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      We had left Bunker 114 and Cold Mountain behind hours ago and darkness cloaked the Wasteland. As we sped east toward Raider Bluff, I wondered if Brux’s parting shot meant our mission had failed before it could even begin.

      Samuel’s eyes remained closed for almost the entire journey. Wet blood soaked his right shoulder. The congealer had slowed the bleeding somewhat, but still, he wouldn't last for long. There was no exit wound, meaning the bullet was still inside. If we didn’t find Char fast enough, either Makara or I would have to remove it.

      The Recon’s bright blue lights pushed back the night, letting us see ahead in a wide arc. Thirty years of dust covered most parts of the highway. We zoomed past decrepit buildings, ghost towns, and mangled road signs, as we pushed on toward our goal.

      Makara sped as fast as the heavy Recon would go – about fifty-five miles per hour, the wheels churning to get us to our destination.

      I just didn’t know if it was fast enough.

      When the highway turned south, a wide dark river became visible on our left, flowing south.

      “We hit the Colorado,” Makara said. “It won’t be long, now.”

      It was more water than I’d ever seen in my life. I’d read about the Colorado River in the Bunker 108 archive. It had once been an important river in the Old World, but overuse had dried it up. Now the river was wide – so wide, in fact, that I couldn’t see the other side in the darkness. Above the river on the opposite bank, high up, rose Raider Bluff. The city’s yellow lights glowed dimly with distance.

      At last, the road turned left, toward the river, where a bridge of tall arches spanned the water.

      “Silver Arched Bridge,” Makara said. “The only bridge the Raiders have kept up for miles.”

      The giant rungs of the arch stretched from shore to shore with the road running straight underneath. Two Raiders with rifles guarded the bridge’s front, shielding their eyes against the Recon’s headlights.

      “Let me do the talking,” Makara said.

      We pulled up, and Makara rolled down the window.

      A hard-faced, grizzled man peered inside. His eyes widened as he saw who was driving.

      “Makara?”

      “Chris, step aside. I have a wounded man in here who will die without medical attention.”

      “What?” Chris asked. He shined the flashlight inside the Recon, pointing the beam at Makara, Samuel, and then me. “What happened? Where’s Brux? Twitch? Tyson?”

      “All dead. Let me through. I don't have time for these questions!”

      “What happened?”

      “Gunshot wound,” Makara said, with a growl. “Now step aside. Call ahead for Char. Let him know I’m coming.”

      “Not so fast,” he said. “I’m not putting my ass on the line until you answer some questions. First, who is this?”

      He pointed at me.

      “Look, Chris,” Makara said, “Just give me clearance to Char or I’ll have him wipe the floor with you. I promise, you not listening to me is more dangerous than this sixteen-year-old kid and a man dying from a gunshot wound.”

      Chris’s gaze was doing its best to match up with Makara’s, but in the end, she was the victor. He turned away and raised his radio to his mouth.

      “HQ...Makara’s back. I’m sending her up. Have the gates ready, over.”

      “Copy that,” a voice said from the other end.

      “Welcome home, Makara,” Chris said sarcastically. “You’re clear. I hope you have a better story for Char than you do for me.”

      “I don’t need a story, Chris.” Makara said.

      Makara was about to gun the accelerator when Chris grabbed her shoulder.

      “What now?” she asked, shrugging off his grasp.

      “Be careful up there. Things have changed. An emissary from the Empire is in Bluff, talking with Char.”

      “The Empire?” Makara asked. “What the hell is the Empire?”

      Chris frowned. “You were gone longer than I thought. They’re based in Old Mexico. They’re big, powerful – tens of thousands of people.” He paused. “The emissary’s name is Rex. Just don't get on his bad side. I know you can be mouthy.”

      Makara shook her head. “I'll say what I want, when I want. Is that it?”

      “Yeah. You should head on. Just watch your back.”

      Makara didn’t waste any more words on him. When Chris stepped aside, Makara floored the Recon, rocketing into the night.

      “The Empire,” I said. “That sounds sinister.”

      “I’ve never heard of it before,” Makara said. “Gone a few months, and this is what happens. The game always changes every time I come back.”

      “It’s hard to imagine war at a time like this,” I said. “The world is being taken over by the xenovirus. Leave it to humanity to take itself out first.”

      Makara sighed. “All the more reason to patch my brother up and be on our way. We have a mission to finish.”

      I looked at Samuel, who was still out like a light. His chest rose and fell evenly, so there was at least that...but for how much longer?

      “Just a few minutes, Sam,” Makara said. “Hang on.”
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      We drove up what seemed to be an endless series of switchbacks before the land leveled and placed us before the wooden gates of Raider Bluff. These things were huge, at least twenty-five feet high. They made the gates of Oasis look like toys in comparison. A giant wooden palisade surrounded all sides of the town, maybe twenty feet high, as if the sheer cliffs weren’t enough. It must have taken an eternity to build all this. I wondered where the Raiders had found the labor, until I remembered that Raiders were notorious for employing slaves.

      At various points in the perimeter, large watchtowers rose. I wondered where they had gotten the lumber to build these walls. Trees were still growing somewhere, apparently, if not here.

      The gates drew back, sliding into the walls on either side. Thick chains rigged to pulleys moved the massive fortifications. Even though I was about to enter the biggest den of thieves in the entire world, I couldn’t help but be impressed.

      Makara drove down the main drag. Wooden buildings and saloons lined either side of the dirt road. It was like entering an Old West town on steroids. Signs swung above the open doors – liquor, girls, and guns seemed to be the establishments’ main themes, and electricity powered multicolored neon signs, probably scrapped from nearby cities. Raiders dressed in dingy apparel flanked both sides of the road, making way as we came in. From their widened eyes, it was clear that none of them had expected a Recon, or much less had even seen one.

      The Raiders tried to get the Recon to stop, but Makara honked the horn which emanated with a low, echoing bellow, which caused them to scatter. She only sped up when they got too close.

      “They’re not going to hurt us,” she said. “They just want to check out the ride.”

      Outside, I could hear them yelling her name.

      “You seem to be pretty popular around here,” I said.

      “Yeah, something like that.”

      The road wound its way around the mesa. We weren’t even close to the top. There were three levels, and buildings rose from all of them. The bottom, which we were on, was by far the largest. It seemed to contain all the places of business, the wide outdoor markets, the bars, housing, or pretty much anywhere you could buy something.

      “We’re heading to the Alpha’s Compound,” Makara said. “It’s where Char lives. It’s at the very top of Bluff and exclusive. No one will bother us there. Char, in addition to being the Alpha, is also good at stitching a wound. Hopefully, this isn’t beyond his expertise.”

      “You said before that Char is a good man?”

      Makara nodded. “Probably the only one who passes for decent around here. It’s a wonder he’s still alive.”

      We entered the second level, meaning we were halfway up the bluff. On either side were well-constructed wooden cabins.

      Makara pointed out a small building we drove by. A sign overhung the door, reading “The Bounty.”

      “That’s the Bounty,” Makara said. “It’s a bar run by my friend Lisa. I’ve spent many-a-night there.”

      We rounded the last bend. Over the wooden rooftops of Bluff spread the vast panorama of dark desert. The black Colorado River flowed south and the sky above was dark and void.

      We reached a final gate. A Raider pulled it open from the other side, revealing a long cobblestone road that led into a grassy courtyard. The green grass must have been watered and well-cared for to flourish like that. Flanking either side of the road were tall pines. I rolled down my window, the trees’ crisp, sweet smell filling my nostrils. The stone structure of the compound was a U-shape, surrounding the courtyard. It had narrow slits for windows. Ahead, the cobblestone drive ended in a cul-de-sac. A wide yet short stairway led to a pair of heavy wooden doors. Judging from the thick stone walls, the compound had been constructed to withstand an all-out siege.

      “Fancy,” I said.

      “It’s grown over the last few years,” Makara said. “Each new Alpha leaves his own mark. Char redid the courtyard. The pines were taken from mountains far to the east.”

      “Why is he called Char?” I asked.

      Makara smiled grimly. “You’ll see.”

      Makara pulled to a stop. She powered off the Recon, the hum of the hydrogen pressure tank dimming to nothing.

      We hopped out of the vehicle. The air was dry, cold, and sharp. It had definitely dropped a few degrees. We went to Samuel’s side and opened the passenger’s door. Makara and I lifted him from the Recon.

      He stirred a bit and groaned. Despite the sound he’d made, his whole body was limp. He was dead weight between us.

      “Come on,” Makara said. “We’re going to have to drag him.”

      We dragged him through the compound, to the large front doors. Makara didn’t bother knocking. She threw the doors open with her shoulder, revealing a wide, dark interior lit by torches. We dragged Samuel inside.

      “Char!” Makara yelled.

      No one answered her call, which echoed into silence. The entry hall was empty, lit only by two blazing braziers along the far wall and a few torches ensconced upon the four heavy pillars supporting the room’s structure.

      A shadow materialized in front of us, moving forward at lightning speed.

      “Watch out!” I said.

      Makara reached for her handgun with her free hand, never letting go of Samuel.

      A thin, curved sword was placed at the base of Makara’s neck.

      “Not so fast,” a young, female voice said.
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      Standing in the light, the bearer of the sword was revealed to be a black-haired girl, about my age, with green almond eyes. The eyes narrowed as she edged the blade closer to Makara’s throat. I saw that she was beautiful, with a short, yet curvy, figure. I berated myself for even noticing that at a time like this, but even at the threat of one’s life, men can’t help but notice certain things. I guessed she was about my age, or perhaps a year or two older.

      “Who are you,” she asked dangerously, “and what are you doing here?”

      Makara spoke first, making an effort to keep calm. “We’re here to see Char, girl. Put that thing away before you hurt someone.”

      “Char is not here. And maybe hurting someone is the whole point.” The girl did not withdraw her sword. In fact, it looked as if she had a mind to use it. “If you had been cleared, I would be the first to know.”

      “Chris called ahead,” Makara said, losing patience. “I know Char, he and I go way back. Bet you didn’t know that, you insufferable...”

      “I’ll give you one more chance,” the girl said. “Tell me who you are, and why you’re here. This wouldn’t be the first assassination attempt I’ve stopped.”

      “I don’t know who you think you are, but Char and I are old friends.” Makara didn’t bat an eyelash. “I’m Makara. Ever heard the name? And if you don’t get us Char, then...”

      The front doors banged open. I turned to see a grizzled man, probably in his fifties, enter, flanked by two bodyguards.

      “Makara,” he said, his voice gravelly. “You’ve returned.”

      The girl paused, unsure, and Makara used her hesitation to step safely away from the blade. The girl frowned, but sheathed her katana with a flourish. All eyes went to Char.

      There was no mistaking the man’s air of command. He was tall with broad shoulders and a shaved head. Two guards flanked either side, holding rifles. His sharp blue eyes surveyed us calmly. He wore green camo pants and a black leather jacket. A tattoo of a snakelike dragon eating its own tail was emblazoned on his forearm.

      His most striking feature, however, was his face. A deep burn wound marred his right cheek. That wound had happened long ago and would never fully heal.

      “I’m sorry I wasn’t here to greet you,” he said to Makara. “Politics. Don’t blame my bodyguard for the cold reception. She’s only doing her job.”

      With that, the still nameless girl seemed to relax.

      “Her name is Anna,” Char said. “She’s an expert at the katana. I don’t know where she learned to fight like that, but now, she works for me. But we don’t have time for introductions, do we?”

      Char looked down at Samuel, who lay on the ground between Makara and me.

      “Lay him face-up,” Char said. “I need to see the wound.”

      Makara and I flipped him, while Anna watched. Char knelt beside him, placing two fingers on his neck.

      He glanced sideways at Makara. “Is the bullet still in?”

      “Yes. It happened about four hours ago.”

      Char pulled Samuel’s tee shirt back to reveal the wound. Fresh red blood trickled out. The surrounding skin was black, purple, and green.

      “He’ll die if I try to pull it out of him like this. He needs morphine.”

      “You have that, don’t you?” Makara asked.

      Char grunted. “A bit. With luck, it’ll be enough.” Char motioned to his bodyguards nearby. “We’re taking Samuel to the clinic.”

      The two men gathered around, and Anna came forward to help. Together, they lifted Samuel up.

      “Follow me,” Char said to Makara. He seemed to notice me for the first time. “Who are you?”

      “Alex,” I said.

      “He’s from Bunker 108,” Makara said. “Once we take care of Samuel, we’ll fill you in on everything. It’s a long, long story.”

      Char grunted in reply, and said nothing more.

      Together, we followed him through the dark corridors of the Alpha’s Compound.
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      Char and his men set Samuel up in a hospital bed. After washing his hands, Char found a syringe and filled it with a dosage of morphine. He inserted it into Samuel’s arm. Samuel gave no reaction.

      Slowly, Char pushed down on the syringe.

      “It’s working,” Char said.

      Char next took a pair of forceps and began to dig into the open wound. Samuel was completely out. If he had been conscious, that pain would have been near unbearable.

      “Do you have medical training?” I asked.

      “My training is more of the school of hard knocks than anything else,” Char said. “I’m the best in Bluff, that’s for sure.”

      Samuel was still. It was as if he were already dead.

      Makara watched, biting her lip. More blood oozed from Samuel’s wound, staining his shirt and the sheets. Char dug, using his fingers to widen the puncture. We watched as he searched for the bullet.

      A minute later, Char pulled it out.

      “It didn’t fragment,” he said. “Your brother’s lucky.”

      “Will he live?” Makara asked.

      “There’s no reason why he shouldn’t. I just have to clean the wound and stitch him up. Obviously, he’ll need to stay in bed for a while and take it easy.”

      “How long?” Makara asked.

      “We can tell better over the next few days,” Char said. “The wound could have been a lot worse. If he’s lucky, I’ll let him out in two weeks. But that’s on the short end. It might even be months.”

      Months? Samuel would never stand for that. He would want to be out of that bed the next day if at all possible.

      Char applied some sort of cream to the wound, which slowed the bleeding. He began stitching it shut. Then he grabbed a bottle of clear liquid and daubed it onto the wound. Next, he wrapped the wound tightly with a bandage. Done with that, he washed his hands once more and went to the cabinet. From it he retrieved a sling. He placed it over Samuel’s neck and gingerly pulled Samuel’s arm through.

      “He’ll need to wear that for a while. A couple of months, at least, before I’d trust taking it off.”

      “He’ll be fine though, right?” Makara asked.

      Char gave a reassuring smile, which did little to soften his hardened face. “I’ve seen men live through much worse. He should come around in the morning. He’ll be in a lot of pain – but the worst of it is over. He just needs to rest, eat, and sleep. I can have Anna stay and watch over him while you guys get some rest.”

      “No need,” Makara said. “I can sit with Samuel.”

      “No,” Char said. “I insist. I have guest bedrooms in the east wing. They are more comfortable than anything you’ll find in the city.”

      “What about the Recon?”

      “It’ll stay safe out there,” Char said. “No one can drive it, anyway.”

      Makara waited for a moment. She didn’t want to leave Samuel with Anna. The two of them had gotten off on the wrong foot, that was for sure.

      “Come on, Makara,” I said. “He’ll be fine.”

      Makara relented. “All right. I could do with a rest, anyway.”

      “Anna,” Char said, “show them to the guest rooms.”

      She looked at us. “Follow me.”

      We left the clinic and walked the empty stone halls. We said nothing more as she led us to the east wing. We stopped before a door.

      “This is it,” she said. “There’s another room just like this one across the hall. You’ll find the bathroom and showers down that way.”

      “Showers?” I asked.

      “Yes,” she said. “Be sparing with the water. It’s a pain to bring up here.”

      She left us behind, walking back the way she had come. She disappeared into the darkness of the hallway.

      “Don’t even think about it,” Makara said.

      I looked at Makara. “What?”

      “You know what. I saw how you were looking at her. She’s crazy, that one. Just trying to help you, is all.”

      “I don’t know what you mean.”

      She gave an exasperated sigh, then turned placed a hand on the knob.

      “Get some sleep, Alex. We’ll be out of here before you know it. You’ll see.”

      She stepped into her room, leaving me alone in the hallway. I opened the door to my own bedroom and slipped inside.

      I took off my clothes, and set my Beretta on the nightstand nearby. I wanted that weapon always close.

      I meant to take a shower, but instead, I found myself laying down, just for a moment. I was asleep in seconds.
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      I woke up with every bone in my body aching and every muscle sore. The last week had been sheer madness. I had lost my home, my entire life, and everyone I cared about. I had wandered alone in the Wasteland and had been chased around by both Raiders and monsters. Somehow I had met Makara and Samuel, and ended up here.

      The fact that I was lying in a bed after a week of hell was surreal. It was as if all the sleep in the world wouldn’t be enough to melt the weariness from my body.

      I fell asleep again, and awoke sometime later. I knew I needed to get up. I had to check on Samuel and find some food, the thought of which set my stomach growling. I hadn’t eaten since the morning of the day before.

      I got up, both of my legs stiff and sore, as if I were sixty rather than sixteen.

      I stepped into the hall and headed for the bathroom. I found it on the left. It was an open room made of gray stone. I stood under one of the two shower heads and let the cold water flow over me. Though the water was cold, feeling the layers of sweat and filth washing off made me feel as if I were a new person. I used a nearby bar of soap to scrub the rest of the grime off. I wasn’t happy to see I’d been sleeping with monster and spider bits still caked on my skin.

      Once done, I toweled off, grabbed my dirty clothes, and headed back to my room, suppressing shivers.

      In my room, there was a mirror beside the door. I looked into it, seeing that I had lost weight. I had been quite skinny to begin with, so it made eating all the more important.

      I changed into a clean set of clothes – desert camo pants and a white tee. I would’ve put on my hoodie, because the air was cool, but the clothing was matted with dirt and the horror show that had been Bunker 114. I decided to go without it. Hopefully, someone would come by and clean it.

      I walked down the hall to the clinic. Now that it was day, I took the opportunity to look around at everything. The stonework must have taken a long time to shape and put together. Torches still gave off dancing light at regular intervals along the hallway, adding additional light. The entire building was U-shaped – there were two parallel wings, one of which I was in, connected by the entry hall. I could walk from one end of the wing to the other in about a minute. It obviously wasn’t just Char living here – it was his personal guards, cooks, slaves, and guests. It was a massive facility. Part of the building, if not most, might have even existed pre-Ragnarok.

      As I made my way to the clinic, I passed the compound’s occupants – Raiders with guns, slaves hurrying to clean. It was very different from what I was used to, and it was hard not to feel guilty that the slaves were needed to keep a fortress like this running.

      I passed by an open window to see Anna practicing with her blade in the courtyard under a tall pine. Her movements were quick, fluid, and repetitive. I could hear the blade whirring even from my distance. Her grace and skill were amazing. It was hard not to stand there and watch, because it was clear her constant workouts had honed her body of any extraneous fat while giving her a toned and shapely form. Though she was small, she had curves that made it very difficult to look away.

      I turned from the window to walk to the clinic. When I entered, I found Makara already there.

      “Is he awake?” I asked.

      Eyes heavy, Makara shook her head. It looked as if she hadn’t slept at all.

      That was when Samuel’s eyes flickered open.

      “Sam?” Makara asked.

      “Hey, Makara.”

      His voice was parched. Makara reached for a glass of water nearby and held it to his lips.

      “How are you feeling?” Makara asked.

      Samuel took a swallow of water. He took too much, though; he coughed and winced in pain.

      “Easy,” Makara said. “There’s no rush.”

      “Where am I?”

      “We’re in Char’s compound,” Makara said. “We made it to Raider Bluff. He saved your life.”

      Samuel closed his eyes. I could not tell if it was out of relief or dread. He opened them again, and turned his head to the window. He stared at the red clouds outside.

      “Are you hungry?” Makara asked.

      “Yeah. I could eat.”

      “I have a servant getting us food, so she should be back soon.”

      Samuel closed his eyes again. “You mean slave?”

      Makara shrugged. “They are one and the same here.” She paused a moment. “That was a nasty shot you took.”

      “I just hope it doesn’t keep us long.”

      “We need to rest to recoup our strength a bit, anyway. I talked to Char, and he’s fine with us staying as long as we need.” She hesitated. “Even through the winter.”

      “We’ve got to leave as soon as we can,” Samuel said. “You know that. It’s already October. The first snows will have fallen in Cheyenne. A month from now, the land will be impassable.”

      “It’s that cold there?” I asked.

      “Colder than you realize,” Samuel said. “The world is much colder than it used to be, because of Ragnarok. The world now stands at the dawn of a new Ice Age.”

      Samuel coughed, and Makara put more water to his lips. He drank.

      “Don’t strain yourself, Samuel,” Makara said.

      Samuel settled back into his pillow. “If anything happens, you’ll have to go on without me.”

      “Don’t say that,” Makara said. “That’s not going to happen. We’d be useless without you.”

      Samuel didn’t respond. He only closed his eyes.

      A middle-aged woman with dark brown hair walked in, carrying a tray that held a large pot of stew, wooden bowls, spoons, and a plate stacked thickly with flatbread. The steaming pot gave off a spicy, savory aroma that set my stomach growling. She set the tray on an end table. She left the room, her footsteps fading down the hallway.

      “It’s awful,” I said. “Slavery.”

      Makara took a bowl, and filled it with stew, not looking too concerned. “It is what it is.”

      “I know I can’t change anything. It’s just that this world is a lot harsher than I thought.”

      Makara took the bowl of stew, not for herself, but for Samuel. She pulled up her chair beside him.

      “Makara, no,” he said. “I can handle this.”

      “Samuel, don’t be stubborn. You only have one good hand, so you’ll spill it.”

      “No, I won’t.” He glared at her. “Hand me that bowl.”

      Makara held onto it. “If you want to eat, it will be with me feeding you.”

      “Makara...”

      She arched an eyebrow.

      Seeing he was not going to win, Samuel sighed. “Fine.”

      Taking that as a sign of her victory, Makara jabbed the spoon into the bowl and forced it to Samuel’s lips. He begrudgingly took a bite.

      I helped myself to the stew, which had a reddish-brown hue. It was filled with potatoes, carrots, onions, leeks, and tomatoes, along with small cuts of meat. After filling my bowl, I chowed down, not minding how hot it was. The stew was thick, dark, and filling.

      “What kind of meat is this?” I asked.

      “Camel,” Makara said.

      I nearly spat the food back out. “Camel?”

      I had never even considered that camel could be eaten – though it would make sense, given how numerous they were. The meat was cut into thin slices and was red in the center. It was tough, like jerky.

      Despite the strange taste, I decided that camel wasn’t that bad, though that could have just been my hunger. I filled up a second bowl and ate until I couldn’t have another bite.

      Anna entered the room, her face covered with a thin sheen of sweat and her katana sheathed on her back. I tried not to focus on how her shirt clung to her curves.

      I was surprised when it was me she looked at. “Char wants to see you.”

      “He wants to see me? What for?”

      “You’ll find out soon enough. It’s best not to keep him waiting.”

      Anna headed out the door, clearly expecting me to follow.

      I looked at Makara. “What does he want?”

      “I don’t know. I’d get moving if I were you.”

      “What if he asks about our mission? What do I say?”

      “Don’t lie,” Samuel said. “But at the same time, don’t volunteer everything. Remember, he
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redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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