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      “Love?”

      “Oh yes, at least a pinch, but heartache, tragedy, plenty of that.” The withered Moirai grinned, a cruel curve turned up the corner of her mouth.

      “And what of this one?” Clotho asked, as she began to spin the thread.

      Lachesis peered her rheumy eyes downwards to inspect the weave, “Oh, so beautiful. This one will turn many heads.”

      “So, love and romance then, the usual?” Clotho prompted.

      Atropos shook her head, “Hmm, I think not. Let’s have some fun with this one.”

      Though Clotho continued to spin her thread, she twisted it as she spun, letting the fibres tangle.

      A crooked smile crossed Lachesis's face as she stuck out a bony finger, plucking the thread and entangling it with the other alongside it, until they knotted.

      “Oh yes, that will make things interesting,” crooned Atropos, reaching for her shears.
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      She could sense the creature swimming towards her before she saw it. A slight ripple in the deep, an instinct, some greater sense of knowing. Whatever it was, she was confident of the shark’s approach as it navigated the darkness towards her. Reaching out a hand, she stroked the rough skin of its snout, petting it affectionally for a moment as it nuzzled her. Then as quick as it had arrived it retreated, knowing by now that her attention span was short, that she lacked the patience that came with the burden of mothering. She did, however, appreciate the visit, as she did from all her babies, the monsters of the sea.

      Stirring the sand absentmindedly with a tentacle, she watched the swirling storm as the seabed was disturbed. This was the miracle of her home, nothing changed yet everything was always different, the flow of water constantly refreshing, never still, never the same droplet twice. She allowed the sand to settle, the same seabed she had inhabited for thousands of years and not a drop of water the same.

      Constant but changing.

      At this thought, she stirred, something in her memory tugged, like the pull of Selene as she dragged the moon through the sky. Some inevitable change was coming she knew. Yet she struggled to remember what it was, what it could be. Perhaps she would ask Phorcys. He might remember. Yet she lacked the incentive to move, unable to remember the last time she sought out her husband, rather than wait for him to come to her. Surely whatever the change was it would be insignificant? A minor ripple in the ocean. Pushing it from her mind, she turned her head, peering further into the impenetrable darkness. At least that is what it would be to mortals, so the nereids had told her. She could see as well as if Helios himself had brought the sun beneath the waves, her eyes accustomed as they were to the pitch-black depths of Poseidon’s realm. After all, it had been her home long before he staked his claim upon the sea. A child of Gaia, she had navigated the waters of the earth since the beginning and no doubt she would continue to do so until its end.

      A restlessness prickled her, and she considered going for a swim. Perhaps alleviate this tension by visiting Echidna? She had always been exceptionally proud of her firstborn, with her nymph-like beauty and insatiably monstrous appetite, making her one of the most feared creatures of the deep and a worthy legacy. They rarely visit now, Poseidon preferring his monsters to spread out, to claim their own territories, or if he were being truthful, to protect his territory. She could barely remember the last time she laid eyes upon her daughter, some thousand moons ago.

      But the thought of swimming tires her, the thought of anything tires her. She had grown used to wallowing here in the darkest depths of the ocean, relying on the passing of sea life to provide her entertainment, company, nourishment, or at times, all three.

      A flicker of movement above, a shadow overhead, discernible even in this endless darkness. Something large. The creature circles, a slow, languid motion, mimicking her own inertia. A satisfied smile draws across her face as she extends a tentacle above, a quick, snatching thrust, that coils around the creature before dragging it down towards her. She swallows the whale whole, spitting out only the beak, having always found them to be gritty to taste.

      Well-fed, she reclines once more, tentacles spread around her, a nest of limbs. Should she have saved some to offer Phorcys? Perhaps. Though she doubted he would have offered her the same courtesy. Maybe as her brother, he might have considered her needs, but as her husband, he thought only of himself. It was these needs that on occasion propelled him through the water to seek her out.  These needs that only she could satisfy.

      And as she recollected their last mating a torrent of remembrance washed over her. Ceto recalled why she had felt a sense of urgency. Why something was destined to change.

      Not a visit from Phorcys, no, but the result of his last visit.

      

      She was due to give birth.

      

      How many moons had passed since she'd birthed her last child? How many children had she spawned? It was impossible to keep track after the passing of so many ages, she could barely remember what it was like. Still, she supposed, as she relaxed her body, cosying between the fleshy arms of her tentacles, it would all come back to her. A reflex, a memory, as inevitable as the crash of the waves upon the shore.

      A squid swam past, its colossal body pushing through the waters and creating a ripple of current to wash over her, its eyes glancing her way briefly before continuing past. A marvellous creature, like many of her children that inhabit the deep. Creatures mortals fear and gods revere. She found herself optimistic about continuing her legacy.

      Certainly, she was not as active as she had once been. In ages past she had swam the breadth of the almighty ocean, devouring ships and haunting the dreams of mortals. After all, what was the ocean without a monster concealed beneath its waves? It would be as sleep without nightmares, pointless. Yes, in times long gone she was famed throughout the seas, feared and hunted in equal measure.

      Now though, she delegated these terrors to her children, letting them build their own legacies, impose their own nightmares upon the mortals who dared to fare the sea. As their reputations grew, she retreated to the darkness, the deeper waters, away from mortals, from heroes, from battles. But she did not wish to be forgotten. She did not want the myths of mortals to omit her entirely.  Snaking her limbs around herself, she burrowed into the seabed, just a little way, enough to create an indent, a burrow. She would be ready when the time arrived. Ready to give birth to a new monster, a new legend, something that would remind the world, the mortals and the gods exactly who she was. A child that would remind Poseidon who it was that filled his ocean with the creatures that guarded his domain. A child that would remind everyone who she was.

      

      Ceto. Mother of Monsters.
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      Her pains began in a wave, rippling her flesh in a searing heat, from the end of her tentacles right up to her head. These Gods of Olympus didn't know pain, they didn't feel it, didn't relish it. But she was primordial. Born of Gaia herself. She was everything. Born of earth and water, darkness and light, deep and shallow, pleasure and pain. As such she had grown to appreciate the pain, to relish it. The sensations that tore through her body were a sign of change. You can gaze out to sea as much as you like, enjoy its smooth surface, but it is not until you explore the deepest darkest depths that you understand its true worth.

      The gods refused to feel pain, would not let themselves embrace its sting. Immortal but also unfeeling, they lacked the balance that came with suffering, the release that follows in its wake.

      Then there were the mortals. They did nothing but complain of pain. Weak and fearful, their continual protesting against any sort of discomfort angered her, another reason she avoided them as much as possible. A surge came again, and she knew the time was close. She wondered if Phorcys would come to witness the birth of their latest child. Like all fathers he wanted children to be proud of, monsters of legend that would assert his dominance over the seas in a way no trident could. Each monster they had sired grew their empire in his eyes and she knew he would want their latest child to be their most impressive yet. Though he was not here. So perhaps he was less enamoured with the practicalities of childbirth and more with the grandiose outcome. Regardless, she knew word of his children would spread, carried on the waves, channelled in the sands that stir the bed of the ocean floor.

      A stronger surge, contorting her tentacles, drawing a screech of deliverance from the depths of her soul and she bathed in the sound. She took satisfaction in the intensity of her cries, knowing it was enough to rival her sirens, a backwash of fear breaking through the waters and crashing upon the ears of mortals, reminding them she was still here. Drawing strength from her pain she released the monster within, spewing it into the ocean with an echoing grunt of satisfaction. A woman. A monster. Fully grown with wings ripping from her back like Typhon. Grotesque tusks protruded from her mouth, impressive in their sharpness and her hair was a mass of hissing, darting snakes.

      Ceto smiled. This was an immortal to be proud of, a monster that could claim the skies as her domain alongside the ocean as her birthplace. The grotesquely deformed, woman-like body would shine a mirror on the monstrosity of mortals. This child would send a message to gods, mortals, sky and sea. She could sense her power already, could almost taste it. A current of strength swirling in a tsunami of spite and anger. Before she could revel in such a favourable outcome, however, another pain tore through her, and a second child burst free.

      

      Sisters.

      

      Again, this child sprouted wings that were already beating powerfully, stirring the water around her and creating a near-tidal wave of force. Unlike her sister this child controlled her power, channelling it with a measured approach. She could tell they would make a notorious pair, one wild and dangerous, one cunning and exacting. Her mane of snakes drifted in harmony with the currents, her talons cutting through the water with precision.

      Steno, she named the first. Mighty and strong, a force to be reckoned with. The second she called Euryale, for she would reach far, and her legend spread further still. Satisfied with her offspring she leaned back against her nest of limbs just as a third child slipped from her. This creature was smaller, much smaller, unnaturally small. It was a child. It bore no wings nor had any tusks, just pink, fleshy gums, and though its head bore snakes for hair, they were thin and weeding. Unimpressive. The creature before her was hardly a monster, worse still, when she felt for its powers, its strength, its essence, she realised it was even less than a monster.

      

      The child was mortal.

      

      A mortal. A pathetic, monstrous, weakling, powerless blood running through its body instead of the rich ichor of the gods.  How could this be? This was no child of hers, no daughter of Phorcys. She was mother of monsters, not mother of mortals. What cruel twist of the fates had led to this? An abomination. Phorcys would never accept such a child, he would rather swallow her whole than let it be known he had fathered a mortal. She watched as it bucked and writhed, feeble movements as it floundered in the water.

      “Mother,” Euryale spoke calmly, her voice the first Ceto had heard in many ages. “Mother, the mortal needs to breathe.”  There was neither concern nor disdain in her tone, just a measured response, a statement of fact. She certainly made no movement to help the baby in any way, just watched as it flailed. Air. Euryale was right, mortals needed to breathe air, she needed the surface. Ceto would never know why she acted. Was it maternal instinct? Was it morbid fascination of a creature so unknown to her? Either way, she wrapped a tentacle around the child, applying the gentlest pressure she could manage with her fleshy limbs, and raced towards the surface. She propelled herself upwards, her many arms thrusting through the waters until she broke out, feeling the winds of Boreas against her flesh for the first time in many years.

      The child spluttered, its eyes bulging, its skin turning blue and so she shook it, willing it to stop and breathe like it was supposed to. It continued to gag and her grasp around its body tightened in panic, and as it did the child spewed out a trickle of water before gasping in great breaths. Its colour returned to the normal mortal hues, and it stilled, but for the snakes around its head which continued to slither and hiss, as though affronted by the treatment upon them. Ceto withdrew slightly, holding the child above the surface but lowering herself so that just her eyes peered above the line of the horizon. Now what?

      She was torn in two, with part of her wanting to protect this child of her flesh and another disgusted by it. Opposing forces pulled her in two directions, like the sea as it ebbed and flowed. Conflicted, she continued to stare at the mortal, watching it ball its tiny hands into fists only to release them as a splash of water washed over her.

      Ceto had never been particularly maternal. She had never needed to be. Her children were monsters and immortal. They did not need her protection. She would birth them and then allow them on their way, letting them find their own path. They did not need care or attention, nor would they expect it. But this mortal was so helpless, so needy. How did they do it? Surely it would be simpler to cease to exist than to spend a life being so weak?

      Ceto considered this. She released her hold on the child allowing it to fall into the water, only for another tentacle to move to rescue it. Instinctive then. There was some maternal instinct at play that would not allow her to kill the child. Yet what could she do for it? There was no way the child could survive with her, no hope of her raising it herself.

      She held the child aloft listening to its pitiful screams. These weren't the wails of a monster; these were the mews of its prey and that thought struck a chord of terror in Ceto.

      She should not feel for this freak, should not care about something so weak and insignificant. It would not bring her fame, would not add to her legend. It was useless, nothing. But perhaps it was because it was so hopeless, so inferior and defenceless, perhaps it was these reasons that stirred the waters of devotion within her soul. It was an unknown feeling, uncharted. Never before had she felt the need to protect her children and consequently, she had no idea how.

      Its cries increased now, and she knew it had needs, mortal needs that she could not meet. As she considered this, Steno and Euryale burst from the water, flying above the surface and circling like eagles.

      

      Sisters.

      

      Perhaps the child's sisters could tend to it. They were not bound to the water, their wings would allow them to travel anywhere, to make their homes on land if they so desired. She could picture them, the immortals raising their mortal sibling. The child would surely grow over time, she was sure mortals did, though she had no clue how long it would take or what she would need to do so. Yet she had seen adult mortals, still weak and powerless yes, but not entirely incapable. Could this be the answer? Steno and Euryale could tend to the child until it grew and then for a time, they could live as sisters. Not equals, they would never be that, but sisters, nevertheless.

      At this thought, she watched as Steno dived suddenly, a hunter’s strike, capturing a fish and tearing into its flesh with her tusks. Once more Ceto was confused by the duality of emotions coursing through her at the sight. She was proud to see Steno make her first successful kill, to see the instinct that urged her towards the hunt. At the same time however, she felt a shiver tremble through her, the image of those same tusks tearing into the thin, weak flesh of the child, ripping its limbs from its body like the merciless monster she was born to be, that the mortal child should have been.

      No, maybe Steno would not be the right choice to raise the child but perhaps they could carry her to someone that could? Which brought her to the next problem - who exactly could she trust to raise the child?

      “You can't hold her there all day Mother.” Euryale’s detached voice jolted her from her thoughts. "The child is mortal; it has mortal needs." Again Ceto sensed no judgement nor interest, just a statement of fact. She watched as Euryale hovered mid-air above her, her attention flicking between Steno as she fed, and the baby as it wailed. Euryale may be calmer, more controlled, but her demeanour came across as cold and aloft, again Ceto struggled to imagine her doting on her little sister. There was no doubt that Euryale had made a valid point though, the child had mortal needs that only a mortal could tend to.

      Steno was growing impatient, no longer hunting for food but rather hunting for the sport of it. Her large wings flapped incessantly as she darted in and out of the water, ready to fly away, test her limits. Ceto knew she would have to act quickly, if she wanted to get the child into the hands of mortals, she would need the sisters to carry her. The complexity of the situation frustrated her, she should have drowned the child, left it to rot at the bottom of her nest instead of putting herself through this chore of her care, and a chore it would be. Ceto knew that no mortal would accept such a child as their own. A mane of snakes was not a thing of mortal beauty. No, something would need to be done about the child’s appearance before the sisters could take her to the mortals, and Ceto knew of only one option available, one she was reluctant to take.

      Many gods possessed the power of transformation.  Zeus was famed for it; bulls, swans, cuckoos, he even made himself into a shower of golden rain so he could get his hands on that mortal woman locked in a tower. Then you had the nymph whose father Peneus had transformed into a laurel tree to protect her from the unwanted advances of Apollo. Mortals were always being transformed by the gods too. Perhaps Ceto's favourite was the vengeance of Athena, who, outraged over the boastful claims of Arachne, transformed her into an eight-legged creature, a land monster. That was the sort of transformation she could appreciate.

      Yes, there were many Gods who could perform transformations, something she had long since forgotten or perhaps she never knew how. Having roamed the sea since the beginning, birthed her own monsters, she had no need to transform them. The trouble here was in finding a god willing to help with such a task. Gods were hardly benevolent, she certainly wasn’t. It went against their nature to help others, to consider the needs of others before their own. Why should they? They were immortal, superior, with only the need to satisfy their own whims and fancies. Which left her with few options.  Phorcys may well have the power, but she knew that he would kill the child for being an embarrassment to his legacy before he'd come to her aid. That left her with only one choice, and it was no choice really, more of a necessity. To transform the child into something more appealing to the mortal eye, she would need to ask a god she still had sway with. A god she affiliated to. A god who she knew would relish the opportunity to prove his superiority and a god who would not hesitate to claim her debt in return.

      

      Ceto would have to ask Poseidon.
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      I spun around and around, feather-light, dancing steps as though I were swept in the throes of a Dionysian dance. My bare feet flew beneath me and although no music played, my heart was beating a tune to the lyre of Apollo himself. Today was a happy day. A day of great celebration and I was adorned in my very own peplos. The large rectangle of material nearly drowned me, its heavy folds brushing along the floor, but I did not mind. Normally I would run around naked, like the other children, but Father had finally permitted me a peplos of my own. Admittedly it was an old garment of my mother’s that had worn through, cut and sewn to form some semblance of fit about my tiny frame, but I was overjoyed to wear it, to be allowed. Father had finally seen fit to grant me this request, to acknowledge me, and I wondered if this small acquiescence was the start of a change.

      “Medusa, come quickly, there is much to be done.” Mother smiled indulgently as she caught me dancing but I did not delay in following her. Removing my peplos and hanging it over the back of my chair,  I hastened to begin my chores. Today I was more determined than ever to do them well and to find father’s approval. I wanted nothing more on this earth than for my brother’s Amphidromia ceremony to be perfect. Mother was still not well enough to perform her duties and so I held myself responsible in her stead.

      “Can I hang the olive branch?” I ran towards Mother, grasping the olive branch that we would hang at the front door and skipping across the courtyard. Mother didn't follow but gave me a weak smile before sitting herself down. Her face was pale, the usual rosy colour of her cheeks waning. The birth of my brother had been her greatest achievement, but it had taken its toll on her. Even I could see the signs, her hair hung flat against her head, even today when she had made the effort to arrange it carefully about her shoulders, it still hung limply, like washed-up seaweed. Her eyes were rimmed with shadows and although she still smiled at me as she had always done, the shine did not quite reach her eyes, almost as though it pained her to do so.

      I'd heard the rumours for as long as I could remember. The maids would talk of how many times she had tried to bear my father a child and how many times she had failed. Once I overheard Aneka, the stout maid with the stern face and a solitary, wiry hair growing from her chin talking of mother’s health. Her rasping voice sounded cruel and though I knew not what she spoke of I knew it was something unkind by the way the others gasped. I was hiding in the corner, avoiding Father in one of his tempers when she started, ‘slippery walls’ she reprimanded, a clear accusation in her voice. I did not, and still don't understand how slippery walls can stop someone from carrying a child, but Aneka was adamant it was Mother’s fault and that she was bringing shame to Father by her inadequacy. ‘Weak of mind and slippery of line.’ I had felt every wall in our home that day, rubbing my hand along the rough surfaces. Not an inch of it was slippery or wet so I don't know what Aneka had been talking about, but I knew she was mistaken. Whatever reason had prevented mother from birthing a child before was not of her doing, more likely it was the will of the gods, as it was the day that she found me.

      When Mother discovered she was with child once more she confined to her bedroom, doing everything in her power to make sure this child survived. I remember creeping into the bedroom one evening and telling her not to worry, "if this child does not stay, then you can always pray to the gods to bring you another from the sea, just like me."

      Mother had pressed her hand to mine.

      “You were a gift Medusa, a gift I am thankful for every day, but you washed up on our shores those five years ago to give me the child I so desperately wanted. Now it is my duty to give your father the son he so desperately wants.” She looked sad as she said this, and I knew why. Father wanted a son, not a washed-up daughter, tangled in seaweed. He often said to me that if the gods saw fit to bring a child, he would have thought they could have made it a boy. I'd overheard him late one night after he had drunk many jugs of wine with Uncle Giorgos.

      “If it weren't for fear of angering the gods, I'd have tossed her back into the sea. Worthless child.”

      But that was then, and this was now. A joyous occasion. Father had finally got the son he wanted, and I hoped that now he would become more forgiving of my faults. Perhaps today, as we celebrated little Emilios’ naming day, Father would learn to accept me as his child too. Not to love me, I knew he would never love me as his own, but maybe to see that I wasn't entirely worthless. And so, I stretched as high as my legs would reach, tying the olive branch to the door. I arranged it carefully, spreading it wide and making sure the leaves weren't crumpled. I heard his footsteps approach and know he had come to inspect my work. I stepped back, offering him my best smile. Father snatched the branch from the door and hung it higher, “useless child" he muttered before pushing past me and going inside. The door slammed behind him, shutting in my face. I looked up at the olive

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  
OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Content advice
      


      		
        The Fates
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        BEFORE YOU GO
      


      		
        Also by H M Roberts
      


      		
        Mythic Reading order
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by H M Roberts


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



OEBPS/images/animal-g5dc363001_1280.png






OEBPS/images/image-2.png






