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          WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 11TH, 1950

        

      

    

    
      “Hetherington! Just the person I wanted to catch. The mandrake just came in, it’s in the jar in the storeroom.” Claudio was delighted he’d managed to spot her in their little break room. He’d been out and about all morning, and hadn’t been sure if she’d be around the offices this afternoon.

      “How’d you manage that? It always takes a month for them to process it.” Hetherington pulled her hair back from her face with one hand and pushed her glasses up her nose with the other. “Do you have a spare hair grip, Potts?”

      The woman beside her patted her skirt pocket, came out with one, and handed it over silently. Both of them were younger than Claudio, though a couple of years senior to him as Penelopes. He’d only finished his apprenticeship a year and five months ago. They’d been done for closer to four.

      Now he shrugged, amiably, though he was privately pleased. “Ordered it a month ago, because I figured you’d run out about now.” Hetherington had been working on a series of projects related to amplification. It was a question of trade-offs.

      Mandrake was still hard to come by in the wake of the Second World War, but sometimes a tiny bit of mandrake amplified other scarce materia enough to make the use more than worthwhile. The research was, of course, in and amongst their active cases, and it depended heavily on if there was spare materia. “Anyway. It’s there when you need it, I updated the inventory already, all that.”

      “Thanks, Warren. You’re a good egg.” She glanced at him. “Kettle’s still hot, join us for a minute?” She didn’t appear to consult Potts, but Potts grinned, patting the seat next to her. Not that it required leaning over much. Their break room seated four if they were comfortable in each other’s spaces. As a group, the Penelopes generally were, which was far out of step with a lot of the upper crust of Albion’s magical experts.

      It had taken Claudio a good bit to get used to that part, honestly. It had only changed because of working closely with his friend in the last year of the war. The four of them had been up in each other’s space all the time, to manage it. The last year and then six months after in Europe, in all sorts of odd and unpredictably dangerous spaces.

      He made quick work of making himself a mug of tea, plain black, as they’d all long since got used to. Claudio could use the boost at the moment. He’d been up since six and on duty from seven, and it was now half-two and he had at least another two hours’ work. Claudio glanced over his shoulder, checked that there was a dish out for the tea infuser, and then took a seat. “What’s up?”

      “Three things. Doyle said there was something from yesterday’s meeting, but she didn’t have time to get into it, about the orris root?” Hetherington ticked it off on her fingers. “Second, were you on that thing with the Judson-Waits this morning? Is there an update? And third, do you have time this week or early next? I’ve got a bit of a puzzle I’d like your eye on. Not urgent but I’d like to wrap it up.”

      That was about what he’d expected when he sat down, which was reassuring. Also challenging on the second and third counts, but he’d figure it out. Claudio nodded, rubbing his nose once and drawing the details back into active memory. There had been a lot of other things on his mind since yesterday afternoon. “Orris root has a long drying time— five years, for a number of the materia uses. We’re just starting to see an uptick in what’s available, post-war, but we got the projections yesterday.” He knew they knew most of that, but the summary was handy.

      “And you didn’t share them?” Potts cupped her hands around the mug.

      “The meeting’s Tuesday afternoon, last thing in the Ministry workday. I was out on call last night. That thing with the Wilton estate and that glass pane that keeps shattering. Gabe wanted my eye on it and measurements after dark. Then I’ve been on the go from seven this morning. The fact we have a better projection starting no sooner than six months from now was not, I thought, so urgent it couldn’t wait for the usual update note on Friday.” Then his mouth quirked up. “Though to be honest, I was going to go write up the meeting notes later this evening, assuming nothing else pulls me away.” He hoped not, he wanted his usual Wednesday supper plans, thank you.

      Hetherington elbowed Potts amiably. “Give the man a break. He goes to the bloody meetings, after all. Spares the rest of us a good ninety minutes of solid tedium. No, you’re right, Warren, that isn’t urgent. But it is good news, eventually?”

      “Definitely promising. There’s still some wrangling over the division of who gets what. There’s half a dozen healing potions that really like it as a fixative, and they’ve never been happy about the alternative options. We want a fair bit if we can get our hands on it. The Guard’s less grabby about this set, but the schools have a steady demand list in.” He flicked his fingers. “Anyway, I’ll write it up so you can see the numbers in one place. Don’t want to get one of them wrong without my notes.”

      “I am not sure, Warren,” Potts said, thoughtfully, “that you’re capable of getting that sort of thing wrong. What did Gabe say?” The Penelopes, on average, went by last names. It was generally considered more professional when they were out in the field. Gabe was often an exception, though it was slightly easier now that his father was less likely to be directly overseeing cases they worked on from the Guard side.

      Also, Gabe liked tweaking the noses of just about everyone in earshot by refusing to stand on the formality of his several positions in the world. Claudio enjoyed helping with that, honestly. Especially the way it particularly horrified Claudio’s own mother every time he did it in her hearing.

      “He had a thought about resonances and whether it might be some locational effect. Or locational combined with chronological. That’s not my best skill set, but it’s definitely the sort of thing where another set of eyes and ears and working stones might turn something up.” Claudio spread his hands out, palms up.

      Potts snorted. “It’s a lot better than my chronological skills, and we all know it. Explains why it was you on tap, anyway.”

      Claudio shrugged amiably. It was, in fact, a point of pride for him to be as competent at the chronological and locational magics as he could be. “Nothing definitive, but we have a baseline for future tests, and he or someone else will get out there and take regular readings, see if there’s anything like a pattern. Moon phase, weather, all of that. It’s curious though. Just that one pane of glass cracking, always the same one, and it’s not on anything like a regular calendar cycle. I’ve got a couple of ideas, but I need an hour or two with a decent library and no interruptions to put together a proposal.”

      Or a conversation with Thesan, speaking of why he took pride in said skills. But it was January, thus her term-time. It would be at least Sunday before he could get a chance to consult properly. Though it was just far enough into term that things had started to settle. She might enjoy a puzzle that didn’t seem to have any particularly strong consequences for the world. Or maybe one of her Time and Place students might have an idea, and this wasn’t the sort of thing that had to be kept secret for any reason.

      “Mmm,” Potts shook her head. “Outside my usual scope. Give me alchemy, please. Or figuring out how to clear a lab, though we’ve had a lot less of that these days, and honestly, I’m not sorry about it.” During the Blitz, a lot of the work of the Penelopes had been figuring out how to make alchemy labs that had been too close to a bomb safe enough to enter and clean. All of the folks just a few years more established than Claudio could do that work in their sleep now, and nearly had, often enough.

      Claudio had only apprenticed with Gabe after the war. These days, that sort of explosive crisis was much less common as a problem. Just the usual sort of unexpected accident or frailty catching up with someone, maybe every six months. The more ordinary sort of work of the Penelopes was sorting out curious magical problems, in all their variety.

      Hetherington nodded. “The Judson-Waits?”

      “Political matter, as much as anything. That’s why Gabe and Doyle wanted me to go.” Claudio had a certain amount of political weight, mostly borrowed by association. His father had been Head of Albion’s Council for thirty-odd years until he died.

      His mother was Head now, and had been for four years, long enough to stamp her own mark. Orion, his best friend, had been on the Council a hair longer than Mother had been Head and was Lord of the Land for a fair bit of Sussex. And then there was Gabe, a comet of political weight and power comprising his own Council seat, the fact he was Heir to his father’s land magic, and how he came from one of the most well-established Great Families in Albion. Never mind his own ability to fling himself at problems needing a solution like the best aimed artillery shell.

      Claudio was none of that, not on his own. But he knew people— quite a lot of people, these days— and he knew how to talk down people who were being difficult. They couldn’t threaten him with much. It made for a powerful place to negotiate from when it came to decisions about what the Penelopes would do or advise. And in this case, that ‘advise’ was bearing a lot of weight, because it was unlikely the Guard and Courts would go against what Claudio had recommended.

      Potts was too well brought up to turn her head and spit at the mention of politics, the way some people might have. Well, not Penelopes, they were entirely too aware of what people could do with personal fluids if someone got their hands on some. But that was an excellent grimace. “Better you than us, yeah. What should we know about it?”

      “If you hear groans of anguish coming from Wiltshire, mmm. Probably tomorrow? Might be Friday. Anyway, if you do, you’ll know the Courts backed my recommendation. What I found yesterday is that the letter they claimed gave them the right to the estate is both absolutely a forgery and also just stupidly phrased. Mason’s doing the work to confirm it formally and write it up. But she’s already told the Courts to go ahead.”

      Potts let out a low whistle. “Oh, that’ll be a fun teaching exercise with the apprentices when we get a chance. Keep that one handy.” Claudio grinned back, because he’d intended to, yes. Not least because it had taken half a dozen charm chains to be sure of it in the field. He was still a trifle smug about how elegantly he’d sorted that out.

      Well, not so much a field as a well-outfitted but criminally under-used library with a dozen antagonistic members of the family watching him. The estate in question was one of the cadet lines of the Judsons, not the landed estate in the main line. But it was a pretty piece of property with an excellent setup for a range of some materia that was in high demand at the moment and would be for years yet.

      Claudio nodded. “Glad to. We’ll find time.” Then he said, “What’s the thing you wanted my eye on, and when’s good for you?” He reached into his inner jacket pocket to pull out his diary.

      “You like to keep Friday evening open, right?” Potts considered. “And Wednesday.”

      “And Saturday, this week, if I can manage it.” On Wednesdays he had supper with his son, Tiberius. It was the one night Claudio’s mother was firmly occupied with the weekly Council meeting and out of the house for a predictable amount of time. Claudio moved heaven and earth every month or two to avoid conflicts. Saturday was their irregular card game.

      And Friday, he wanted to join Gabe and his extended family for supper. He did that when he could, but he’d missed the last two. Sunday was for supper with his mother. That one could be skipped, if necessary. Claudio was clear about his priorities. “Right now, I’ve got two or three hours open on Thursday afternoon. Ideally done by four. And Monday is somehow bafflingly unscheduled at the moment.”

      “Can’t do Thursday, actually. I forgot I’m on call. I can’t do Monday morning either. Monday, two to four, my workroom? Bring your stones; it’s a sympathetic magic problem. You have tricks I don’t know and would like to learn.” Hetherington leaned forward hopefully.

      “I keep telling you that set comes from working with Hypatia closely for near enough two years. There’s no way to just make that happen.” Hypatia was, mind, absolutely brilliant when it came to sympathetic magic applications. “Can you send me round notes on it, so I can brush up?” He made a note in his diary to hold the time.

      “Sure. Check your cubby here sometime after tomorrow afternoon.” Hetherington pulled out her own notebook, scribbling something down. It upped the chances she’d remember it quite a lot, though he’d probably get the bullet point version with a straggling list of other notes. He could work with that, though, and he expected it.

      Hetherington’s watch chimed twice, and she frowned. “Ah. Right. I’m due over at the Courts, that deposition.”

      “Grab your spare jacket,” Potts said, giving her an automatic look over. “You’ve got a smudge there.”

      Hetherington peered down and cursed under her breath. “My spare’s at the cleaner’s.”

      “Grab my spare then, just remember not to button it this time, all right? I don’t want to replace the buttons again.” Hetherington was rather more buxom than Potts, though Claudio was now briefly distracted about how to put that in a purely qualitative sense. He had no particular inclination toward the body type, so it was a more academic question than otherwise. They both stood, nodding at him, and left him to his tea before he went back into the fray of his own work.
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          SUNDAY, JANUARY 15TH

        

      

    

    
      “How was your week, Mother?” Claudio began with the ritual question. He was always the one to ask once they’d settled down for supper. It was, as Sundays always were, a three-course meal. Rationing could not change some things. Their housekeeper had brought out the soup, roast carrot with a bit of dried dill from the summer gardens. Mrs Moore had an excellent hand with the food, and this was one of Claudio’s favourite winter soups.

      It was just him and Mother tonight. Tiberius was dining with his apprentice masters and family, who were hosting a couple of other connections. Sunday gave them all more time to relax over the meal. Claudio was glad for his son, but he rather wished for a bit of company. He had suspicions Mother had been circling around wanting to have some sort of chat with him, one of her topics with a point or perhaps a sting.

      She did not begin with that, though. “Ah, about the usual for January. Everyone’s so sluggish in the aftermath of the solstice events, but that will pass. There was some discussion about India, of course.” That country was officially becoming a republic in another eleven days, when the new constitution went into effect. His mother went on, “Not that most of that directly affects the Council, but of course there are repercussions.”

      “Quite. And a range of economic and diplomatic considerations to be going on with.” Claudio was more directly interested in the materia imports than anything else there, but he also thought a great deal about what it meant for India to make all the changes that had been pouring out over the past few years. It was one of those areas where he knew he didn’t know enough about it, though he’d talked a fair bit to Gabe’s wife about it.

      She still had a vast range of extended family in and around Calcutta, and they’d written and shared a number of letters. There had been tremendous violence there over the past few years because of the partitioning, and everyone in the family remained worried about what the future might hold. Not that he got into that with Mother. It wouldn’t be a productive conversation. Instead, he said, “What did you think of that new article by Harry Carlton?”

      His mother raised an eyebrow. “A particular reason you’re interested, dear?” She dipped her spoon into the soup, eating it without hurry before she answered. “I’m a trifle dubious about his underlying premise, the chemical analysis there. On the other hand, alchemy is not simply raw chemistry. I’m thinking about running through the experiment as laid out if I get a moment. None of the materia is too scarce right now.”

      “I’d be interested in what you think. I was discussing it with someone at work, and neither of us is entirely convinced either. I wonder if there’s something in his setup or the lab location that makes his results more reliable than they ought to be. If you run the test and it comes out differently, that would give us some reason to try it in multiple settings when we get a chance. Not for a few weeks, at least.” That was the acceptable answer, wanting to learn something new.

      Claudio could run the test himself, but he’d also be worried that he’d miss some key step. He was not primarily an alchemist. As Mother reminded him regularly, he spread himself across too many specialities to be a master of any of them. For all Gabe had argued that was a particular virtue for a Penelope, and for all Gabe was probably right, Mother’s comments about it always stung and likely always would.

      “Mmm.” His mother considered. “I’ll let you know. Informal notes, then?”

      “Informal is fine, thank you,” Claudio replied. His mother’s informal notes were vastly more organised than most people’s. She always recorded a dozen factors, where many people only noted those that seemed relevant at the time. Time, day, temperature, humidity, weather, what equipment she used, but also half a dozen charms to indicate shifts in magical flows or her own personal magic and vitality. She argued— and Claudio agreed— that kind of data was essential if doing innovative experimentation, to help identify which factors contributed to a success or failure. “If you’re short on the pine, I’ll likely be able to collect some in the field this week.”

      “That—” She paused, mentally reviewing her stores. “That would be a help, yes. Thank you, Claudio.”

      He inclined his head. There. They’d had a productive conversation. That was good. Mother was brilliant. He was quite willing to admit that. It was especially true when it came to her beloved alchemy, but it was true in other areas. The problem was that she could also be tremendously stubborn, resistant to change in ways that made no sense to Claudio. Or rather, it made sense given her history, but it was damnably infuriating to deal with. Understanding where a fair bit of it came from did not actually make it easier to deal with in the moment.

      They ate in silence for a minute, until Claudio finished with his soup and Mrs Moore brought out the main course. Tonight that was a little chicken, more vegetables, and a simple wine sauce. Once the housekeeper had disappeared again, Mother cleared her throat. “Your coming week? I should let Mrs Moore know about the meals.”

      “Tiberius and I will both be here Wednesday. I’m out tomorrow, Thursday, and Friday, I believe. I’ll let her know if that changes. My Friday might reschedule.”

      “Anything interesting?” Mother’s question sounded mild, but her inquiries into his calendar always had an edge.

      “Work tomorrow. I’ll need to stay late to finish something up. Thursday, I’m dining at Fairlight with Orion and Hypatia, likely also Cammie and Duncan.” He was looking forward to that tremendously, a chance to be with his friends and not have to keep up an infinite number of walls and shells. He’d come to like Duncan a great deal, though they’d not had the intensity of a friendship forged in the fire of war service the way he had with Cammie and Hypatia. And of course, he and Orion had chosen each other as brothers when Claudio was sixteen, and had each other’s backs ever since.

      “I gathered Tiberius is doing quite well?” This too, seemed like a harmless inquiry. His son was apprenticing as a talisman maker with a pair of men— brothers-in-law— who lived in Schola village. That connection had been thanks to Thesan in particular. Mereid and Grisial were the grandchildren of Vitus Deschamps, a well-esteemed talisman maker now largely retired. Mereid’s husband Ifan Owens had learned to work as a duo with Grisial during their own apprenticeships.

      Mereid herself was a Trivium teacher at Schola, which was why, he thought, Thesan had suggested it might be a good fit. On the other hand, Thesan had dozens of connections that Claudio never saw, given her teaching and the sheer number of her students over the years. He’d long since given up trying to map why she suggested this person or that, at least unless he needed a distraction and wanted to play with the chains of possible connections from known information like their school year and professional trajectory.

      At any rate, while Mother had been disappointed Tiberius hadn’t wanted to go into alchemy, she had not been able to argue with the results. Tiberius was only halfway through his first year apprenticing, but he was already thriving with it. When they had supper, Claudio could be certain of a dozen questions about different stones and their magical applications, as well as Tiberius sharing the lore he was learning.

      Tiberius, though, found the practical and artistic aspects just as interesting. And Claudio had been bound and determined that Tiberius should get to have that, the chance to follow his heart as Claudio hadn’t. Not at that age, certainly. Tiberius was just starting to work with shaping and carving small, less precious stones, mostly the quartzes. Of course, each stone required some different techniques for setting, inscription, or carving.

      Figuring out what to say about that, of course, took a moment. “He’s doing very well. They asked me to come out for supper with them in a few weeks and see some of what he’s been doing. The shared interest in the materia, of course, is fascinating, even if I don’t do as much directly with stones as some, outside my working stones.”

      “Mmm.” Again, that was his mother’s neutral noise, and it put Claudio into a more cautious mode. He was excellent at patterns, that was the thing, and he had extensive experience of Mother’s habits. Not that he’d ever tell her some of this, knowing at least meant he was not flat-footed about what would come next. Or rather, not as much. Then she went on. “I invited Electra to call to speak about arranging a marriage for Tiberius. It’s not at all too soon to begin discussions. She declined and said I should speak with you about it.”

      His ex-wife was, in fact, a solid ally when it came to their children. Claudio would never say the first thought that crossed his mind, that arranged marriages had not been kind to anyone at this table. Or, he was certain, to the previous generations of the family, except in the most mercantile of definitions of success.

      Fortunately, whatever her reasons were, Electra had agreed that they would not seek to arrange marriages for either Tiberius or their daughter Minerva. Though in Minerva’s case, she was only just ten and a half. They were currently more concerned about her tutoring school and presumably her time at Schola to follow.

      Of course, he didn’t rush his answer. That wouldn’t do. “As you remember, Mother, our marriage contract agreed that in such matters, she’d defer to the Warren side. That was restated in the divorce agreement.” That was the first piece. Then he went on. “I have discussed it with her, and more relevantly with Tiberius. We do not intend to arrange a marriage for him. Assist in a negotiation if he’d like, but not arrange a match. I’ve told him he should focus on his apprenticeship, though of course he’s attending a range of the apprentice gatherings and parties, and those of his larger social circle.” Tiberius was not a social butterfly, but he got along well with a range of people.

      “Ah.” It was Mother’s most unreadable mode, even though Claudio had extensive experience with her. “If that is what you and Electra agreed.” She considered her options. “May I speak with Tiberius about some specific gatherings he might consider, then? Or whether he’d like an invitation to certain social events through the spring?”

      Claudio had at least managed to have that awkward conversation with his son, because he’d been fairly sure Mother would suggest something of the kind around this point. “He’s aware you’d likely take an interest, and he’s glad to consider specific events. But he’s giving priority to his training.”

      “I suppose that is difficult to argue with. I’ll see about a meal with him sometime, then, to discuss the spring calendar. There are a couple of galas where if he could escort me, we could spare you for the evening.” That was an unfair tack, honestly, because there was no good way for Claudio to argue against it. Those evenings were not his idea of a good time. Tiberius would find them somewhat less grating, at least if Mother weren’t actively matchmaking.

      “Let him know the specifics then. And me, if you want me to potentially keep the evening clear.” Gabe would help him figure out which really were priorities. Or rather, Gabe’s mother, who was just as gifted with the mechanics of social warfare as Mother was. And much kinder about it, honestly. Or at least, they had the sort of goals Claudio found easier to work with. Then he waited.

      Fortunately, Mother let it drop. She began a conversation about one of the estates that had recently come on the market, a more academic interest in the landscape. It wasn’t one of the demesne estates, of course. But it had been in the holdings of one of the cadet lines of a landed family, and it had an unusual renovation history.

      Mother was apparently considering a bit more work in some of the estate buildings here. She was contemplating a wide range of workspaces, perhaps including looking for leases for skilled crafters who did magical work. That was certainly an intriguing proposition, and possibly a benefit for everyone in the equation. And he noted they might keep an eye on a space to be refitted for Tiberius, eventually. Though he was nowhere near the point of doing independent work yet, and wouldn’t be for some years.

      They finished the meal, and Claudio retreated to his rooms. They’d previously been his father’s. When he’d first come back from the war, every time he opened the door, he’d felt as if he was trespassing. Now, four years later, they did truly feel like home, with very little of Father’s choices visible other than the sheer location of the walls. And of course, he’d never been invited up as a child, not more than once or twice.

      He had a long bath, soaking out the day’s strains, put on a dressing gown, and went across to his private office. He had several hours to work through notes on a treatise on illusion work he’d been puzzling through. It was not remotely a form of magic he felt competent in, but most people weren’t. It did, however, come up enough in Penelope work he’d been trying to get a better grasp on the theory of the field as a whole.

      Close to eleven, there were the sounds of steps on the stairs, and then a knock on the door. He’d left it open for a reason, and he called out, “Come in, Tiberius.” The warding would have alerted him if it had been anyone else, including Mother. Even Mrs Moore and the maid only came up after checking first.

      His son edged into the door, looking well-turned out. He was filling out now, no longer as gangly as he had been a couple of years ago, and he looked quite sharp in a suit and tie. “Father.” It came with a smile. “Just wanted to check in. Grandmother caught me on the way in. She’s in the library still.”

      ‘“Ah, sorry. I thought about writing a note, but you’d already had warning of this and I wasn’t sure if you’d see it in time.” Claudio spread his hands out. “Do tell her no if she has ideas for your social schedule that you don’t like. I’ll figure out escorting her as needed.”

      “I left my journal here. It would have been rude to have it at supper.” Tiberius shrugged. “No, it’s fine. I was more—” He hesitated for a second. “I was worried it had been a difficult conversation for you.”

      It had been, but that didn’t matter. “That’s not yours to worry about. I know I’ve said that. Let Mother be difficult at me. I’m more than used to it. No reason you should have to deal with it.”

      “Grandmother’s had decades longer to be difficult at you,” Tiberius pointed out, with impeccable logic. “And she’s not nearly as awful with me. Maybe because she knows I have other options.” He did, too. There was no reason he couldn’t take a room in Schola village, for example, or a flat in Trellech. He was living at Auctoritas, the family estate, for decent reasons, but that wasn’t binding. Even if Claudio enjoyed having him about the place, and not just because Mother was in fact easier to live with when Tiberius was here.

      Claudio refused to argue further. Tiberius had a point after all, and he was also just as well-trained in rhetoric as Claudio, even though he had less experience with it. Instead, Claudio took a breath, deliberately chose what kind of father he wanted to be, and said, “Thank you for checking on me. It went better than it might have. Duel sometime to get it out of my system a bit? Tuesday, at the earliest, my tomorrow’s endless.” His Monday had, in fact, filled up, as he’d more or less expected it might.

      “Tuesday would be grand. I should be home for supper. We could do it before or after. Let me know?” Tiberius looked eager for it. He was not, in point of fact, as good a duellist as Claudio was now, or even as good as Claudio had been at that age. But he hadn’t focused on it the way Claudio had. And he hadn’t had the years since to learn a number of tricks from Orion and Isembard and then Gabe and others. He was still good enough for it to be interesting for Claudio, and it was educational for Tiberius, in a way they both enjoyed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          TUESDAY, JANUARY 24TH

        

      

    

    
      “Ah, come in, Lawson. Good to have you back.”

      Matthew pushed the office door closed as he came in. Master Greaves had one of the corner offices on the first floor of their building, as befitted someone with his status as a senior administrator for the Ministry as a whole. He was leaning back, as if everything was going his way.

      Matthew had planned for this, with every bit of precision he’d previously applied to trial filings and the many reams of supplemental documentation. He did not know how long the discussion was going to be, though he suspected that this four o’clock was the last slot in Greaves’ diary. Greaves was not a man to linger beyond the expected hours.

      Here, Matthew’s planning had meant avoiding the Boar House tie and other signs that he’d gone to Schola. Greaves hadn’t gone to any of the Five Schools, and he was known to be touchy on that point. Instead, Matthew was in an undeniably respectable navy suit for day wear, with an entirely neutral dark grey tie and a spotlessly white shirt.

      His only concession to his education and training were the cufflinks his brother had given him, set with red jasper. They rarely showed, however. Even if they had, it was not the blatant sign that a garnet or ruby might be. The jasper certainly didn’t imply either a private income or that Matthew was frivolous with his money. Neither of those things was true, regardless.

      He nodded once and crossed to the chair in front of the massive desk, monitoring himself for the balance of appropriate civility without too much mindless deference. Matthew had rank here, hard-earned. Today was about the question of where that might be deployed. He did not have to prove himself from scratch.

      Fortunately, there were ways things were done in the Ministry, and Matthew knew them well. He could have nearly mapped out this conversation before having it, except for the actual decision of where he might be working. But there were steps that had to be done in a particular order, and Matthew respected that.

      “Good afternoon, sir. It’s been excellent to be back.” Matthew had practised this bit in advance: how to say what he wanted the way he wanted. “I’ve settled in and caught up a bit on the general range of changes while I’ve been gone.”

      “Remind me where you served. And—” There was a broad gesture of the hand, the sort that suggested the sweep of a sword, even though Greaves had almost certainly never been near anything more dangerous than a thin-bladed steak knife. The pause resolved into, “A summary of what you’ve been doing the last few years, with an eye to where you might be interested in picking up. We have half a dozen positions open now or in the near future.”

      “Sir.” He’d expected this. Mind, he’d also made sure Greaves was on the list that got the summary of his work since the beginning of the war. “Served in logistics, sir, then trailing behind those fighting their way from Normandy to Berlin the last year of the war. Limited direct action, but a great deal of coordination of ammunition and key supplies.”

      “Bit of a waste of your magical skills.” That was dry. “But we can’t deny you’re good at the paperwork.” Greaves leaned back slightly further.

      Matthew felt that he was permitted a slight smile of acknowledgement at the compliment, which he had absolutely earned. “Quite, sir. From 1945, I was attached to the Nuremberg trials, initially under the British prosecutor, David Maxwell Fyfe. I did not have the legal background, of course, of the prosecution staff for Britain. But my German and French were more than good enough to assist with a wide range of documents. I picked up a fair bit of Russian as well and eventually a bit of Polish. When the initial trials ended, I was asked to stay on when the Americans took over to assist with the initial translation and processing of the documents in further trials. As things are being turned over to the current governments, I have returned to Albion.”

      “Doing a bit of a number of things. As you did here, I remember. A bit of time in Materia, but your primary training is in the Quadrivium and the various elements of research and administration.” Greaves glanced at his desk, then looked back up. “May I ask why you didn’t go into the Courts? If you wished to now, we would be glad to recommend you to a post there. Though, of course, it would involve further training.”

      It took all Matthew’s self-control not to flinch. “I prefer the Ministry, sir, but thank you for the consideration.” He did not know how to explain how little he wanted to see of people’s pains and miseries, even the smaller-scale ones. Five years of horrors conveyed in forms and paper and photographs had embedded themselves in his brain. The horrors described in clinical language were even worse than the others, honestly.

      Now he took a breath and forged forward with the necessary information. “My older brother was involved in the plant hunting trade before the war.” He could see the question coming. “Donald was killed in ‘42 in an air raid while on leave, sir. But he gave me the interest in Materia. That’s not my formal training, but it was a help with the languages.” Much of the professional literature in the materia field had been in German and French for the last century, when it wasn’t in English. And like almost everyone who went through Schola, his Latin was competent and useful for dealing with older writing.

      “Mmm.” That got a tap of his fingers. “We might have something in a few weeks that would let you take on a few useful tasks along those lines, then. So, you’d prefer a good, solid administrative position. Papers at a desk, nothing in the field.”

      Again, Matthew sat on the brief impulse to say what he wanted. It flickered out immediately, anyway. It had been more than a decade since his desires had anything to do with his life, in basically any dimension. “I’ve polished my skills with that sort of administrative work. If you happen to have a department that needs its files thoroughly reorganised, or a better designed archive. Or, of course, the workaday business of the Ministry, tracking fees, certifications, or whatever’s needed. The topic matters less to me than the need for the work to be done.”

      As soon as he said it, he knew that wasn’t entirely true, but he’d said it. It would have to be true now. He’d just have to figure out how to take on that challenge with all the others. “I do also have some experience— though I’d want to brush up— specific to enchantments and managing their proper renewal.” And it was sufficiently distant from anything he’d done in the last decade to be manageable.

      “Ah, yes,” Greaves shuffled a couple of pages in front of him. “Let’s start you off there. If you’d present yourself to Mirabel Wright tomorrow morning, first thing, she’ll get you settled. I don’t know if you know her? Dunwich, perhaps five—” Another glance at the papers. “Six years ahead of you. She’s had the position open for six months. There will be a backlog to deal with.”

      A backlog honestly sounded like a gift. He could find out how she wanted things done, put his head down, and do the work. Better yet, he’d have excellent reason to duck socialising or invitations out for a drink if he wanted them. “That sounds grand, sir. Should I take a note up to the office now?”

      “If you wouldn’t mind. Let me just write it up. If you turn out not to suit, she’ll let me know, and we can see what else might be available. Or, of course, we do know that men coming back often find they want different employment. To be honest, we’re short-staffed as it is these days, but we understand that the war changed things.” That last bit had the sort of feeling behind it that made it clear the war hadn’t changed terribly much for Greaves, when all the columns were totted up. Matthew did not comment, just waited.

      A minute later, Greaves had filled out several bits on a note that had been partially written. “Third floor, east hall, room 310 is where her secretary is. You needn’t bring anything specific tomorrow. She’ll get you set up with equipment. Consider it the end of your day after you take the note. I’m sure you finished up what you were working on already.”

      “I had, sir, yes, since they didn’t know if I’d be back.” He’d finished at noon, actually, which had meant nearly four hours of finding anything useful to do so he wouldn’t visibly twitch at the idleness. Now it was time for Matthew to stand, to offer the slight bow that was acknowledgement without too much uxorious deference. He took the folded note in his left hand, then offered his right for a sturdy handshake. “Good to be back, sir. Thank you for your time and have a pleasant evening.”

      From there, it was back to the staircase, up two floors, and along to find the room. Mistress Wright— Matthew had peeked at the note to make sure he had the proper form of address— was not in. Her secretary was a young, efficient looking woman, perhaps twenty-five. She gave her name as Harlow and took the note, scanning it briskly. She showed where Matthew should come in the morning and sent him away again. He respected that. She clearly had things she was finishing.

      He was at something of a loss when he got back downstairs. Matthew could go back to his flat, which was small, oddly shaped, and not remotely homey. It had a number of advantages over his housing for the last five years, not the least involving adequate plumbing and the sort of excess of hot water he didn’t know what to do with. But he had nothing in the cupboard for supper, and he didn’t much want to pick anything up.

      However, it was Tuesday. Tuesday was one night where there would be a certain sort of people at Urania’s Apples. They had good pub food still. He’d heard that much. He didn’t really want to talk to anyone, but he could sit and listen to other people near him, and see what that did.

      The pub, at least, was also conveniently located. Of course he’d done his best to find a flat nearer the Ministry quarter. The pub was a block or two out of the most direct route home. And at this time of day, he could have a beer— cider would imply something else he certainly wasn’t up for— and a meal before it got too busy. He made his way along the street, his satchel over his shoulder.

      When he entered, it took a minute for his eyes to adjust to the light. There were a few small groups already, but only half a dozen people were visible. There might be more in the snug or the back room, or upstairs, but probably not. Behind the bar, he saw a familiar and welcome face. “York!”

      Ian York had been the publican here before the war. He was over sixty now, so he’d not have been called up. Now his hair was more grizzled than Matthew remembered it, but his face had the same grin. “I never. You’re back, then?”

      “Back. Been back a few weeks. Finding my feet.” Matthew took a few steps toward the bar. “Pint and something to eat, I don’t know what’s on offer these days.”

      “Got a pie. Little meat, more veg, but it’s filling. Usual source.” That meant the kitchens were in excellent hands. “And I’ll get the pint. Looking for anyone?”

      Matthew shook his head. “Not tonight. Just a place to be where I know what to expect, enough.”

      “Ah, that’s a thing we’ve heard a fair bit. You’re one of the last likely to find your way back. We’ve a scrapbook of those who won’t, if and when you want a minute with them. And you know where we keep the privacy.” That was a kind offer, and certainly not one Matthew was at all ready to deal with right now. He’d need to sometime, so he didn’t put his foot in it.

      Now he nodded. “Not tonight for that, either. I’ll find a time to come in and look at the book. Tuesdays and Fridays are the most likely, still?” People came and went, but those had been the days when the men and women of the Ministry with less socially approved preferences had most reliably come by.

      Ian York wasn’t biassed about what people liked, so long as they chose partners who wanted that. It didn’t matter if those were men who preferred men, women who liked women, or people who liked a bit of both depending on the offer. They were all quietly welcomed. Plenty of people who liked it the other way round, too, of course. That was just good sense for a pub.

      York would not have had the worries about police raids such establishments had in London in his catalogue of concerns. At least here, Matthew’s preferences weren’t prosecuted. But no one here needed or wanted the scandal, or the worries about how it might spill over onto work and friendships and the infinite connections of Albion’s magical community.

      He’d turned away to get the beer, bringing back a glass brimming over with the head. “Tuesdays and Fridays most likely. We get musicians in on Saturdays now, until closing, if you want a bit of that. Or want to avoid it. Sunday dinner, you know restaurants have different limits on the rationing yet, right?”

      “I do. Still figuring that out. I’ve been living off canteen food for years, and the Army before that. Different problem.” Matthew shrugged. It wasn’t as if most of it tasted like much.

      “You have a seat, have your beer. I’ll bring out the pie. And a list of shops you might get things, better than the rubbish that’s on sale some of the quick places. How’s that?” York bustled off before Matthew could do more than nod.

      It wasn’t home, not exactly. But it was a place that at least didn’t turn him away or make his stomach do uncomfortable flips. Right now, that would do as a start.
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          TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 7TH

        

      

    

    
      A fortnight later, Matthew was deep in a pile of paperwork by mid-afternoon, and finding it soothing. For one thing, there were piles more waiting for him, enough to keep him occupied for months. At that point, he’d likely be able to suggest improvements to the current system in half a dozen ways, with experience to back him.

      His office was tiny, but it was entirely his, with no one able to circle around behind his desk. The occasional bits of commentary in their quiet hallway were always in English, or now and then a few sentences in Welsh. He’d missed the range of Albion’s accents more than he’d realised.

      Best of all, he’d navigated the initial pleasantries successfully. He’d gone out for a drink on his first Friday on the floor. He appeared out of his office to join in the general ten minutes of chat when the tea cart came round at eleven and two. But he brought his lunch and ate at his desk without seeking out more social commentary than that.

      He got the impression that Miss Harlow had been surprised by that, but also perhaps a tad pleased. The rest of the department were settled, his age or older, partnered up with wives or husbands and some number of children. He had notes about that. No use offending people because he got it wrong.

      He was about to consider changing out his piles of paper and filing the current one when there was a knock on his door. “Got a minute, Lawson?”

      Ambrose Hall was an excellent exemplar of the larger department. Getting on for fifty, he’d worked in the same office for twenty years, handling the materia licensing. Not the materia itself, but managing the records about who was authorised to sell it, grow the pieces that had specific required permissions, and coordinating some of the harvesting documentation. Solid man, as far as Matthew had been able to tell. “Of course.” It was the expected answer. “Come in? Not much of a chair, I’m afraid.”

      “Oh, this should be quick as a question, though not the task itself. Could you take over the Tuesday weekly? Talking through the materia distribution. I know you’ve enough experience for it, even if you’re doing enchantments right now.” Hall leaned against the door frame, not quite casually.

      Matthew blinked. That meeting was notoriously difficult or had been a decade ago. He was fairly sure it hadn’t improved. It involved someone from the Ministry administration, two people from the Ministry of Materia, and then one each from the Guard, the Courts, the Schools, the Temple of Healing, and the Penelopes.

      The Ministry of Materia folks could be too set in their assumptions. The Schools and Temple of Healing kept having expansive ideas. And the Penelopes both had innovative demands and, to a person, tended to be horrific at dealing with meetings. Particularly ones that could, Matthew had to admit, be more tedious than his own preference. And he liked a well-run meeting.

      Now he considered his answer. “Shoving it off on the new bloke?” Back then, taking it on had often more or less been a punishment duty. He knew that. Hall knew that. But of course he couldn’t say it straight out. That wasn’t how the game was played.

      Hall spread his hands, laughing. “No, no. It’s a lot better the last eighteen months, I swear. The Penelopes have been sending someone who’s actually good at dealing with meetings. And it’s Professor Murray from Alethorpe this year. She’s grand at making sure we get through all the business. You’d chair the thing. Will you do it this week, see what you think? I’ve been called in on a project about enticements for some of the more fiddly materia growth, and for some reason Tuesday afternoons are the only time everyone else can get together.”

      Matthew weighed it out. “I can do this week, and we’ll talk about it tomorrow? Do you have notes?” Giving it a try showed the right spirit, and that mattered right now. And while he knew that one meeting could actually be entirely horrible, far out of proportion to the length of it, that was admittedly less likely with this one. If he handled it right, he could enjoy the idea of observing specialists in a strange habitat and how they interacted, like a birder might.

      “Grand. I’ll bring round the notes, just a minute. Give you a few to go over them.” He disappeared with a nod, coming back with a manila folder. Matthew just had time to look through the actual materia questions before it was time to take himself down to the meeting room on the second floor.

      He was there three minutes early. There had been a bit of a slowdown on the stairs. He was still learning the best routes. And it had been no use going down before that. He knew the meeting room had been booked solid all day. When Matthew came into the room, there was the expected tea cart. But down at the end of the table, to the right of the head, wearing what was absolutely a Penelope uniform, was Claudio Warren.

      Well, a uniform inasmuch as Penelopes had uniforms, black suit, in this case with a sharp grey pinstripe, a plain green tie, pinned with the seal of the Penelopes, set with a pale purple amethyst ring around the central tower. Matthew did not halt out of confusion, but he nodded. There were three other people— the two Materia folks and someone in a Guard uniform.

      “Afternoon, everyone. I’m filling in for Hall today. Has he usually taken the end of the table?” Several heads nodded in unison, and Matthew sidled his way down there. He settled into the chair, not looking at Warren to his left, focused on setting out his notes so he could keep things in good order.

      As the last few people filed in and took their places with some amiable chatter, Matthew took a deep breath. Most of them were older than he was. Warren, though. Warren had been four years ahead of him at Schola, shining star of both the Fox House bohort team and the school team for his last two years. Handsome, the sort of handsome Matthew had always liked. Maybe because Warren had been one of the first boys who’d caught his eye that way.

      Now he took a breath and began. He knew how to do this. Glance around the table and acknowledge everyone. Start with Warren, but keep moving, a second or two with each. “Good afternoon, everyone. I’m Matthew Lawson, Ministry administration, recently returned to this work from abroad. I’m here for Master Hall, who was needed elsewhere. Would you mind going around and introducing yourselves briefly, just so I can be sure of the names and roles?”

      Albion’s professionals still tended to label themselves by dress. The Healer had a dark red overrobe, the Alethorpe professor had an academic gown, though with a beautifully dyed stole in shades of green over it. The Guard uniform hadn’t changed, and the woman from the Courts had on a dark suit, not that different from what Matthew was wearing. He got the names down, making quick notes, his pen flying over the pages. Matthew was glad he’d decided to bring the fountain pen down. He’d just refilled it, and there was no risk he’d run out of ink. A pencil would have worn down.

      Once they’d gone through the introductions, he launched into the work of the meeting. They had, it appeared, three key topics today: saffron, Eirene’s Phlox, and hops. Matthew wasn’t sure which would be most contentious, so he began by asking. “Is there a topic on the agenda you’d prefer to start with? Hall indicated twenty minutes for each, and another twenty for any additional necessary discussion not already noted.”

      Professor Rowland lifted her fingers, just enough to be recognised, and he nodded at her. “I’d like to discuss the vervain situation if we get a minute, or make sure it’s on next week’s agenda.” Matthew made a note of that, then glanced around to see if anyone else had additions. Not yet, apparently.

      Next to him, Warren said, “I suspect the saffron is the most complex. We’ve left those for last on the agenda and got through the others faster. Perhaps we might start with the phlox?”

      There were nods all round, which made it easy. Matthew was, on the whole, not unhappy with having someone speak up. He was running the meeting, yes, but he didn’t know the ground here at all well enough to be a force for moving in a particular direction. However, if he were going to take this on regularly, he’d have to show leadership.

      “Right. Eirene’s Phlox, the hops, and then the saffron, saving some time for the vervain if we can. I see from Hall’s notes that the harvest was better than expected last year, and the question is what might be planned for this year? Healer Lovel, you had a particular interest, I see?”

      It got the table a well-presented summary of the reasons the Temple of Healing would like dibs on whatever surplus might be available. The schools had a little interest, but it was rare enough a plant that their curricula were not predicated on it. Matthew inquired, after that, “Is it the sort of thing where having a student or two from Snap assist in the spring might be worth doing? Or are there limits I’m not aware of?”

      The primary limit was that one of the better growers of the phlox was not terribly near a portal. That meant whoever went to help with it needed to plan to be there for at least a couple of weeks. Matthew nodded and let that line of thought drop before asking Isa Brown and Aldous Short, the Materia representatives, for their thoughts. They fairly quickly agreed to do the legwork to figure out what might be a reasonable amount to plan for, wrapping up the discussion at the eight-minute mark.

      “Hops.” Matthew glanced around the table again and saw Warren paying attention, but not looking to speak yet.

      Captain Bullock, from the Guard, cleared her throat. “We’ve had some ongoing discussions about two new varieties, a little more amenable to magical brewing, but they’re not as fully tested yet as anyone would like. Warren has had a thought or two.”

      Matthew turned his head and nodded. “Go on?”

      “They’ve been developed in Kent.” Something in Matthew’s expression must have given something away. “Ah, right, you’d have no reason to know this. I apprenticed with Gabe Edgarton. I’m down at Veritas every week or two still, and of course both the Edgartons and the Thanets take a particular interest in the hops.” Those were the two holders of the land magic in Kent. Matthew knew that, of course. Some things hadn’t changed. And hops was absolutely still a key crop there; beer mattered as much as food when it came to morale and people’s willingness to keep going on.

      Warren continued evenly. “One variety from each, in this case, so there’s a certain amount of competition. No one wants to rely on either production or whether they’ll be equivalent in the magical uses. We spent last meeting arguing about how to go forward with that, since of course it affects crop planning for this season.”

      Matthew followed that, but had to set aside the implications of that apprenticeship for later. And perhaps a chance to read a number of pieces in the newspaper archives at the library. The Warrens were powerful in one sense, the Edgartons in another, and the two crossing was something entirely other. “Do you have a proposal, then? Anyone, of course.”

      Warren nodded. “I gathered this week that both would be glad to plant some experimental fields and fund the necessary testing. If, that is, they can get assurances that the two varieties will be treated fairly. Blind tests, something of the kind, and multiple independent testers.”

      It got a broad laugh from Mistress Brown. “How on earth did you manage that, Warren? Last I heard, it was an utter impasse.”

      “Set Ursula Fortier on the problem. She and Helios Thanet get along well, and he’s the one who’s taken point for their family on the agricultural side. The Edgartons have been glad to go at it this way. Their spirit of experimentation being rather strong, of course, as long as they aren’t going to put their tenants at a financial disadvantage in the process.”

      “Well, all right. If they can come to terms.” Mistress Brown clucked her tongue twice. “I’ll plan to call on both and lay out a contract, if we’re in agreement. I’ll send the terms round for approval by journal by Thursday.”

      There were murmurs of agreement around the table. Matthew felt that had resolved rather sensibly all round, even if he hadn’t actually done anything to make it happen. He had, at least, had the sense not to interfere. Now he cleared his throat. “The saffron?”

      This was, in fact, a grand brawl. Civilised, of course, but it was nearly as bad as Nuremberg. Or to be specific, sorting out the way that those working on the Nuremberg trials had been inventing international criminal law as they went. Fewer different languages in the mix, no need for barely tested simultaneous language translation equipment. But absolutely fast-paced, citing a variety of research and expertise.

      Matthew spent his time listening. The problem at hand was that saffron was in demand. It was used in everything from a number of healing potions to inks for enchantments to certain kinds of charmwork, plus of course the culinary uses.

      The difficulty was that the Spanish saffron supply was unreliable, the same with Afghanistan. Two of the committee wanted to agitate for Saffron Walden to receive incentives for growing it again, as they had in the 16th and 17th centuries. Matthew felt that was a much larger project than anyone was admitting. Also, that it was absolutely not the sort of thing he should encourage while he was sitting in.

      Once he’d heard everyone out, he glanced around. “To be honest, that seems like a project that needs much more detailed scoping. Land use, rights, whether the land is still as good for saffron as it was centuries ago. The climate’s changed twice over since then, as well as whatever else.” They’d come through a little Ice Age, the changes from the year without a summer, and then warmed up again.

      He held up a hand. “Might I suggest two or three of you agree to work to put together a concrete proposal for a fortnight from now? What would need to be determined, a gesture at the scope in terms of staffing and initial costs. Master Short, perhaps you might?” He’d been quiet through the meeting. But as the senior from the Ministry of Materia, he was well placed to have the relevant data or know who to ask.

      He nodded once, and Matthew glanced around. Healers, Penelopes, the Guard, and teachers could all be presumed to be extremely busy. “Mistress Manfield, perhaps you’d lend your administrative skills?” She pursed her lips, but she was fairly visibly torn between the compliment to her abilities and the extra work. “Anyone else wish to volunteer?”

      Professor Rowland pursed her lips, then said, amiably enough. “I will. If we can be efficient about it. I can’t get away from school often, but I can write up notes, and one of my colleagues has extensive opinions about saffron. I’ll consult.” She then nodded approvingly at Matthew. “That’s that sorted. We have a little time left, don’t we?”

      “Yes, Professor.” Matthew had to smile. “Ten minutes on vervain, everyone?” Those ten minutes made it clear that the vervain— with its multitude of magical uses— was a perennial topic. They did not actually make much progress on it. This was more a matter of laying the groundwork for two or three other later debates.

      But when they hit the end of the meeting, Matthew felt it had gone solidly well. And, perhaps, that he might be up for agreeing to take it on for Hall. He’d sleep on that, though. He waited for everyone else to filter out, tidying up the room out of habit, before going back up to his office to write up his notes and then down to the pub for a meal.
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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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