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      “The decision is final.” He cleared his throat. “My decision is final.”

      My father’s words reverberated loud and clear in the high-ceilinged dining room.  I always wondered what he would sound like if he wasn’t a god. A literal god. If he would have a calm, mumbling voice or a strong, authoritative one. Divine entities were afforded many advantages and rewards in life, one of them being the ability to be heard with supernatural clarity. Gods were not to be ignored. Ever.

      Another advantage of my father’s nature was that his word was edict. It was law. If you disobeyed a god, you were setting yourself up for punishment. Or worse.

      So, as his declaration echoed around us, my five sisters and I could do nothing but bow our heads toward our plates and avert our gaze from the ferocious glare of our stepmother Gia, goddess of evergreen trees, sitting as still as cold stone at the opposite end of the table from our father.

      Gia hated us. She’d never said it outright, but a goddess’s hatred could be felt even through silence. I had no doubt that she was thrilled about our father’s decision.

      He was sending us away.

      Because I was the oldest, I sat at his right-hand side. He liked to play favorites with us, but we were always arranged according to age because our father was also a stickler for tradition. Due to my status as the eldest, it was my unspoken duty to act as diplomat between him—a god—and his six demi-goddess daughters.

      “We understand, father,” I said, keeping my gaze trained on the untouched plate of food in front of me. “When do we leave?”

      “In the morning,” he replied. “I will accompany you all to the Underworld where you will be greeted by the princes, and then we will part ways.”

      My stomach squirmed with uneasiness, but I kept my expression neutral. I was good at looking like I wasn’t as terrified or upset as I really was, a skill gained from twenty-one years of being the daughter of a god who didn’t have patience for such human frailties.

      “Yes, Father,” I answered.

      I knew that tonight was going to bring big news and, given the way things had been going for my father and his realm lately, I figured that it wouldn’t be good. We rarely had family dinners like this, not only because gods and goddesses didn’t eat, but also because we were hardly a family at all. Except for my twin Riven, who sat across from me at our father’s left-hand side, we all had different mothers. Though we were all raised in the same palace and shared the same father, we were discouraged from getting close with one another.

      Being a god’s favorite child was far more important than playing nice with your demi-god siblings.

      Not that I cared much for favoritism. Along the way, I learned how to behave like a decent enough daughter that I mostly flew under the radar. Of course, now that I was being sent to the Underworld to marry the firstborn son of the literal King of Hell, that was all going to change.

      But, as I said… I wouldn’t betray how horrified that reality made me feel. At least, not in front of my father and my sisters. Especially not in front of Gia, who would sneer and cackle at the first sign of weakness any of us dared to show in front of her. For a minor goddess with a tiny realm, she had enough spite to rival some of the most intimidating and fearful divinities in the world.

      I should’ve been grateful to Gia. After all, without her small kingdom and humble palace—which lay dormant for centuries once she married our father—we would all be homeless. She hated him for his endless infidelities, and she hated us for being a constant reminder of it, so it was a shock to me when she opened the doors of the evergreen realm and allowed us to make the towering firs and pine-scented air our home for the past month. Of course, I wouldn’t put it past Gia to have only been so welcoming because it would mean that we were indebted to her. It gave her more power.

      “If no one is going to touch their meals, I highly recommend that you leave and prepare for the journey tomorrow,” said our father sternly. “Pack light. Do not embarrass me with human materialism when we arrive. Especially you, Danai.”

      I glanced at my second to youngest sister, just eighteen years old, and felt a pang of sadness at the blush that colored her cheeks. She was a frivolous girl who enjoyed pretty clothes and expensive things, but she was young, and her human mother was accustomed to a luxurious lifestyle even before she met our father. Who could really blame Danai for turning out the same way?

      At the sound of his dismissal, the six of us pushed back from the table in unison and left the dining room wordlessly. A few glances were exchanged between my sisters and me, questioning looks from the younger ones and vague annoyance from the others. The only one who didn’t look bothered was Riven. For some reason, my twin looked almost… excited.

      Riven nudged my ribcage with her elbow as we made our way toward the guest rooms that we claimed with our mother when we arrived a few weeks prior.

      “I didn’t think I’d get to see what the Underworld is like until I died,” she smirked, eyes twinkling with amusement despite her crude statement.

      I frowned at her. She was only a few minutes younger than me, but it often felt like Riven was much younger than that. Even as she matured, she stayed just as daring and mischievous as she always had been. On top of that, she was known for not being able to hold her tongue.

      “Only mortals go to the Underworld when they die,” I corrected her. “And only the bad ones.”

      “Well, aren’t they all a little bad inside? No one’s truly good all the time,” Riven countered. She was like that, debating for the sake of being contrarian instead of actually having a point to make.

      As was my habit, I decided to ignore her.

      When we arrived at the threshold to our living quarters in Gia’s home, we found our mother fussing with a suitcase on the floor.

      I didn’t need to ask to know what was going to happen to our mother. To all of our mothers. Once we left tomorrow, our father’s former lovers would have no reason to stick around in his wife’s home. Actually, it was in their best interest to leave since Gia hated them just as much as she hated us, and they were mere humans.

      “You’re going back,” I said, pausing before my mother as she stood up straight and brushed her hair out of her eyes. “You’re going back to the mortal realm.”

      “Yes, I suppose it was always a matter of time,” she sighed. “I didn’t expect your father to keep me around for this long, actually, and now that… well, now that you’re both young women, you don’t need me hanging around in the Underworld with you.”

      “Makes sense.” Riven shrugged, flouncing off to our bedroom and disappearing from sight. How could she be so blasé about this?

      When our father learned that he impregnated a human, he brought her to his realm so that she would give birth to Riven and me surrounded by the divine. She stuck around to raise us, but it was true that she would always inevitably be sent back to earth one day. It was a reality that seemed normal to me. Mothers parted from their young naturally in the case of many species, humans and demi-gods included.

      However, now that I was presented with the moment so suddenly, I was a little emotional about it. I was also scared about the journey me and my sisters would be taking tomorrow, but I wouldn’t admit that out loud. Not even to my mother. Living in a god’s home for twenty-one years changed her from the soft human she used to be. A long time ago, in a different life, she might’ve doted on me and comforted me for my fears. Now, she would be ashamed to know she had such a weak daughter who was afraid to say goodbye to her mother forever.

      My mother observed me in silence for a moment.

      “You’re such a beautiful girl, Rose,” she said. “And you’re so talented, so gifted with music. The prince will be charmed by you in a heartbeat. You have nothing to worry about.”

      It didn’t surprise me that my mother already knew about the news that our father delivered over dinner. A servant probably came and told her to start packing the second that Riven and I left to join our sisters.

      I nodded at my mother because I didn’t know what else to do. I couldn’t even process the meaning behind her words.

      The prince. His name was Finn. Prince Finn. He was the oldest son of the god of the Underworld, also known as the King of Hell. He had a real name, but no one was allowed to speak it. Everyone in our world had been raised to believe that speaking the god of the Underworld’s true name aloud would result in untold terrors. No one ever specified what kind of terrors, but none of us had been foolish enough to ask for details.

      Because Prince Finn was the eldest son, he was destined to sit on his father’s throne one day. Gods didn’t die, but if he ever wanted to take a break for a century or two, Finn would be the one to take on the role of king. The woman who married him would then become the Queen of Hell.

      And that woman was going to be me.

      Yes, me. Rose, daughter of a minor god and a human. A girl with not much to offer except some musical talent and passivity. I wasn’t tempestuous, nor was I argumentative. My twin sister was the one who got all of those traits. She was fiery and energetic, but I preferred to move through the world with quiet gentleness. For those reasons, I understood why my mother thought that Prince Finn would take a liking to me right away.

      The thing was, I wasn’t certain I wanted Prince Finn to like me.

      I mean, he was a prince of the Underworld. His father was wicked and creepy, tasked with torturing wayward human souls for the rest of eternity. I doubted such an upbringing made a decent man. Maybe he didn’t like nice girls like me. Maybe he preferred girls who would help him torture the suffering souls, a future queen who would inspire fear in his subjects at the mere mention of her name.

      My mother looked like she wanted to say something else but then thought better of it and continued with her packing. When I woke up in the morning and left for the Underworld, she would go back to earth. Who did she leave behind when she came here with our father twenty-one years ago? Would she be able to reconnect with them? Would she choose to simply start all over?

      Instead of asking her those things, I went to the bedroom I shared with Riven and sat down on the edge of my bed while she flittered around on her side of the room, tossing her personal belongings into a trunk.

      “I heard the princes are really handsome,” Riven gossiped, chatting as if we weren’t being sent to our doom in less than twenty-four hours. “Not that it really matters. I mean, it’s not like we have a choice. But if they’re hot, at least we won’t be totally miserable for the rest of eternity, you know?”

      I shrugged, making no move to start packing my own trunk. I didn’t have many personal belongings that I cared about enough to bring with me all the way to the Underworld. A few notebooks of sheet music, a handful of clothes, and a couple of trinkets I collected over the years, but my attachment to the world around me had never been one of physical objects.

      “Nico is the Prince of Corruption,” Rose continued conversationally, tossing a pair of thick-soled leather boots into her trunk. “It sounds kind of dangerous. Wouldn’t it be funny if he was totally not a bad boy, though? Like, if the title is just to make him sound more intimidating?”

      Prince Nico was the one that my sister had been promised to. He was the second son and was our age—Finn was a year older. The Underworld was split into separate kingdoms according to the six major sins or crimes of humanity. Arrogance, Corruption, Disgrace, Savagery, Greed, and Jealousy. Each prince was given a kingdom to rule over once they reached maturity. In their kingdom, they would house the souls of humans who committed that specific crime in their lifetime and were due to receive adequate punishment for it.

      Just because Nico was the Prince of Corruption didn’t mean that he was corrupt, though the myths and legends told that immortals who spent too much time in those pockets of the Underworld would start to take on those evil qualities.

      I hoped that wasn’t true. Even though Riven wasn’t visibly worried about marrying a corrupt man, I couldn’t imagine it would be pleasant.

      “What is wrong with you?” Riven asked, finally halting in her packing to stand in front of me with her hands on her hips. “You not speaking or moving. It’s like you’ve been turned to stone or something.”

      I stared my sister in the eyes. “I suppose I’m just a little nervous about meeting the princes of Hell tomorrow.”

      Riven rolled her eyes and carried on with her packing. “There’s no point in being nervous, Rose. We have no choice. Being nervous is just going to make your forehead get all wrinkly, like it is right now. It’s not like Dad is going to suddenly change his mind. Anyway, this is why gods have kids in the first place. You know that. We aren’t actually children to them, people to cherish and protect. We’re pawns, and there’s no way around it. You might as well look for the silver lining instead of acting like you just received a death sentence.”

      My twin’s rant was callous and cruel, but it was also very typical of her. I was barely fazed. She said the things that people were too afraid to, delivering harsh truths with all the candor and cutthroat-ness of a trained warrior rather than a royal demi-goddess.

      Deep down, I knew Riven had a point. Our father made a deal for assistance from the god of the Underworld that he was desperately in need of, and it just so happened that his daughters were the price he had to pay. He gave us up easily because, just as Riven said, even though our father had moments of fondness, he reproduced for the sake of political maneuvers.

      “How do you think the others are doing right now?” I asked Riven, finally standing up and moving over to the wardrobe to determine what clothing I cared about enough to bring with me.

      Riven snorted. “Like I care. At least you and I get the two eldest princes. Our younger sisters get the miserable leftovers. They’re probably jealous of us and secretly plotting our downfall.”

      It was mostly a joke, but there was a sliver of truth to Riven’s statement. In other divine families, demi-god siblings were known to fight each other to the death for a fraction of their godly parent’s love. For us, it was less violent, but the sense of competition was always there. We weren’t born to be friends with each other, but to be our father’s chosen one.

      If we impressed him enough, he might even choose to make us immortal like him one day. If we won his favor, we could live forever and have more power than our demi-god hearts could imagine.

      I always thought there was something wrong with me because I didn’t care about being made immortal. One day, I would die and cease to exist. I would live much longer than the average human, but I would eventually pass away. Becoming a goddess and ruling a realm of my own never appealed to me.

      However, whether I found it appealing or not didn’t matter anymore. I’d been thrust onto a path of power and prestige without trying. All because my father made a foolish mistake and was trying to clean up his own mess.

      “Sasha is only seventeen,” I murmured, biting my lip as I determined if I cared about any of my jewelry or hairpins enough to bring them to the Underworld with me. “They’ll wait until she’s of age, I hope.”

      “God, you’re so annoying sometimes.” Riven chuckled. “Stop worrying about the others. I can promise you that they’re not worrying about us.”

      “We are sisters, though,” I replied halfheartedly.

      Riven snorted. “In name only… Listen, Rose. You’re embarrassing yourself. There’s no reason to be so anxious and upset about what Dad’s doing. He got himself into trouble, and now we’re here to save the day. Isn’t that kind of cool? Plus, this could be the opportunity of a lifetime.”

      I frowned at my sister. Even though we were twins, I always struggled to understand her. If it weren’t for the fact that we were identical, I would question if we had the same parents.

      “An opportunity for what?” I asked.

      Riven sighed loudly and shut the lid of her trunk, flopping onto her bed as though explaining her thoughts to me was absolutely exhausting.

      “Rose, it’s an opportunity to finally, truly live.”

      An opportunity to live? How could that be true? We were going to the realm of the dead. I doubted we would do much living there.
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      I was born in the eye of a storm.

      When my mother went into labor, my father’s divine wife Gia was so upset that she went into a rage. She was a barren goddess, cursed to never be able to have her own children. Rather than adopt us as her own, she would be damned if we were born at all.

      The gods, fickle and thirsty for entertainment as they always were, took sides. For example, the goddess of rain offered Gia a hurricane to drown our laboring mother before we could be released from her womb. However, the god of wind helped our father by creating a pocket of peace within the chaos of the rain goddess’s wrath.

      Despite Gia’s best efforts, two baby girls were born that day.

      Rose and Riven, we were called. At first glance, when we were so very young, we looked exactly the same. However, as time went on and we grew up, the differences became more apparent. Both of us had started with dark hair, but mine was like coffee with a heavy dose of cream while Riven’s was more like black velvet. Our eyes were hazel, but mine were more golden, and Riven’s flecked with dark brown. My skin was porcelain, but hers browned prettily in the sunlight.

      We were light and dark. Just like our outsides, our insides were unique as well. My twin was always active, climbing trees and sneaking around in forbidden parts of our father’s palace. I preferred to sit at a piano or rest a violin on my shoulder in solitude. Our father found our stark differences amusing and, even though he moved on from his love affair with our mother, he often checked in on us to confirm that we were as gifted and extraordinary as demi-goddesses were expected to be.

      Our father was Zoren, the god of arts and literature. He was a minor god and considered by most to be of little importance. Still, he had his fair share of loyal devotees. Because of his divine affinity for the arts, his daughters were gifted with natural talents in that field. For example, music came so easily to me it was as if it was my one true purpose in life.

      Riven was skilled in ballet and acrobatics, her body so lithe and graceful that many people envied her for it. She was strong and scrappy, but she was careful not to appear too masculine in front of our father. He wanted a princess, not a soldier.

      Zoren took many more lovers after our mother, just like he had before her. He had grown children all over the world, in both the mortal and immortal realms. Some of them were born so long ago that they passed away naturally long before Riven and I entered the world. Like most gods, Zoren had an appetite for carnal pleasures that many wrongfully considered specific to humans. Not all of his affairs resulted in children—much to the relief of Gia—but mistakes happened.

      The problem was that our father was a romantic. Of course he was. He was the god of arts and literature, after all. Romance was the basis of pretty much everything he stood for. He fell deeply in love with women, though sometimes only for a few minutes at a time. His passions drove him to be reckless, offering lavish gifts and making risky decisions with his resources.

      In the end, our father’s romanticism became his downfall. A few months after Riven and I celebrated our twenty-first birthday, he met a beautiful woman in the mortal realm. He played his usual role of a charming human man looking for a little bit of love for the night.

      Unbeknownst to him, the woman that he fell for knew exactly who he was.

      The woman was Tempest, the goddess of deceit. She was known for lying, manipulation, backstabbing, and general trickery. Most of the time, her deceitfulness wasn’t performed with a specific goal in mind but rather for the sake of mischief. While she usually left the major gods and goddesses alone, the minor ones were more vulnerable to her wicked ways.

      Zoren fell into bed with her none the wiser, having heard the rumors of the goddess but not stopping to consider she might try to play games with him in the mortal realm. When he woke up the next morning, he discovered that he’d been hoodwinked into promising the rights to his realm to Tempest. He went to earth as a god with a kingdom of his own and returned to inform his wife, children, and mistresses that they had to immediately vacate the premises or face the wrath of a powerfully wicked goddess.

      But our father didn’t give up that easily. He searched for ways to track the goddess of deceit down because, even as she took over his realm with her own family and followers, Tempest herself was nowhere to be found. At least, that’s how it appeared. She could wear many faces, fooling even the wisest of the gods into thinking she was someone or something else.

      Eventually, Zoren had no choice but to enlist the help of a god that was so powerful he would make even Tempest cower at their feet. Unfortunately, there were very few major gods who liked to offer their assistance to lowly gods. The god of the Underworld was his only option.

      Thus, he made a deal with the devil.

      The god of the Underworld promised to help Zoren locate the goddess of deceit and recover his lost kingdom, but of course, he would want something in return. Zoren said that he would give him anything in exchange for his help. His kingdom was his pride and joy, a symbol of his divinity and strength. It had been his home for millennia and was cultivated with his own godly hands.

      He would offer the god of the Underworld whatever he wanted—a bloody sacrifice, a priceless token, or perhaps even the ability to hear music or read books. Anything for his kingdom.

      As it turned out, the god of the Underworld wanted none of those things. Rather, he had six sons with six kingdoms to rule, but with no queens by their side yet. When he learned that Zoren had six lovely daughters of similar ages, he asked for them. The girls would marry his sons and have divine children. Though the King of Hell couldn’t die, he craved an expansive lineage to outpace those of the other major gods.

      Six arranged marriages weren’t what Zoren expected to pay, but he was relieved at the simplicity of it. He shook the devil’s hand and sealed his daughters’ fates.

      That’s how I ended up on a boat sailing down the wide river that led to the Underworld. It wasn’t just any boat, but rather a large sailboat with black silk sails and pure gold masts sent from the god of the Underworld himself. Only his boats could pass freely in and out of his realm, and there was only one way in, so boarding the eerie vessel with oars and ropes and pulleys that moved as if by unseen ghosts was necessary.

      The river that led to the Underworld was the color of blood. Thick, hot, fresh blood. It turned my stomach when we first approached it. I was terrified that it was real, that the Underworld was somehow fueled by the blood of actual humans.

      Riven, named for ancient word for the body of water that would carry us to our certain doom, told me that it was just an illusion.

      “Dramatic effect,” she insisted. “I mean, if you were the ruler of the Underworld, wouldn’t you also want to set the mood properly for visitors?”

      I pursed my lips at her and said nothing. However, I realized that she was right about it not being blood when I noticed that it smelled nothing like the metallic scent of human fragility. Instead, it smelled like sweet, fresh fruit.

      Pomegranates. The river smelled like pomegranate seeds, ripe and juicy. How strange.

      Our father sat at the prow, watching the smoky spires of the Underworld approach in the distance. If he was disheartened to see his five mistresses return to the mortal realm earlier that morning, he didn’t betray it. In fact, even as the moment when he would have to part with his six children grew closer by the minute, he didn’t reveal an ounce of regret on his features.

      What did I expect? He was a god.

      The Underworld was not underground but rather located at the mouth of the red, pomegranate-scented river. It was a sprawling kingdom shrouded in shadows and inky swirls of clouds. From behind towering walls made of gleaming obsidian came the pointed spires of a pulsing city. Fog hung low, clinging to the hem of my dress as I stepped off the boat onto a dock crafted from dark gray wood.

      It was spooky, but what did I expect? This was where bad people went when they died. If I’d arrived to rainbows and unicorns, I would’ve been just as shocked as I was currently disturbed.

      Riven and I followed close behind our father as we were ushered through thick iron gates by guards wearing solid gold masks and black uniforms. They were silent, leading us to the grand front steps of the King of Hell’s onyx-and-steel fortress.

      Our four younger sisters kept close on our heels. I could feel them hovering at my back and recalled my mother’s last words to me before we parted ways.

      “Be careful down there, Rose,” she whispered, so quietly that Riven couldn’t hear her from where she was standing a few feet away. “Don’t trust anyone.”

      I was sure that my mother was referring to the courtiers or the princes—or maybe the god of the Underworld himself—though she could’ve also meant to include my sisters in that warning. I had no reason to distrust any of them, though. We were all caught up in the same circumstances. If anything, perhaps this would be a chance to bond that we never had before now that we weren’t vying for Father’s affection.

      Wishful thinking, but it was nice to hope.

      Not counting Riven and me, in order from oldest to youngest, our sisters were named Chloe, Amalia, Danai, and Sasha. They all had their special quirks, but I didn’t know them as well as a typical older sister might. We were taught about the family dynamics of the mortal realm, so I knew that things could be different, but this was the way it had always been for us.

      When we entered the throne room, I saw the god of the Underworld for the first time. Stupidly, I found myself thinking that he looked younger than I expected, but then I remembered that he was divine and could therefore appear in whatever form he wished.

      The figure that sat in the velvet throne at the head of the long, cavernous room was a man in his mid-thirties with wild dark curls and light stubble along his jaw. He was unexpectedly handsome, though rough around the edges with his pierced ears and loose-fitting, somewhat wrinkled attire. It was rude of me to think so, but the King of Hell reminded me of a pirate.

      My sisters and I lined up in a row before him and knelt, bowing our heads in reverence as our father stood to the side.

      “As promised, I present you my daughters,” said our father. “They are all gifted demi-goddesses. My eldest is Rose, and that is her twin sister, Riven. On her left is Chloe, then Amalia, Danai, and my youngest girl, Sasha.”

      When our father finished, the King of Hell was quiet.

      Finally, he spoke. “Rise.”

      At his command, my sisters and I obeyed. He remained sitting, but I could feel his eyes raking over each of us as if he were standing inches away. My stomach turned, and I found myself wishing that I could kneel again just to avoid the possibility of trembling knees. Looking like a coward was a terrible way to make a decent first impression.

      “Welcome to the Underworld,” said the powerful god on his throne. “Welcome to my kingdom. I hope that you will be comfortable here, and I remind you that it is not punishment that you are here. For those of us who have not committed human atrocities, my realm can hold many pleasures.”

      Hell isn’t so bad if you can ignore the fact that there are actual human souls being tortured within these prison walls at all times… That’s basically what he was saying.

      “I will present my sons one by one, and they will lead you to their respective portion of this realm. I will begin with my eldest,” continued the god of the Underworld. “My firstborn son and heir to my immortal throne should I ever wish to abdicate, Prince Finn of Arrogance.”

      My breath caught in my throat as a tall, broad-shouldered shadow appeared from the darkened corners of the dimly lit room.

      He was so beautiful that I felt my mind go blank with shock.

      Prince Finn towered over me by several inches, his long limbs hardened with slender muscles. His hair was longish, skirting the tops of his shoulders in glossy black waves that reminded me of a raven’s feathers. Ivory skin, a regal nose, and pitch-black eyes… he looked exactly like how I pictured a fallen angel would.

      The thing I noticed most prominently were his lips. They were surprisingly full for a man and endearingly heart shaped. His lips were the color of spring roses, and he sported a crooked smirk so effortlessly that I instantly understood it was an expression he donned regularly.

      Arrogance. Of course. The man was vain. He was vanity personified. Maybe his kingdom should have been called Vanity instead of Arrogance. Then again, he had good reason to be vain.

      His dark eyes held a mixture of mild intrigue, poorly disguised disdain, and blatant pretension.

      “Demi-goddess Rose,” Finn said. Usually, I would be called a princess, but my father had no kingdom, and therefore I was no longer a royal. “It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance. Shall we go?”

      Already? I wanted to ask.

      I thought that I would get the chance to see the other princes meet my sisters before I was dragged away by my betrothed, but the look in Finn’s eyes hinted that his father was hoping to disperse the crowd in his throne room as soon as possible.

      “Yes,” I replied simply, bowing my head respectfully. When I lifted my head once more, I saw that my politeness
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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
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
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