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      Gram was a sweet old lady, but God help you when she had the butcher knife in her hand.

      “You’re not taking him,” she hissed, and she wielded the butcher knife like a sword, waving it slowly in front of her, ready to lunge any second—to stab, to slice, to kill.

      But the thing in front of her, huge and black and glistening like crude oil in a humanoid form, wasn’t there to be intimidated.

      It was there for me.

      “You’re not taking him” she said again, louder, punctuating the air with jabs from the butcher knife.

      I was eight years old, and crouched behind her. The thing in front of us kept feinting and swiping, trying to slip around Gram and get to me. It hissed and spat, its clawed hands reaching and flexing. I couldn’t see its eyes. I wasn’t even sure it had any. But I could feel it looking at me. Glaring at me.

      Gram had the butcher knife in one hand, but in the other she had a knotwork. I’d seen her carrying these things my whole life, twisting them around her wrinkled hands, over and over. She had them woven into all of our clothes—tight little bits of stitching, hidden in a seam or a hem or under a collar. She had them woven into afghan blankets and tied into dreamcatchers and doilies, dangling from things all over the house. They’d been there my whole life.

      Now, for the first time, I noticed that the thing in front of us wasn’t dodging away from the butcher knife. It was cringing away from the knotwork.

      “Sawyer,” Gram said. “I want you to crawl away. Stay low, and stay behind me. But crawl to the shed. Get inside. Close the door and lock it, just like Gramps showed you.”

      “I’m scared,” I said. I was still young. I didn’t know what was happening, or what this thing was, or what Gram was going to do about it.

      “I know, sweetie,” Gram said, never taking her eyes off of the thing in front of us. “But you have to be brave. The shed will protect you. There’s knotwork all over it. Get in there. Close the door. You’ll be safe.”

      “But what about you?” I whined.

      She laughed. “This ol’ thing ain’t gonna take me out, Sawyer. It wasn’t expecting me. Thought I’d be out. Must have used a tell. I’ve got the tells all twisted in the knotwork. It never saw me. Now crawl!”

      I crawled. I moved as fast as I could to the shed. There was a combination lock on it, and I turned the dial a few times. Nothing happened. “I can’t remember the combination!” I cried.

      “Your Gramps wrote it on the frame, in pencil!” Gram said.

      Gramps did funny things like that. What was the point of a combination lock if the combination was written right next to it? But I was glad that it was. I read it, and turned the dial, and the lock popped open. I was inside in a flash, and had the door closed and locked behind me, using a second lock on the inside. This one used a key.

      I had been inside the shed hundreds of times with Gramps. It was one of my favorite places. He’d set it up like a little workshop, with a workbench that wrapped all the way around. One section of that bench was mine—he’d sectioned it off for me, and given me my own set of tools and projects to work on. There was a high, swiveling stool with a back and arms, just like his but adjusted for my height. I was proud of my workbench, and had babbled about it for weeks.

      There were shelves reaching to the ceiling, and so many little drawers and jars and boxes filled with things I never understood. There was the usual assortment of screws and nuts and bolts and old hardware. There were plumbing fixtures and bits of pipe, reels of wire, stacks of manuals for cars and lawn equipment. And there was string and twine. Always. Everywhere. There must have been miles of it.

      But most importantly, there was knotwork. Thousands of little dream catchers and braids of twine and things that defied description were tied all over the place, dangling from nails in the walls, from the rafter beams, from basically every surface.

      I’d seen them before, so often they were practically invisible to me. But now I noticed every one of them. With the fear running through me, and the sweat of it covering my body, my senses were up. I was hyper alert. And I saw all of the knotwork in a way I’d never seen it before. More than just twists of string and twine, I could see a sort of light coming from the knots. Like stars in a night sky—points of light dotting a black expanse. And each thread looked like golden light, too. The longer I looked, the more obvious it became. It was like looking at a network of light.

      And the patterns of the knotwork—they were telling a story. I couldn’t quite …

      There was a thump and grunt from outside, and I snapped back to the here and now. Suddenly, my senses all on high alert, I was noticing everything about the shed. I hadn’t realized it before, but the place had a unique smell, like a combination of engine grease and onions, and the coppery smell of old tools mingled with the rich musk of leather and the musty aroma of wooden floor planks and walls. The smell was familiar, even if I was only just noticing. It made me feel even more safe and protected here. This was a safe place.

      That memory, of a workshop as a safe haven, would stick with me for the rest of my life.

      From the other side of the door I could hear hissing and snarling. Occasionally I’d hear a grunt from Gram, followed by a screeching noise from the creature. Whatever that thing was, it was no match for Gram with the butcher knife. I didn’t think anything could be. She was a wiz with that knife.

      Knife! I thought.

      I reached into the watch pocket of my jeans and pulled out the red Swiss Army knife. Gramps gave it to me for my birthday, while we were on one of our “family outings,” at a fishing camp on the Brazos River. The knife was old, and the plastic handle was scratched and cracked in a couple of spots. The tools were oiled and shiny, though. The knife blade was really sharp—a fact I discovered while trying to whittle a perfectly good stick into a toothpick. Gramps had warned me to stop whittling toward my thumb, but I only caught on when I ended up slipping and slicing my left thumbnail off.

      I screamed and cried and thrashed while Gramps held me down and Gram cleaned the wound with hydrogen peroxide before wrapping it in gauze—twisting the gauze into a small knotwork she said would “help it heal.” She’d given Gramps a pretty stern lecture afterward, which he took like a man. He promised her that he’d take the knife away from me, and he did.

      Later, though, after she’d gone to bed, he came and slipped it back into my pocket and said, “It’s a shame to let a good lesson go to waste. You’ve learned yours, I think. And every pocketknife has to taste the blood of the one that owns it at some point. It’s how they bond with you.”

      If that was true, I’d certainly bonded with this particular pocketknife. At the very least, I’d learned to be very careful about the direction that blade was facing.

      Right now I held the handle in my fist, the sharp blade out and pointed at the door, ready for anything that came through.

      After a few minutes of struggle outside, I heard a noise from the door itself. There was a sort of shuffling sound, followed by a thump. The lock, on the inside, suddenly clicked and opened, and I felt like throwing up. As the door creaked wide, I held the knife in front of me, as ready as I could be with my heart pounding its way out of my little chest.

      Gram, framed in the light of the door, frowned at me. “When did that ol’ fart give you that knife back?” she said. Then sighed. “He told you about it tasting your blood, I suppose.”

      “Yes’m,” I said.

      “Well put it away, Sawyer. And when I see your Gramps I may have to let my butcher knife ‘bond’ with him a bit.”

      I cautiously folded the blade back into the handle and slid the knife back into the watch pocket of my jeans. “What … what was that thing, Gram?” I asked.

      “That? Well, sweetie, that was an Ink. That’s what we called them back home. But I suppose here they’d call it a ‘demon’ or some nonsense. Backwards place.”

      “An Ink? But what is it?”

      “Was,” Gram said. “It was an Ink, which is one of the minions of Aeodymus.”

      She pronounced it “Ay-odd-e-muss.” I wouldn’t learn the spelling until later. I learned a lot of things later.

      Before I could ask any more questions, Gram came into the shed, knelt in front of me, put her hands on my shoulder and checked me up and down. She frowned. “I see it,” she said.

      “See what?” I asked.

      “The Tick.” She reached out and touched the collar of my shirt. She pinched something between her nails and brought it away, holding it close to my eyes so I could see.

      There, split in two by her fingernail, was a small bug. It was sort of octagonal shaped, with tiny legs that went out in all directions. It kind of reminded me of one of the little surface mount potentiometers that Gramps used in some of his electronics projects.

      “That’s a tick?” I asked.

      “Not one from around here. It’s from back home.” She sighed. “We’ll have to exterminate. And I’ll have to weave a whole new knotwork again. Third time I’ve had to hide this place.”

      Gram was always talking like that. I never bothered asking too many questions. She would tell me things, when the time was right. She wouldn’t tell me anything, though, if she didn’t want to. Pestering her would get you nowhere. She wasn’t like other adults, not even Gramps. She always had something going on in her head, like she was having a conversation with someone who wasn’t in the room. Every now and then she’d actually say something out loud, or laugh at some joke only she could hear.

      But she wasn’t crazy. I knew that for sure. She was the smartest person I’d ever known. Maybe even smarter than Gramps, who knew everything.

      “Come along,” Gram said, standing and dusting off the front of her blouse and her jeans. She looked around and found an old rag in a small basket under the workbench. She used this to wipe down the blade of the butcher knife, and in a moment the rag was covered in an oily black goo that I hadn’t seen on the blade before.

      But the knife—for a second, it didn’t look like a butcher knife at all. Instead it looked like some kind of sword, with a longer blade and a bell-shaped guard at the hilt. I blinked and it was back to normal. Just a butcher knife. Just like the others in the kitchen. Only this one was always with Gram, tucked into the belt of her jeans as she washed dishes or shucked corn or snapped peas. I’d seen it there my whole life. It didn’t strike me as unusual until now.

      I’d have to ask her about it later. For now, we wandered back into the house, with a basket of laundry quickly pulled down from the line.

      That night I dreamt of Inks and golden threads and tiny ticks that followed me everywhere. And within a day or so, everything about this seemed like just that—just a dream I had when I was small.
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      That was a long time ago—almost nine years. And even though there were strange things happening here and there, nothing quite like that happened again, and eventually I more or less forgot about Inks and butcher knives that look like swords. Eventually I just stopped thinking about it, and stopped sleeping with the Swiss Army knife clenched in my fist. Eventually I settled into the business of being a kid.

      For the most part, my childhood was normal. Though, looking back, I know now that it wasn’t all that normal. I just didn’t know any better.

      It never really occurred to me that I wasn’t doing the sorts of things other kids did. I wasn’t going to a school, for starters. I knew about them, knew that kids sometimes went there, sometimes ditched and snuck down to the river instead. But that was something other kids did. For me, school wasn’t a place you went, it was something that happened. I’d wake up in the mornings and while Gram fixed eggs and sausage and big bowls of fruit for breakfast, she’d drill me. Before putting even a bite of food in my mouth I had to answer math problems and recite poems and talk about historic events. I had to talk about geography, not just naming countries and capitals but describing the primary industry and local economy. I had to discuss geology and climate. I had to talk about subatomic particles and the Heisenberg Uncertainty Principle.

      I met a local kid once—a neighbor. He was in the woods that stretched for miles in every direction around our house. He was out wandering, just hiking and exploring a mile or two away from his house. We talked and climbed trees together, and he was nice. But he never understood anything I was talking about. All he knew was basic arithmetic and the names of the Presidents, and not really all of those. He’d never even heard of Heisenberg.

      “How come I have to learn all this stuff when they don’t teach it in school?” I asked Gram one morning.

      “Grammar,” she said, shooting me a look.

      I sighed. “Why do I have to learn things that are not taught in school?” I asked.

      She smiled, and continued washing dishes. “Well, your Gramps hasn’t done you any favors with his tendency for laid back speech. But I suppose it serves to keep you undercover,” she said, shaking her head as she scrubbed dried egg from a plate.

      “So how come?” I asked again, just to annoy her.

      “Schools should teach these things,” she said. “But they don’t. There are a lot of reasons. Teachers are overworked and underpaid. Too many students per teacher. Too many requirements, decided by a school board that has no idea what ‘education’ really is. But mostly, I think there’s an agenda to keep the population stupid.”

      Gram was always saying things like that.

      “But you’re telling me why the schools don’t teach it,” I said. “You’re not answering my question. I want to know why I have to learn these things, even when other kids don’t have to.”

      I caught the slight smile before she hid it, and I knew I had her. She and Gramps had taught me how to listen, not just hear. People say more with what they don’t say, they’d taught me.

      “You’re different than those other kids,” she said. “In a way that the schools would never understand. You’d end up in trouble all the time, because you’d be bored and looking for things to do to keep yourself occupied. You’d end up causing trouble, and schools just want kids to sit and do what they’re told, keep their mouths shut, and definitely not cause trouble.”

      “How would I cause trouble?” I asked.

      “By being you, sweetie,” she said, turning and smiling at me.

      “I’m trouble?”

      “Handfuls of it,” she said, giving me a knowing look and a slow nod.

      I laughed.

      “See?” she said, turning back to the sink full of dishwater. “You’re a little troublemaker, and you like it that way. Teaching you here, with us, means you get to be you, without anyone trying to force you to be someone else. That was what we thought was the best thing for you.”

      I thought about this, and quietly went away, back outside and into the warming sun of a Spring day in Texas. It would get hot, soon enough. So I was enjoying the fair weather while I could.

      My education didn’t stop with Gram grilling me. Gramps had plenty to teach me, too. After breakfast I’d be by his side for most of the day as we took care of something in the garden or fixed something around the house, or built something in the shed. This last was my favorite.

      Gramps had given me a space of my own in the shed—my very own workbench with my own tools. He showed me how to take things apart, to be patient and find the seams and the screws, to put everything on a little tray, in the order I’d removed it, so I could find it and put everything back together again later.

      He taught me how to fix small motors and large engines. He showed me how to take a watch apart, right down to the tiny gears and microscopic screws, and reassemble it perfectly—maybe even a little better. And he showed me how to troubleshoot and repair electronics of all kinds. He was forever finding old pieces of junk, thrown out by someone in town. “Just needs a little work,” he’d say, smiling and dodging Gram, who disapproved of his “junk driving.” They had enough junk lying about, she’d complain. But she never made him get rid of anything.

      “He needs it,” she told me once, exasperated and rolling her eyes. “He gets restless if he isn’t building something.”

      Gram had her knotwork. That was her thing. She tied all kinds of knots, and just about everything had a bit of string or twine tied to it. But Gramps had his little projects. He had piles of circuit boards and bins of parts. He could take anything apart and put it back together, but most of the time it worked better when he was done than it ever had before. He could combine things—two different pieces of equipment or technology—to make something completely new.

      Gram called him “a batty old engineer” once. She wouldn’t explain what it meant, at the time, but I had remembered. And in all the reading I had to do, I eventually figured it out. Gramps must have worked as an engineer for a living, at some point—the kind that designed and built technology, not the kind that ran a train, which disappointed me a little, at first.

      He must have retired, and so he did things to keep himself busy. But he must have been someone really smart and important once. He still was—to me and to Gram. But he was hiding for some reason. That’s the impression I came away with, after years of thinking about it.

      Gramps also taught me other things that had nothing to do with mechanics or electronics. He loved to go fishing and hunting and camping. He would leave the workshop behind, sometimes with a project sitting there half done, and grab his backpack and tackle. He had a “camping kit,” consisting of a small tent and a sleeping roll, plus a few odds and ends for cooking on campfires. For the longest time, Gram wouldn’t let me go with him on these camping trips. But at some point, around the time I turned 10, she gave in.

      “You’ll wear this at all times,” she told me, giving me a necklace made of string. More knotwork. I rolled my eyes and she grabbed my chin, her sharp nails digging in a little. “All. Times.”

      “Yes’m,” I said.

      “And you’ll sleep under this blanket every night, even if it’s warm,” she said, holding up one of her afghans. “Promise.”

      “I promise,” I said.

      “Even if it’s just over your feet,” she said, and there was a note of fret and worry in her voice.

      From that point on, I constantly wore that necklace. I hardly ever took it off. It was a fine bit of knotwork, actually. Not lacy or girly, but instead tightly woven, in tiny little flourishes that looked kind of cool and unique. It rested on my collarbone, and became invisible when I was wearing a T-shirt. It was barely visible when I wore a shirt with a collar.

      I didn’t mind it, actually. It made Gram happy. More importantly, as long as I wore it, Gram was ok with me leaving the house and wandering in the woods, or going with Gramps on these camping trips. For some reason, I never questioned why that was.

      Even with her comfort level raised, however, Gram would still fret and worry each time we went. She was doing that now, as I hoisted camping gear up and into the truck, getting ready for a weekend on the banks of the Brazos River with Gramps.

      She was hovering, giving advice I didn’t need, cautioning me about sleeping with a blanket, keeping close to Gramps, keeping my eyes open.

      “He’ll be fine, Liv,” Gramps said. “He’s nearly seventeen! I won’t let him out of my sight. I promise.”

      She smiled at him, and stood up and kissed him on the cheek. “I know you won’t. I just wish I didn’t have to go back right now.”

      Gramps took her shoulders in his hands, looking into her eyes. “I wish you didn’t either. Can’t you stay? Why does he need you there now? He hasn’t been much help for the past few years.”

      “He has his own problems,” Gram said. “But he sent me a message. He has some people he needs me to meet with, maybe offer a little safe passage. Things are getting worse. It’s coming unstitched all over,” she glanced at me. “He’s not ready yet. It’s too much.”

      “He’ll be ready. He’s a smart kid. He’s going to ask me no end of questions about this conversation once we’re on the road, until the fade starts kicking in.”

      She smiled at him, kissed him, and then hugged and kissed me, too. “You do everything your Gramps tells you, and you don’t wander off.”

      “Yes’m,” I said.

      I was definitely going to wander off.

      Once we got to the fish camp, all of Gram’s worry and cautions were blown away like leaves in a stiff breeze. Here, next to the river, with miles of forest stretching out behind us, there was very little we ever worried about. It was one of the reasons Gramps looked forward to the trip. We could just hang out, play cards at night, fish during the day, and barely talk to each other if we didn’t want to. Eventually he’d get bored and want something to tinker with, and so we’d end up heading home or going into town to do a little junk driving. But for most of a weekend, we would be here, relaxing.

      I loved it, too. Especially when it was just me and Gramps.

      First, Gramps wasn’t quite as worried about me as Gram was. “You know the rules,” he said as we unloaded his pickup. There wasn’t much to unload. Gramps liked to keep it light. Whenever we saw other campers, he’d grumble that “the woods aren’t a hotel,” and make fun of them for their RVs and battery-powered TVs and their iPhones and iPads. We had the truck radio, and a mobile phone for emergencies. The rest was all sleeping bags and cooking pots and a moth-eaten tent patched and sewn by Gram, with a thousand bits of knotwork woven into it, of course.

      I wandered away once Gramps got a fishing line in the water. He had a paperback book in one hand, its cover folded back and under. He’d have it read in an hour, despite it being a couple of inches thick. Then he’d pull another one out of from under the seat of his truck and start again. He’d be complaining about “nothing to read” by nightfall.

      I moved away from the camp and out into the woods. These were technically the same woods as those running behind our house, but far enough away that everything was new and different. I had explored these woods a few hundred times, though, and knew my way well. Even if I’d never been here before, I’d know how to find my way. Gramps and Gram had taught me everything there was to know about getting around in the wilderness.

      I made my way deep enough into the wood line that I could no longer see the campground or the river. The light here, filtering through the leaves and branches above, was soft and diffused. It was light enough to see well, and I could pick my way through the underbrush with no trouble. Eventually I found the small clearing.

      I’d been here before, nearly every time we went camping. The clearing was a low spot that held water during the rainy season, but dried into a leaf-covered patch of soil the rest of the year. It was open to the sky above, and ringed by great, thick trees. There were a couple of fallen trees here and there, forming benches and walls and whatever else I might imagine or need them to be. I sat on one of these now and took out a small sack lunch from my backpack. Gram had put it there, like she always did. There was something written on the sack.

      “Don’t get lost in those woods. Keep that necklace on. Don’t forget to wake up your Gramps, and don’t let him sleep next to those fishing poles all day.”

      Of course she knew. Gram always knew everything. I smiled and opened the sack to find a ham and cheese sandwich, a small baggie of apple slices, and a little container of peanut butter. I also had my canteen—a dented and dingy-looking metal container that Gramps had given me when we first started these camping trips. Most of the coolest stuff I owned came from Gramps. Gram just gave me knotwork and bits of string all the time.

      Even now. There in the bottom of the sack was a little hand-woven patch of cloth, tucked in like a napkin. I took this out and studied it as I ate the sandwich.

      I had seen these things my whole life. I couldn’t remember anything from before I came to live with Gram and Gramps, but I was pretty sure I had a baby blanket made of this knotwork. I didn’t own a single piece of clothing that didn’t have at least one knotted pattern stitched into it, usually in the hem or under a collar, where it wouldn’t be noticed. Even when I got new clothes, Gram wouldn’t let me wear any of them until they’d been washed and sewn.

      I saw this so much that I had really never wondered about what it meant. It was just some little quirk of Gram’s, like Gramps and his collection of parts that “might be useful someday.” It had never occurred to me that there was anything weird about it. But as I sat there, on a log in the woods, eating a sandwich and staring at a hand-sewn napkin, I started to wonder.

      What was all of this for? Why was Gram constantly tying knots, constantly sewing stitch-work patterns into everything? Why did I always have to have one on me?

      I reached under my collar and pulled out the necklace Gram had given me. I’d worn it for years. She was constantly fiddling with it, like she was trying to get it just right. She would take it back, untie it, and retie it over and over. She’d add new bits of string to it, or cut some away. The length changed, from time to time, mostly as I got bigger. The pattern of knots definitely changed.

      I was suddenly surprised by something I’d never realized before—I could remember all the knots.

      I have a pretty good memory. I’ve always been able to recall facts, especially from stories. I could remember conversations to the last detail, and I could remember the layout of paths in the woods even after just one walk-through. My memory wasn’t perfect—I sometimes forgot to do things Gram told me to do. Though she said that wasn’t so much “forgetting” as “choosing to forget.”

      Despite a good memory, though, it was hard to believe I could remember knotwork so well. It changed so often, I would have thought it’d be impossible to remember. But I could. Every twist and loop of twine or thread I’d ever seen. Every pattern of knots I’d ever been exposed to. Every doily, every blanket, every necklace—all of it was etched in my memory.

      Why hadn’t I noticed that before?

      I studied the necklace, and the napkin, and then I rolled up the hem of my T-shirt and studied the pattern there.

      They were each different, but there were some common patterns between them.

      What got me was that I could see the common patterns, and the differences, like they were glowing in front of me. I could see the path of each thread, and follow it from beginning to end without ever losing it. I just knew it. I could feel the pattern.

      Even more surprising—I realized that I’d always been able to do this, but never really tried.

      The knotwork for the necklace continued up and around the back of my neck. I pulled it around, to see where it went and what pattern it was making, but the whole thing was awkward. Finally, I pulled the necklace up and over my head, and held it out in front of me.

      It was really complex, and it was made up of about 20 different bits of thread and twine. The pattern wove in and out, forming various shapes like hexagons and squares and even circles and curves. As I studied it, I started to pick up on a sort of “message” in the knotwork.

      It wasn’t like reading a sentence. There were no words. But there was meaning. I could see, with every twist of string, that the knotwork was telling a sort of story.

      As I studied it, I got “impressions” of that story. It was a little like hearing the beat of music, muffled by a wall, but still being able to pick out the tune and identify the song. I could see, in the knotwork, a song of sorts.

      It was about protection. That was a major message, repeated over and over. Protect from this, and protect from that. There was also a message about hiding. I could see that the knotwork was trying to hide something. Me, I guessed. But also something else. Not just me, but something inside me. Something … something …

      I couldn’t get to it. I could sense it like a fading dream, a memory that isn’t quite ready to come to the surface. But no matter what I tried, I couldn’t get under it, couldn’t break through.

      As I sat there, studying the knotwork and trying to figure out what it was saying, the leaves started to rustle, and branches started to sway. The wind had picked up, and the whole clearing was suddenly immersed in the sound of leaves. It was an encompassing sound, closing in on all sides, wrapping around me
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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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