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        Her future is pending.

        The Mitanni Princess Tadukhipa weighs her options: happiness in exile and poverty, death in prison, or a luxurious life of loneliness.

        Cursed to love a servant and practice a servant’s trade, Tadukhipa rebels against her father, the King, for a chance to change her destiny.

        The Mitanni Princess follows the young girl assumed to be the historical Mitanni bride, Tadukhipa, to Amenhotep III and given the pet name “Kiya” by Akhenaten.
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            PROLOGUE

          

          THE TIME OF REMEMBERING

        

      

    

    
      “Did you love her more than me?” Queen Mut fixed her gaze upon her husband, Pharaoh Horemheb, as he sat on his throne, staring at the five empty seats before him. She pinched the skin between her thumb and forefinger as she rested a hand on her pregnant belly.

      The sun had not yet risen, and its preceding glory fell through the columns of the council room at Malkata. They waited for the five prophets of Amun to enter before the morning light, as ordered the day before.

      Pharaoh Horemheb dropped his chin at the strain in his chief royal wife’s voice, but only briefly. He had already answered her the night before, but she’d refused to listen. So, he gave her the answer she wanted—needed—to hear. “No, Mut, I love you more than her.”

      He glanced up at his wife and saw her chewing her lip. His mouth grew a pensive smile as he stood and drew her to his chest. As he smoothed the strands of her golden-laced wig with one hand and rubbed her back with the other, the memory of his Nefertiti caused a deep ache in his throat as he pressed his lips to Mut’s.

      At the kiss’s end, he placed his hands on his wife’s belly. Even though he was twenty years her senior, he did love Mut. He loved her because Nefertiti had asked him to take care of her when she journeyed west, but also because he found admiration in Mut’s eyes and a warmth in her heart.

      “You carry my child. You are the only woman who warms my bed at night. I will take care of you and provide all that you could ever ask or need,” he told her as he lifted his fingers from her belly to the side of her cheek.

      She smiled briefly, but her eyes averted to her half-sister’s gold-and-blue lapis ring on his finger. “Though, you still wish for Nefertiti, don’t you?” Mut asked, her voice soft.

      He remembered the previous night—he’d left most of her questions about him and Nefertiti unanswered. He had only asked for silence, saying he needed to be alone to think about the hard days ahead, because she already held a perceived truth in her heart and wouldn’t believe anything he said. A mistake to stay silent, perhaps . . . but maybe not? She had at least come to the third day’s retelling. Some part of what he had said must have resonated with her; otherwise, she would not be asking these questions.

      Horemheb rubbed her arms. “Nefertiti is gone.” His voice cut through the air between them in contradiction to the softness of his touch. “She will never be remembered after I sign this edict. After we are gone to be with Re, no one will ever speak her name again—” A lump formed in his throat, his words forced back at the realization of her true eternal death among the living. “Do not press me further, Mut, please, my wife.”

      Mut seemed to shrink as her spine and shoulders slumped. Horemheb opened his mouth to speak and tried to rub her arm, but she pulled away. The door to the room opened, jarring their moment together. Horemheb dropped his hands and took his seat on his throne as his gaze lingered upon his wife. I am sorry, he wished he could say—but not now, not as the five prophets of Amun gathered to their seats for the day.

      He pulled his stare from his wife to the prophets as he stalled, hoping another idea would come to him before he must sign that cursed edict. Future Egyptians would never remember her—Nefertiti, his first love. And only those who were now gone would remember his unborn son—who perished with his mother. The weight of the past and the weight of the future burdened Horemheb’s shoulders. He clamped his jaw shut, knowing the more he spoke the story of those to be erased, the closer their condemnation would ensue.

      He looked at the face of Amun for the second time that morning. You ask for much. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes to gather his thoughts. To seal Pharaoh’s power over the priesthood, he must blot out their names:

      Pharaoh Akhenaten, who in his own madness worshipped the Aten far longer and with much more zeal than planned, robbing people of their faith and work and draining Egypt of its wealth and foreign powers . . .

      Akhenaten’s brother, Pharaoh Smenkare, who fell into Akhenaten’s trap of false faith and murdered his own people for their faith in Amun, bringing a bloody purification never seen before upon Egypt . . .

      Then there was the one he loved, the mother of his unborn son, Pharaoh Neferneferuaten—his Nefertiti—murdered by Pawah, the former Fifth Prophet of Amun, in his struggle for the throne . . .

      And, now, Pharaoh Tutankhamun . . . born Tutankhaten . . . Tut.

      His eyes remained closed as he remembered each of their faces, lingering the longest on his Nefertiti and his Tut. A tightness overcame his chest.

      Forgive me . . .

      He opened his eyes and looked again at the face of Amun. The barrage of thoughts attacked him. The people cannot remember what Akhenaten and Smenkare did to this empire. They cannot see the weakness Akhenaten and Smenkare brought to the throne, and because of them, their actions, they condemn the entire royal family to eternal erasure. . . . They force my hand. The people cannot remember my Nefertiti and my Tut because there cannot be weakness from Pharaoh in the people’s eyes. He pleaded with his god behind closed lips: Is there another way? Please give me the wisdom to see before I sign this cursed edict!

      Amun only looked straight ahead, mute, in his stone image.

      A touch on his shoulder alerted Horemheb to Mut, eyes wide and glistening. She pushed out a whisper, saying, “Be strong, Pharaoh.”

      His brow furrowed in appreciation of her gesture; he knew those words meant more than their sum. He thanked Amun for granting him an understanding wife—a wife to whom he had been unfair. He took a cleansing breath, grasped her hand, and brought her fingers to his lips, never losing eye contact with her.

      “My sweet Mut,” he whispered, and kissed her hand, this time not caring what the prophets saw. “What would I ever do without you?”

      She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. However, Horemheb knew the prophets sat waiting for him on this third day of the tale, and he would need to wait to comfort Mut. He patted her hand, and she pulled it back to her side. He turned to address those prophets who sat with unamused faces.

      “Today”—Horemheb felt a sharp pain in his chest as he continued, his eyes surveying each of the five men—“we shall recount the boy king, Tutankhamun, firstborn son of Pharaoh Akhenaten.” He stopped and closed his eyes one final time; simply speaking the young boy’s name drew a painful tug on his soul. His voice wavered.

      “Be still and hear his tale . . .”

      He opened his eyes to the day ahead.

      “. . . before we remember no more.”
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            THE TIME OF LEARNING

          

          AKETATEN, 1332 B.C.

        

      

    

    
      Queen and chief royal wife Ankhesenpaaten lunged at Sennedjem, her fighting stick raised over her head. She chopped it down, but Sennedjem parried upward, blocking her advance. His stick swung around, trapping hers pointed at the ground. They locked eyes as she considered releasing her weapon or risking another tap from him. She hesitated—and then it was too late. He brought the back end of his stick up to her face and halted his training weapon right before it smacked into her nose. Ending the match, he brought his feet together and straightened his back as he lowered the fighting stick from her face to his side.

      He bowed as the Overseer of the Tutors in the royal harem in reverence to his royal student.

      Her cheeks flushed; if it had been a real fight, this life’s end would have followed. Her heart beat within her chest as the sun poured over the two of them in the training yard. She couldn’t quite catch her breath as she remembered her mother’s body lying lifeless in the council room. Tension filled her jaw despite her labored breaths, and she wrapped her hands tight around the fighting stick until her knuckles lost their color. Knowing her mother’s murderer, Pawah, lurked about the palace fulfilling her duties while Pharaoh was away, only intensified her glare fixated on her tutor.

      “Again!” Her order rebounded off the distant stone walls surrounding the royal harem’s spacious training yard.

      With every purposeful stride, Ankhesenpaaten envisioned Sennedjem as Pawah, remembering Pawah’s threat and the hot stench of his words upon her cheek—

      “Even your own throne room is not yours.”

      Her teeth shone through her curled lips as she swung her stick at Sennedjem, who blocked it and countered. Ankhesenpaaten parried and attacked again, her eyes narrowed in fury as she heard her mother’s scream echo in recent memory.

      Sennedjem let out a short, disappointed breath. With ease, he became the attacker, putting Ankhesenpaaten on the defensive, until, shortly thereafter, he once again ended the spar with a halted strike to her neck. She fell to a knee but willed herself to stand on wobbly legs, using the fighting stick as leverage.

      The only person she could trust—her grandfather, Ay—was in Waset by order of Pharaoh. Loneliness made sleep elusive as she wondered who stayed loyal to the throne, who stayed loyal to her, and who followed Pawah. The lack of sleep, in turn, made her tired in her lessons and thus an easy target.

      A doomed vicious cycle . . . but this I know: I will not fall victim like my mother.

      “Chief royal wife,” Sennedjem said, interrupting her thoughts as he looked at her wobbly legs. “My Queen, perhaps we rest for now.” He gazed up at the sky, shielding his eyes from the sun’s rays; they had been out in the sun for the better part of the day.

      “No,” Ankhesenpaaten huffed. Her muscles twitched as she slid the tip of the fighting stick into the dirt to stand erect beside her. “Again!”

      With her exhale, she let out a yell and drew her stick into an offensive stance as she advanced on Sennedjem. He blocked her swing, stepping into a defensive retreat.

      The weight of the fighting stick drained the strength in her arms until, on her last swing, she collapsed to her knee again, and the air before Sennedjem’s swing burst on her face as his fighting stick stopped short of her nose yet again. It disappeared from her sight as quickly as it had come.

      “My Queen, you are tired. Practicing this way will not increase your skill. You need rest and drink.” Sennedjem stood straight, awaiting her command.

      “No,” Ankhesenpaaten said as her forehead fell into her arms. The sun made her head swell and her vision blur.

      “Drink, my Queen,” Sennedjem repeated. He snapped his fingers, and the servant boy ran to them with water pulled from the palace’s royal well. Sennedjem drank from the goblet before handing it to her.

      Ankhesenpaaten stared at Sennedjem as she drank. The last of the warm droplets passed her greedy lips, and she took in a deep breath, handing the goblet back to the servant boy. She had noticed Sennedjem drink before her when a cupbearer could not be found; she wondered if the act was a ploy to gain her trust on behalf of Pawah, or if he truly took his oath to the throne with his life.

      “Shall we step into the shade, my Queen?” Sennedjem dipped his chin in deference.

      “No,” Ankhesenpaaten said.

      She attempted to stand but lost her balance from the scorch of the unforgiving sun. Sennedjem caught her before she fell into the dirt and pulled her to standing.

      “I have only seen a few battles, but when men stumbled like this, it usually meant they needed rest—or else they would certainly be killed in the next skirmish, and not necessarily by the enemy’s hand.” His brown eyes traced the outline of her face as he pulled his hands away from her arms as she regained her balance.

      Ankhesenpaaten’s jaw drew tight. Her mother’s scream echoed in her ears. Pawah would not kill her in the same way. She would be ready for him when he came for her, and she would be ready to take her revenge for her mother’s murder. She opened her mouth to speak, but Sennedjem spoke first.

      “My Queen, I admire your determination, but even the fiercest of warriors still need rest.”

      At this, she felt a weight drop from her shoulders. She looked to the ground. He stepped back from her as she noticed how close they were. She looked up at him as he stepped and felt the ground spin as she dug her toes into her sandals to keep her balance. He reached out again to steady her, and she let out a stubborn breath as she gave in—But only for this one moment, she promised herself.

      “You are a good overseer, Tutor Sennedjem. We shall rest now.”

      Sennedjem nodded, and she led them to the shade, using Sennedjem’s arm as a counterbalance. Once there, Sennedjem ordered the servant boy to get more to drink.

      Secretly, Sennedjem wanted to know if what Ankhesenpaaten told Tutankhaten that day in the training yard was true. He had stood right there when she told the crown prince that Vizier Pawah had killed her mother, Pharaoh Neferneferuaten, but since then, he dared not ask her. To him, it seemed too coincidental that the very day she relayed her eye-witness account, news traveled that Pharaoh Neferneferuaten had gone to the Re in her sleep.

      Now, watching her drink from the goblet, he could only assume it was true. She had been in his training yard every day since her husband, the now-Pharaoh Tutankhaten, had left for war in the North, and it seemed to him that she was possessed with an unquenchable desire to learn to defend herself . . . and, even more so, to attack. Her vigor and sweat made him appreciate her grit, but there lay a sadness in her eyes, just behind the rage. He could only assume why she trained so hard: to protect Pharaoh, should Pawah attempt to kill him too . . . and perhaps kill Pawah for taking her mother from her.

      But that seemed too primitive for a chief royal wife; he rebuked himself for the thought. Regardless, her determination sparked a certain primal admiration in him.

      She caught him staring at her while he thought. Hoping to avoid the questions that were sure to follow, he looked to the yard and bit his tongue.

      “Why do you stare at me, Tutor Sennedjem?” Ankhesenpaaten asked him, her voice low.

      “Few are granted the privilege of looking the chief royal wife in the face,” Sennedjem said, and felt the day’s heat seep into his bones in contrast to the cold lump growing in his chest. “I do not disrespect you. I only admire your desire to learn my trade.” He kept his eyes on the training yard, examining the training weapons that hung on the walls. But I want to know why, he thought.

      “No,” Ankhesenpaaten said with a curt shake, and tossed her empty goblet to the servant boy.

      “What?” Sennedjem asked, snapping his head to her.

      “You want to know why I learn a man’s skill with so much, as you said, ‘desire.’ ” Ankhesenpaaten stood as he tried to form a response. “I will tell you,” she whispered, making sure the servant boy could not hear them. “You already know why.”

      Sennedjem dared himself to look into her eyes. “It was true, then, what you said to Pharaoh . . . ?” He studied her face: straight nose, heavy lids covering big brown eyes, high cheeks, full lips.

      “Yes. Pawah killed my mother. But we mustn’t say that, lest the position of Pharaoh were to fall in the people’s eyes.” Ankhesenpaaten peered up at him and lowered her eyebrows at the widening of his eyes. “Pawah bribes the people with royal grain in return for blind loyalty.”

      His jaw fell ajar.

      Her eyes darted between his own. “Are you in his favor?”

      “No . . . I have never received royal grain other than my payment as a tutor.” Sennedjem looked her straight in the eyes and stood tall, his chest growing into a proud stance. “Nor would I ever accept such a bribe. I am loyal to Pharaoh.”

      “I wish I could believe you,” Ankhesenpaaten whispered as she cocked her head to the side and narrowed her eyes at him. “Although I trust you in some regards, I do not fully trust anyone here.” She circled him and then stepped backward toward her chair.

      Sennedjem watched her cautious actions and thought it funny, albeit sad. If he wanted to kill her, he could have done so already. Could she not see this? He held their stare as he chewed the insides of his cheeks, wondering what he had done to his queen to garner so much distrust.

      “Why do you still stare?” she asked him, her voice tense as she crossed her arms.

      “Chief royal wife, my Queen Ankhesenpaaten.” His words held strong in the air. “I am no traitor.”

      Ankhesenpaaten ran her eyes up and down his body until she finally accepted his response—for the moment—and commanded him to sit next to her. Swallowing a hesitant lump in his throat, he pulled up a stool beside her, although slightly behind her chair.

      “I want to believe you are no traitor, Sennedjem. You taste my drink before me . . . and yet all I wonder is if it is an act to gain my trust.” She stared into the training yard as she spoke. She ran her tongue along her dry, cracked lips as her throat longed for more to drink, but she dared not ask after insulting perhaps her only friend left in the palace.

      “My Queen, may I speak freely?” Sennedjem asked.

      Ankhesenpaaten tapped her bottom lip as she debated his request, but finally nodded.

      “The way you speak tells me you are headed for a lonely life if you always second guess who you can trust,” he said, and then at the snap of her gaze toward him, he quickly added, “I do not wish that life for anyone, and especially my Queen. I have always been true. You have my loyalty. I will give my life protecting Pharaoh and his family.” He bowed his head and then lifted his eyes to find her stare again.

      Ankhesenpaaten shook her head. “I cannot—” Her words died before they reached her throat. I cannot what—trust him? He has shown me no reason not to trust. Then again, Chief Royal Guard Jabari had never shown any of us that he could not be trusted, yet he led Mother to her murder. She stiffened as the breeze chilled the sweat on her body. “I cannot . . .” she began again, but words failed her.

      “I would never hurt you, my Queen.”

      His soft voice cushioned her mind. “How can I be sure?”

      Her whisper summed all of her fears in five little words: sure of loyalty, sure of safety, sure of the premier and sole god of Egypt. All her life, she had worshiped the Aten disc, but then, at the end of her mother’s life, she tells her, “No! The premier god of Egypt is Amun-Re.” Where did that leave her with her journey west? To the Aten? To Re? Was there a god of Egypt at all? Was she to go only to dust at the end? She lifted her chin, so as not to give away her mental debate under Sennedjem’s stare.

      “I am teaching you to defend yourself and how to attack, but otherwise, you have only my oath, for which I will journey west before I break.” Sennedjem’s mouth opened again, but no sound came out. With nothing else to offer her, he closed it and laid his arms by his sides.

      Ankhesenpaaten’s eyes somehow rummaged up a glisten despite the sweltering heat and her own dehydration. “I mean you no insult. I apologize if I have offended your oath.”

      “No, my Queen, you do not apologize, even if you are wrong. Pharaoh and his Queen do not apologize.” Sennedjem chuckled softly.

      Ankhesenpaaten knew the expectation of her position, but, more than that, she needed to talk to someone, or her insides would burst forth. He already knew most of what happened; why not tell him more of the truth? She needed someone to help carry her burden. He needed to know why she did not trust him—and yet, in telling him, she would lend him her trust. But before she could stop her words, they flowed unimpeded, her whisper barely reaching his ears: “I heard her scream, Sennedjem.” She pressed a fist to her lips as she shut her eyes. Two tears, each from one eye, raced down her suddenly pallid cheeks to her chin.

      Sennedjem leaned forward. His gaze dropped to the ground, and he shook his head. His mouth moved, but words never came out until he finally mustered, “I am sorry.”

      Ankhesenpaaten drew a deep breath and looked all around, making sure they were indeed alone, the servant boy still on the other side and out of earshot. “My mother trusted Jabari, and he led her to her murder.” Her hands trembled as she leaned back, away from Sennedjem. “Who to trust?” she whispered. “Who to trust?”

      “I will never hurt you,” he repeated, and reached for her arm in an attempt to comfort her, but stopped just short of touching her sweat-glazed skin.

      Ankhesenpaaten shook her head. “I want to believe you.”

      Sennedjem was silent for a moment, having decided words would mean nothing to her; but he vowed to try his entire life if that was what it took to prove himself loyal to her and to the throne. He nodded his head. “I understand.”

      Then he stood and signaled for the servant boy to bring more drink; he tasted hers before handing her the goblet. Together they drank from their goblets, and then he grabbed their fighting sticks. He tossed one to her, which she finally caught after a few months of practice. A light smile crept into the tiny corners of her mouth—but she still had much work to do and much to learn, and so she erased it. Sennedjem tapped the dirt in front of him. “Are you ready to fight, my Queen?”

      She stood, let out a captive breath, and wiped the tears from her eyes. A hard scowl plastered on her face, she nodded and lunged for him. His offense had slackened since earlier in the day, as she noticed he could have struck but refrained.

      “Lessen your rage. Think through your next steps. Anticipate my advance.”

      They circled around each other each with their sticks raised, and then he lunged, but she parried. He missed her counterstrike, and, she assumed, let her strike him on the arm. Blood rushed to the spot on his skin where she hit him, but he showed no pain.

      “Good, my Queen. If someone betrays you, they will be sorry.” He nodded.

      “When he comes for me, I will kill him,” she murmured as she lunged again, faking a right attack, and smacked Sennedjem in the left leg. That one, she knew, she landed with her own skill.

      Sennedjem winced. “Who comes for you?”

      “Pawah,” she said through her teeth, remembering his ultimatum.

      To stay by my side as my wife and Queen, or to die with what is left of your family.

      She lunged again, but this time Sennedjem did not allow her to hit him.

      He stopped cold in the heat of the day. “Did he tell you he would come for you?”

      Ankhesenpaaten narrowed her eyes at Sennedjem. Maybe she could trust him, but her mind toyed with her. What if it was all just a ploy to gain her trust and then kill her? What if Pawah had contracted Sennedjem to kill her in an accidental training incident?

      No. She put to bed the possible scenario.

      Sennedjem already knows enough. Just tell him. Sennedjem is my only chance to learn to defend myself. He needs to know the source of the threat. He is very concerned and genuinely surprised. Pawah said if I ever told anyone, he would kill me; no choice, just death . . . after he had his way with me.

      The memory of Pawah’s touch sealed in her mind that she needed Sennedjem, whether he was truthful or not. She slammed her eyes shut and shook away the fear of dying by Pawah’s hand.

      “Yes . . . he said he would come for me.”

      Sennedjem grimaced. “Then you have much more training to do.”

      She opened her eyes at his blunt response, thinking there would be a smirk or an “Aha, now I can kill you,” but instead, he gave a serious response to a serious threat.

      She half smiled and felt a weight somewhat lift from her chest. Maybe he wasn’t lying after all.

      Sennedjem lowered his fighting stick. “Why have you never told me this? I didn’t know what you were fighting against or why you wanted to learn to fight.”

      Ankhesenpaaten stood straight. “I didn’t trust you.”

      Sennedjem shook his head. “We should have been learning how to use a dagger, not fighting sticks. They will be of no use if he attacks you. A dagger would be the better weapon.”

      Ankhesenpaaten went cold at the word dagger.

      He grabbed her stick from her limp hand and threw it and his own stick against the wall. He snapped at the servant boy. “Get the training blocks,” he yelled as he went to the wall and grabbed the small training blades. He came back and handed one to Ankhesenpaaten. “Here.” He thrust it into her hand and then noticed her ashen face as her empty gaze fell upon the weapon. “My Queen?”

      As she held the training dagger in her hand, Ankhesenpaaten only heard her mother’s screams; she pictured the bloody dagger on the floor next to her mother’s body. Then, without a moment’s notice, she dropped the training dagger and the drink which had for a moment felt good in her belly came back to the surface.

      Sennedjem stepped back as she vomited, then offered her a rag to wipe her mouth. “The sun can do that to a person.”

      She looked at the rag and wondered if poison lay on its surface, and instead wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “No,” she whispered as she grabbed the training dagger from the dirt. “I will not be my mother. I will be ready when he comes for me.” She stared the dagger down to conquer the harrowing memory of her mother’s murder, and then lifted her gaze to Sennedjem. “Prove your loyalty to me.”

      Sennedjem nodded, then took her hand and adjusted how she held the weapon. “We train now because your life depends on it.”
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        * * *

      

      At the end of the day, Ankhesenpaaten’s feet ached, and her arms twitched in exhaustion. Sennedjem gave her a real dagger and showed her how to conceal it in her belt. It was a little awkward at first, untying her belt in front of him so he could show her, but he seemed not to think anything of it. Why would he? He was an official, a professional; he was Overseer of the Tutors. After he tied her belt around her waist for her, he resisted putting a hand on her shoulder and let her turn to face him.

      “My Queen, I only have domain here in the training yards. Should you be here, know you are safe. However—” He looked up at the royal guards, Hori and Ineni, who had come to escort her back to her bedchambers and stood off at the entrance. “I cannot protect you when you leave. You need to find others who are loyal to you as well. Remember our training today. Come back when you are able—tomorrow, even—and I will teach you more. I promise you, chief royal wife Ankhesenpaaten, you will be able to defend yourself when Pawah comes.”

      A brief wave of comfort fell over Ankhesenpaaten’s expression. She had not told him everything, but it felt good to at least have an ally—for now, anyway.

      She nodded. “Thank you,” she whispered. “I will no longer doubt your loyalty.”

      But her eyes made the true message clear: Unless you give me reason.

      Sennedjem smiled, and she noticed his eyes did too as she turned and left with Hori and Ineni.
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        * * *

      

      Hori and Ineni escorted her to her bedchambers in silence. Tut had yet to name a chief royal guard in Jabari’s absence, and with Pawah literally sitting on Pharaoh’s throne, Ankhesenpaaten’s mind drifted to what horrible things either of these men would be ordered to do to please the Vizier of the Upper and be bestowed the honor of Chief Royal Guard. Hori had stood guard at the door to her bedchambers for many years now. She felt he of the two would have more loyalty, but she would not assume anything—that was how her mother had gotten herself killed.

      I need a test, she thought. A test to see where their loyalty lies.

      They had given her no reason to doubt them, but corruption filled the whole palace and city of Aketaten, from servants to high-ranking officials. They were all under Pawah’s thumb; it was how he’d escaped accountability for her mother’s murder.

      She peered over her shoulder as the door closed behind her, and her steward, Hentmehyt, came to her and bowed, her smooth voice cutting into Ankhesenpaaten’s thoughts.

      “My Queen, we have drawn you a bath after your day at the training yard.”

      Her body longed for the water, but she remembered the dagger Sennedjem had tied in the folds of her belt. Ankhesenpaaten studied her steward’s face and chewed her lip, deciding to keep her belt close just in case. Hentmehyt gestured toward the bath chamber, and Ankhesenpaaten followed as other servants added blossoms to the water to perfume it. She could smell her own stench, but letting the servants see her with a dagger might bring more doubt than she wanted—or maybe she did want them to know her doubt in their loyalty.

      A servant came to her, bowed, and began to untie her belt. An impulsive “No!” fled Ankhesenpaaten’s lips, which made the servant girl jump back a bit.

      Ankhesenpaaten caught her breath as she clenched the gold-lined linen belt between her fingers. She turned to Hentmehyt, who nodded to her Queen and ushered the two servant girls from the room. She grabbed both doors to the bath chamber as she left and turned and bowed again to her Queen.

      “We shall leave you to yourself, chief royal wife.”

      When she was alone, her clenched-white knuckles slowly released the captive fabric, and her heartbeat fell back to a normal pace. She looked around the room; she knew she was alone, but somehow she felt as though she wasn’t. She undressed and slid the hidden dagger close to the bath’s edge so that she could clutch the wrapped handle as she leaned her head back, yet still, she could not close her eyes. The water beat against her heat-flushed skin and cooled her aching muscles. Her head dipped as she began to doze, but at the water’s touch against her chin, she snapped back, looking at the closed doors, and grabbed the handle of the dagger a little harder as she realized her grip had weakened when she lost her focus.

      “I am alone,” she told herself, and the thought sunk even more. “I am alone.” The statement held a deeper meaning. “Who can I trust?” She leaned her head back again, but her eyes stayed on the door. “Sennedjem, for now. Perhaps Hori. Maybe Hentmehyt.” She rocked her head from side to side, feeling the cool water slosh on her neck. “Trust no one at Aketaten.”

      A deep breath filled her lungs, and soon she fell asleep, and she dreamt of her mother’s cold, lifeless body on the floor of the council room—all because she had misplaced her trust.

      Ankhesenpaaten woke to water in her nose, and her hands sprang into action, trying to defend herself. She coughed and gagged as she splashed around, thinking someone was trying to drown her, but soon she realized she had only fallen asleep in the bath. She looked around and shivered as her heart rate and breath fell into a normal rhythm. The water had fallen to room temperature, but she sunk lower in its comfort until the tingling in her fingers and toes ceased.

      She opened her mouth to call in her servants but clamped her mouth shut. Were they on Pawah’s payroll and so would not hesitate to kill her, making it look like she had slipped and hit her head?

      No. She took a deep breath. Pawah said when Tut came back, he would give me a choice. But can I trust what Pawah said?

      “No, I can’t,” she whispered to herself.

      Ankhesenpaaten looked at the dagger, still on the edge of the bathtub, and heard her mother’s screams.

      “I will not be my mother. I will not be killed defenseless. I will not be killed as a victim. I will not be killed because of who I trusted.”

      She climbed out of the bath, dried, and dressed, trying her hardest to repeat the folds Sennedjem had made to hide the dagger.

      She came out of the bath chamber and saw her servants and steward waiting for her, and the sight of them caused her to jump. They could have killed her at any time she was in the bath, but instead, they had waited for her and pulled back her bed linens.

      It didn’t matter—they were just biding their time.

      Her eyes darted between the three of them. “You are dismissed.”

      When the doors closed, she ran over and pulled a chair to their back. Her shoulders slumped as she let out her breath, finally thinking she might be safe in her room. She climbed into the woolly and feathery bed, and as the soft, padded headrest absorbed the ache from her body, she had no choice but to obey her eyes; despite her intense watching of the door, she fell asleep yet again.
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            THE TIME OF DISTRUST

          

        

      

    

    
      The next morning came too soon as she awoke with a start. The linen sheet had been ripped from the folds under the mattress and was now wound tightly around her leg hanging off the bed. Her heart beat like the wings of a frightened bird before she realized she was still in bed; each thud-thud became less of a stab wound to the chest and more like a knock on the door. She turned over and looked up at the sunlight bathing the wood ceiling above. It seemed too peaceful for the life she had found herself in. Blinking rapidly, she tried to push the aches out of her joints as she let out her first conscious breath of the morning.

      Knocks came again at the door. She tried to pull herself fully onto the bed, but every fiber of muscle broke as she flexed and collapsed. The linen sheet still captured her leg, and she thought it might be better to go the other way: to the floor. She had never trained as hard as the prior day in all of the last season she had spent with Sennedjem. She groaned. Her body yearned for more rest, but she pushed herself off the bed, lost her balance from her tangled foot, and fell, smacking her cheek on the floor.

      “I’ll make an easy target today,” she muttered, and finally gave up and called for the guard to come in. She grabbed the end of her belt that swished by her face, pulling the hidden dagger close to her chest, in case she needed it.

      Hori and Ineni pushed the door open, and the chair she had used as a makeshift barricade made a clamor as it slid across the floor. Her shoulders rose to her ears until the screech stopped.

      At least if someone tried to open the door at night, she would surely hear it.

      Hori looked to the chair to see what caused the clamor before glancing at Ankhesenpaaten and returning to his station outside the Queen’s bedchambers.

      Hentmehyt and the two servant girls entered and bowed before her, ready to bathe her and get her dressed for another day in the training yard. Her eyes darted between them, but the way her body ached, she decided it was worth the risk to let them help her free her leg to save as much energy as she could for practice with Sennedjem.
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        * * *

      

      Hori escorted the queen to her new habitual destination. He stiffened as light footsteps came up behind him. He glanced over his shoulder as the vizier swept past him and to the queen’s shoulder and whispered, “Chief royal wife Ankhesenpaaten.” Then, turning to Hori and Ineni, he barked, “Leave us.”

      They nodded their heads and walked away. Hori peered over his shoulder, careful not to let her out of his sight—although, to follow orders, he walked out of earshot. Every time the vizier came near Hori was reminded of Pawah’s story of how Pharaoh Neferneferuaten journeyed west. When he and the others had let Pawah go that morning after his tale of how Pharaoh Neferneferuaten ended up with a stab wound to her chest, something had not seemed right to him.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Ah, my Queen,” Pawah sneered, and he looked her body up and down.

      Ankhesenpaaten crossed her arms to avoid his penetrating gaze. To the forefront of her memory came the stench of his breath, the feel of his hard lips pressed against hers. She too well remembered his threat to her life in the Aketaten throne room. The motivation to never feel that again made her mind flee to the training yard. Her fingers slipped unseen under her belt and grasped the handle of the small dagger Sennedjem had given her.

      “What do you want?” she said unamused.

      The ache in her hand made her realize how hard she gripped the handle. The desire to yank it out and stab Pawah in the chest right then and there, just as he had done to her mother, almost caused her hand to do what it willed, but the paralyzing effect of fear kept it at bay. His height and weight outsized her in every way. Her strength waned from yesterday’s practice, and her lack of training with a dagger finally succeeded in stilling her eager hand—even if she did attack him, he could probably wrangle it away and kill her with it. But she still kept her fingers wrapped around it. All she needed was one good strike if he came too close to her.

      A slow smile crossed his lips, as though reading her mind. “Aketaten belongs to me now,” he reminded her. “When your dear husband comes home, I will do away with him, and you will choose me or death.”

      “And if I choose death, will you kill me in secret like you did my mother?” Her stomach twisted inward on itself as she spoke, but she forced her voice to stay strong.

      I will not be weak.

      I will not be a victim.

      I will not be killed defenseless.

      “No, silly girl.” Pawah ran the tips of his fingers down her cheek; she jerked her face away from his touch, and he clenched his jaw from the rejection. “I will execute you for your crimes against Amun and Egypt’s people. The masses will love to see vengeance on the family that set food upon Aketaten’s eight hundred offering tables to spoil in the sun for the Aten disc while the people starved. The family that depleted the royal treasury of its grain on extravagance while turning their backs on their own people . . . finally gone. It will be a day of celebration.”

      “If you were so keen on taking the crown, why didn’t you just murder Tut when you had the chance? Why not just kill me now?” Her fingers tightened around the smooth bronze of the dagger handle.

      “A mistake I will not soon forget.” Pawah’s lips enunciated each word, and he lowered his gaze to hers. “I thought I needed more supporters. But now, all of Egypt stands behind me.”

      “Not all,” Ankhesenpaaten whispered, knowing at least her mother’s family in Waset, General Horemheb, and maybe Sennedjem still fought for her and Tut. “My mother allowed the worship of the gods again. The people have no reason to hate us now. You need a reason for them to fight for you. I know that is why you have not killed us. My mother watched out for us. She knew you and your ways.”

      Pawah curled his lip and shuffled a step backward. Then he widened his stance and leaned forward. “The people will follow me. They believe what I tell them, just as they have done in the past.”

      “They will see through the lies, and when they know the truth, when they know you took the life of a divinely appointed ruler, they will see you impaled per the law. They will demand it.” Ankhesenpaaten’s eyes flared as she narrowed her focus on him.

      He only chuckled and shook his head. “You will watch what you say, Queen. The only reason you are still alive is because I want a warm body in my bed when I am Pharaoh.”

      Her full lips peeled back in disgust and a gagging breath followed.

      He chuckled again. “If the other does not go how I need it to, all I have to do is marry you. I offered the same deal to your mother, but she refused me.” His voice became innocent and soft, but took a hard turn. “Maybe you will not be as foolish as she.”

      Ankhesenpaaten’s heart beat out of her chest as she stood up straight and rooted her feet to the floor. “You will never touch me again.”

      “I will get my satisfaction, one way or another.” Then he peered over to Hori, who stared him down, and Ineni, who played with a rock with his toe. “Tell me, Queen . . . do you trust your guards at night?”

      Ankhesenpaaten set her jaw. “I trust no one,” she said through her teeth.

      Pawah smiled and patted her cheek. “You are already smarter than your mother. It might keep you alive long enough to see my coronation.”

      “I will tell Pharaoh Tutankhaten what you have done here in his absence, and he will—”

      “If you say one word, my Queen, I will rip your throat out in front of my supporters and label you an adulteress to the throne.” Pawah saw the flinch in her eye and smirked. “Haven’t you been with Sennedjem while your husband is away? Many saw you with him. You enjoyed his touch and his kiss and his—”

      “Those are lies!” Ankhesenpaaten slammed her fisted hands to her side in a rush of fury.

      “Oh, my dear little girl . . .” Pawah laughed and waved his hand in dismissal.

      Her ears turned to flame. She was nearing sixteen—a woman old enough to bear children and have a family of her own. She was no little girl.

      “Anything can be truth when multiple people say the same thing.” Pawah pursed his lips. “What do you think your husband would do to you and Sennedjem if he found out about your little transgressions?”

      Ankhesenpaaten growled at him. She rolled her shoulders forward, ready to pounce.

      “Better yet, if you say anything, I will make you out to be an adulteress and see you executed along with your lovers. I know those still loyal to the throne. Those men will have been with you too. Most all have seen it.” Pawah smiled. “And then, when the young King dies from an unfortunate tumble off his balcony, who shall take the throne?”

      “You’re a monster. He hasn’t done anything to you. He is still a boy.”

      “He was born, Ankhesenpaaten, and that is enough. If it weren’t for him, I would be marrying you right now and claiming my place on the throne.”

      “I would never marry you. I would rather go to Re. And if you kill me, you have no right to the throne.”

      “Ah, you do hold a point there . . . but you see, I am the closest male relative, and seeing as the people did not want a female Pharaoh, I do not need you in order to become King of Egypt. I just need enough people to want me as their leader to prevent a riot when the throne is left empty.”

      “You are despicable.”

      “I know.” Pawah smiled. “It is one of my best qualities.”

      Ankhesenpaaten wondered why he didn’t try to take advantage of her. Perhaps he feared someone still loyal to the throne. Was it Hori or Ineni? Hori was an intimidating man, standing a full head above Ineni, and was blessed with an athletic frame.

      “So,” Pawah said, breaking her from her thoughts. “You will not say one word.”

      “And sit idly by while you plot a way to kill Pharaoh?”

      “I only need him to name me Hereditary Prince. When he does, there will be no bloodshed in Egypt because I will be the closest living male relative and the named successor.” Pawah clasped his hands together in front of his chest, as if satisfied that everything would happen as he said it would. “You see, I am not so despicable. I do care if there is bloodshed in Egypt.”

      “That didn’t stop you from spilling the blood of my mother—”

      “And your father, dear.”

      Ankhesenpaaten knew what her mother had told her, but for some reason, it did not faze her until that moment. Her body grew numb. This man killed her parents. He’d orphaned her. She wet her lips in the desert heat, and her eyes focused on his mouth as he spoke:

      “Tut will die one way or another, but if you keep silent and help me, you can be my wife, and we can save much Egyptian blood. Hasn’t there already been enough spilled? Do you love your people enough to save them from more bloodshed because of your family?”

      “You disgust me, Pawah.”

      “Believe me, you have made that very clear. But no matter. I am a very forgiving man.” He winked at her. “I tell you what . . .” A half smile grew on his face as he looked at her chest and then back to her lips. “Even though our young Pharaoh will always choose me over you, I’m willing to gamble. I’m always up for a game, so let us each take a stake here. If you decide to stay silent, I will not kill Pharaoh for one year. At the end of the year, if he still trusts me over you, I win, and you will be my wife once the boy passes in a tragic accident, and you will do as I say when I say it until the day you journey west. If he believes you over me, however, we will call it even. You get to live as Queen to the crippled child the rest of your days.”

      He let her digest what he said and then continued.

      “But if you speak of the horrors”—he raised his fingers to the air as if to mock her pain and began to circle her—“that have gone on here, and he believes me, I will make him execute you and your lovers, and then the same nasty fall will kill him . . . and who shall take the throne? Me.” Pawah came to face her again and then shrugged.

      “And what if he believes me over you when you speak your lies?”

      Pawah chuckled in the lunacy of the question, but acquiesced, “If he believes you over me and my witnesses, then I will leave Aketaten and never trouble the royal family again.”

      “No, you will leave Egypt. I am no fool.” Her hot breath sizzled in the morning heat. “You would leave Aketaten only to return to Waset and live in Malkata as King.”

      “My dear,” he said as he reached out to touch her face, but then pulled away at the last second, his eyes flitting to the royal guards standing in sight. “You are no fool.”

      “You will address me with my title: chief royal wife.” Ankhesenpaaten’s nostrils flared as she spoke.

      “No. I won’t.” The words tailed the end of a chuckle. “Not while we are alone. Those are my terms. Do you agree to a wager?”

      “You will leave Egypt if Pharaoh trusts me over you.”

      “No, I will leave Aketaten.” Pawah shook his head with a tsk-tsk. “What leverage do you have over me? What would you do to make me change my own terms?”

      “I know you killed my mother.” Ankhesenpaaten’s voice cracked but grew more bold with each passing statement. “And I will let the people know. I will scream it until my throat is—what did you say, ‘ripped out’? I will plant the seed of doubt in the people’s minds. No one kills Pharaoh.”

      “Ah, I admire your strategy. Sounds a little like mine.”

      Ankhesenpaaten swallowed. “I am not like you.” She paused to make sure he knew it, then she lifted her chin and rolled her shoulders back, standing as tall as she could. “You will leave Egypt if Pharaoh trusts me over you,” Ankhesenpaaten repeated. Her knees shook as she stared this man down, but her feet stayed firmly planted. She held her breath for fear he might hear her racing heart.

      “I have waited sixteen years for this crown,” Pawah grumbled. “A woman will be the last thing that keeps me from it.”

      “What’s the matter?” Ankhesenpaaten smirked, satisfied to have finally upset him. “Are you afraid? Do you think there is a small chance I can win?”

      Pawah narrowed his eyes. “No. There is no chance, girl.”

      “Then make the deal. You have nothing to worry about.”

      She had him. She’d found his ego and squeezed.

      After a moment, Pawah nodded. “You’re right. If you win, I’ll leave Egypt.”

      “Good.” Her senses told her it had been too easy to get him to agree to her terms, but she accepted her small victory nonetheless and felt free to take a relieved breath.

      “Good,” Pawah repeated in a low hiss as Ankhesenpaaten turned and walked away.

      When she reached Hori and Ineni, she peered over her shoulder to Pawah, who still watched her.

      “Are you all right, my Queen?” Hori asked her.

      “Yes, I am,” Ankhesenpaaten said, standing straight. “I’m ready to go to the training yard.”

      “Yes, my Queen.” Hori bowed his head and took up the tail as they went onward toward the training yard.

      Sennedjem will teach me to defend myself, she thought to herself. General Horemheb is teaching Tut and telling him the truth about Pawah. And I will learn to defend myself. I will kill him if he touches me again. I will kill him. I will do it.

      She would take poison before she ever allowed him to take her by force, she reasoned and wished her grandfather Ay were in Aketaten to help keep her safe. Feeling alone was almost more than she could bear. But maybe, in Waset, Ay was rallying the people and leading them to disown their precious Pawah.
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        * * *

      

      Pawah watched Ankhesenpaaten leave as he muttered to himself with a nasty sneer, “I have no intention of keeping my end of the bargain if you win, girl . . . but I will delight in seeing your own husband sentence you to death for your betrayal of his bed.”

      He remembered transforming the sweet little royal daughter Nebetah into his conniving late wife, Beketaten, with the same tactics. The memory arose of plunging Jabari’s spear into her heart and chuckling at the utter confusion on her face.

      Ankhesenpaaten rounded the corner.

      “And in the off-chance he does not execute you and the others, you will meet the same fate as Beketaten when I have no more use for you.” He rocked back on his heels and sneered.

      “Bide my time,” he whispered. “Bide my time.”
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            THE TIME OF WASET

          

        

      

    

    
      Ay looked out from his second-story roof deck. He focused over and across the Nile before the city of Waset on his side of the river took his attention. Waset once again bustled, with Pharaoh Neferneferuaten’s edict undoing her late husband Pharaoh Akhenaten’s ban of all gods except the Aten. The merchants, chanters and chantresses, priests, dancers, and singers were all back to work again for the gods of the kingdom. A season ago, Ay, in his newly appointed vizier role by Pharaoh Tutankhaten, stepped onto Waset’s banks from his two-day journey on the Nile from the capital of Aketaten. His heart was glad Egypt finally was brought back to the old gods but weighed down at the cost—the life of his precious lotus blossom, his only child of his first wife Temehu.

      Nefertiti.

      He narrowed his eyes and set focus in his mind. Even in his elder years, he would find revenge, one way or another. The young Pharaoh Tutankhaten had given in to his advice to move the capital away from Aketaten, the city associated with the heresy of Akhenaten, and return it back to Waset. The king had charged him to make preparations for the move. Guards had flanked him as they made their way to Malkata. The colossal double palatial doors opened as the few servants who were tasked to upkeep the giant fortress bowed and rushed to their places, trying to remember how to act in the presence of Pharaoh’s appointed. Ay had looked around at the old walls and one of the many courtyards beyond the terrace and then taken a deep breath. Nodding, he placed his hands on his hips while a single thought entered his mind:

      I am sorry, my daughter. This is where you should have grown old and gone to Re. My sweet lotus blossom, how I miss you.

      The breeze comforted his solemn lips as the morning sun rose behind him. “I will make this right for Ankhesenpaaten,” he promised Nefertiti’s ka, “if she still lives when I return to Aketaten.”

      The memory forced him back to the present, standing on his rooftop.

      His fist hit the top of the deck’s half wall. “If she still lives,” he muttered and looked up to the sky. “I am sorry, Nefertiti. I did not want to leave her.” He bowed his head to release his guilt. He flattened his fist and gripped the wall. “Pawah will die for his crimes.” Ay nodded, not knowing how he would ensure such a death; but one day, he would be able to kill Pawah through the system of justice. Pawah would make a mistake, and it would cost him his life.

      After a few more moments on the roof in silence, he descended to head back to Malkata to start another day in preparation for Pharaoh to return to Waset.

      A servant coughed as Ay entered with guards all around him. Ay looked at him, realizing the servant wished to say something.

      “Speak if you must,” Ay told him.

      The servant, with a shaky foot, stepped forward. “In peace, Vizier Ay . . . Pharaoh Neferneferuaten was a hero in our eyes. She fell ill too young. We wish her only the best on her journey to the sun.” The servant nodded and then added with a softer tone, “I only wanted you to know.” He stepped back and kept his head bowed but his focus on the vizier.

      Ay chewed on his lip. His heart beat faster within its cage as he thought back on the events of his lotus blossom’s murder.

      If only you knew the truth, he thought before speaking.

      “Yes, I thank you for your sentiments.”

      He looked forward again as the assumed intentions of the servant became clear. He snapped back to the servant and motioned for him to draw near. “What is your name?”

      “My name is Wenamen, High Steward, son of Surero, Overseer of Amun’s Cattle.” He dipped his head in respect of Ay’s higher rank.

      Ay looked him up and down. “High Steward?” Ay considered his loyalty to the throne; he had identified a few others during his time in Waset, but they were all in low positions. They could prove useful in turning the common man against Pawah in some circles, but he needed someone with influence. If this Wenamen could be trusted, he might be that someone.

      He waved the guards away, as Malkata’s isolation allowed him the freedom to feel safe within its walls. When the guards had left, Ay commenced circling Wenamen at a slow pace.

      “Well, Wenamen, High Steward,” Ay began. “I do not remember you. I served as Overseer of Pharaoh’s Horses in Malkata under Pharaoh Amenhotep III. When did you become High Steward?”

      Wenamen tried to keep eye contact, but as Ay continued around him, he looked straight ahead. “I became High Steward the last year Pharaoh Akhenaten lived in Malkata. He did not take me to Aketaten.”

      “Why?”

      “I am High Steward. He left me here to take care of his father’s palace.”

      “So where is your loyalty?” Ay tailed Wenamen’s response, coming to stand in front of Wenamen and probing his face with his eyes.

      “My loyalty?” Wenamen cocked his head to the left, then dipped his chin. “Vizier Ay, if I have done something wrong, please tell me.”

      “Answer me this, Wenamen, High Steward.” Ay took a step forward and leaned into Wenamen’s personal space. “Have you spoken with an associate of Vizier Pawah?”

      Ay waited for Wenamen to blink or show some tell of deceit, but nothing came.

      “No,” Wenamen answered. “This is the first time I have seen any of the royal officials since Pharaoh Akhenaten’s time at Malkata. We, the servants and long-forgotten officials here, toil night and day to take care of such a palace as Malkata. We never have time to leave its walls. Our families live and
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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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