a breath of wind as the hen fletching tickled my cheek, and three fingers held the bowstring taut. I could hear the distant hooting of the tawny owls, no doubt their heads turning to survey their domain, watching their backs. Perhaps they were wiser than I’d thought. The arrow flew, hitting the centre of the target with a dull thud, and a satisfied smile spread across my lips. I took aim three more times, and three times I pierced dead centre.

      Then, not too far away, I heard it again: the lonely wolf, howling at the light of the moon. It was a night for magical doings, and no mistake, but my smile wavered, and I lowered the bow, walking towards the sound. We were still some distance apart, but I could feel his spirit as it howled again, long and pitiful. I clutched the bow to me, sensing he was mourning, pining for something lost. I wanted to run to him and offer comfort, but I just stood there in a dream of frosty white, the night growing quieter still.

      I moved to return to my practice, but the howl came again, fainter this time as the animal moved further away. With unexplained sadness, I stowed my bow and arrows and walked back to the hut. Grandfather and Drest were still deep in conversation, but they paused as I came closer, my face warming in the firelight.

      ‘Is all well?’ Drest asked with a fleeting frown.

      I nodded and, as the men resumed their talk, lifted my eyes to look at my only kin. Grandfather, hunched over his cup, with wisps of white hair thinning, his long face wrinkled and scored. My brother’s thick, wavy hair, a lighter shade of red than mine, had been left to fall where it pleased, and a healthy beard concealed the rugged lines of his face. Grandfather said he was the spit of our father, only Drest was made much bigger.

      Without warning, another pang of grief came, as my father’s face became a smudge and I struggled to remember. I stared hard at Drest, trying to conjure the image of another man I would never know, and blinked at the stinging in my eyes. I pushed the grief into its dark hole, my thoughts a jumble.

      We had hidden ourselves away after our parents died, content to exist with little contact, but I wondered if my brother was lonely, if he ever truly longed for a woman to love him. I was content to remain as I was, but was he? If he had chosen a wife, she would have lived with us, and I would not have minded, as I am sure Drest would always choose well.

      Indeed, it would be good to have the company of a sister. I had asked him once. A girl from Scone had been a possible match, from a good farming family living long in the land like our clan, but Drest had resisted. He had said he did not think she was the right match and, besides, even if she was, he did not want to fall in love, as if he were ever to lose the love he had found, he feared he could not live on in this world. My heart had sunk like a stone, the past coming back to haunt him. I had urged him to put this fear aside, but I was hushed, and the subject was closed.

      I rose slowly from the hearth and bade them goodnight. Climbing into my pallet, I hugged the blankets over my shoulders, seeking a thicker patch of straw mattress, turning over and over like a disgruntled dog until I fell into a fitful sleep. My dreams conjured images of the wolf, alone and full of sorrow, while the murmurings of Drest and Grandfather hovered somewhere across the ether.
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      Come the following morning, the ground still held its icy crust. As strips of wood peeled from beneath my axe blade, the pounding of hooves made me turn. I ducked behind the hut, gripping the axe, just in time to see fifteen or more horsemen hurtling past, a small train of carts bringing up the rear. Their shouting hung in the air as they spurred their steeds along. Banners streamed out like river grass, pale blue emblazoned with three white stars.

      I watched with a prickle of excitement as soil, stone and dust scattered through the air. Drest came running from the back of the farm, where he had been felling a tree, Grandfather poking his head around the door to catch the spectacle just as they disappeared down the track.

      ‘King’s men?’ I asked.

      ‘Mebbe,’ Drest replied, coming to a stop beside me, his eyes fixed on the direction of Scone.

      ‘I dinnae think they were king’s men, for I did not recognise the banners,’ Grandfather said. ‘Duncan will be at Perth already, having sailed up the Tay, but there will be more passing us in the coming days,’ he declared from the shelter of the doorway, slowly nodding his head. ‘The new king will be eager to have the crown put upon his heid.’

      Drest returned to his rotting tree, and I followed Grandfather back inside the hut, placing my kindling next to the waning hearth.

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

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

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