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            Judge Not

          

          Reign Of Shadows Book One

        

      

    

    
      Seraphim, lords of hell, angels, demons, corrupted mortals, hell spawn, and the dark creatures of nightmares. The Reign of Shadows is just starting!

      

      Lela’s a warrior of light. As a warrior of light her mission is to protect the world from the legions of demons, corrupted mortals, hell spawn, and the dark creatures of nightmares.

      

      Cracks in the veil have opened up the war of shadows and brought it to the mortal plane, opening up the seals to the realms of angels and hell.

      

      Lela’s latest orders are to close the rift near a rundown human settlement. Ambushed by demons during her mission, she finds herself squaring off against a massive demon covered in tribal tattoos.

      

      Tonamech—known as Mech— a tat-covered demon is one of the elite fighters under one of the nine Lords of Hell. HIs mission is to capture souls and return them to hell and fight off angel attacks.

      

      Mech could do without angels. Any of them. Now he’s fighting an angel bearing a very specific branding mark on her shoulder signifying her high rank. He takes her captive. She could provide valuable intel.

      

      Lela’s hope is to build up a burst of holy light to help her escape the demonhold. She didn’t count on Mech’s tenacity.

      

      Warning: Unputdownable action-packed fantasy, with a touch of romance which features seraphim, lords of hell, angels, demons, corrupted mortals, hell spawn, and the dark creatures of nightmares.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Lela

        

      

    

    
      The dagger in my hand shone in the bluish tinged holy light around me. I held it up, examining every inch of the blade to ensure it was properly cleaned and purified. The last fight against a horde of zombies had left all my gear stinking of rotting flesh.

      Satisfied, I sheathed the dagger at my side with the other blades and folded the polishing rag.

      My eyes wandered around the armory I had mostly to myself. Several other commanders were here, seeing to their weapons and armor. None of us spoke. We’d all witnessed too much tragedy these last few days to be much comfort to one another.

      Racks of fresh chainmail chest pieces, silver metal bracers, shoulder guards, leather armor, and weapons of all types stretched from one wall to the other.

      The only light in the room was natural, the same as it was everywhere in our kingdom in the heavens. The armory had arched windows running along the top of the stone walls, garnished with stained glass depicting scenes from various battles. Battles of good overcoming evil.

      There was a time I wholeheartedly believed good would always win. Lately, I wasn’t sure we had the strength to endure this war.

      Lately, I wasn’t sure about a lot of things.

      This war had taken a dark turn, and every mission I came back from left me wondering if we were ever going to find a way to end it. Some days, I forgot what we were even fighting for.

      Bickering amongst the generals had trickled down to the commanders and soldiers. I used to not have issues with the teams I took on my missions. Now, dissension ran rampant, and it all started with High General Hadariel, who conveniently enough, hadn’t been seen in weeks.

      If the generals knew where he was or why he’d been gone so long, they kept it to themselves, as with all things in this never-ending war.

      “Commander Lela, orders from General Morael.”

      I held out my hand without turning around to face the angel messenger.

      A paper was placed in my palm, then the messenger exited the armory.

      I had just returned from one mission and hoped to have some time to let my wounds heal. Apparently, that was not going to be the case. I read over the missive and bit back a curse.

      Anger would get me nowhere, no matter how justifiable it may be. I had to keep it together for the ones in my charge.

      “What does it say?” Nathaniel, another commander and the only friend who’d remained alive asked as he joined me.

      His blond hair was so light it was nearly white, matching perfectly shaped brows. Despite the few pale scars across his face, he had handsome, sharp features with sky-blue eyes. He was taller than me and had a more slender build than most other commanders.

      “They want me to lead a team to seal another rift.”

      His light blond eyebrows shot to his hairline. “Another one? You just got back this morning. They know you were injured, right?”

      “Minor injuries. I’ve already healed for the most part.”

      “Lela, you need time to rest. They can’t keep doing this to you,” he argued, keeping his voice quiet. “It’s no secret Lavina has it out for you lately.”

      “It’d be nice to know why.” I took a cursory glance around the armory, but the commanders with us were too busy cleaning their weapons to pay us any attention. “The orders might have been signed by Morael, but Lavina is the one telling him which commander to send.”

      “She and Amriel, you mean.” He shook his head. “I don’t like it. You should wait.”

      “To what end? That’ll just make it worse, and until I know what they’re plotting behind closed doors, I’m going to keep my head down and do my duty.”

      For months now, I sensed something with the generals was amiss. When I was appointed commander, several argued against it, claiming I wasn’t ready. Morael fought for my appointment though. Now, Lavina seemed to be doing everything she could to ensure I didn’t have time to rest.

      Or that I simply didn’t come back home. At least, not alive.

      Despite my desire to follow orders and stay true to our code, I was not above questioning orders or flat-out refusing to follow through if I thought my team would be put in too much danger.

      Morael said I had the makings of a leader. Lavina had sneered at his compliments and continuously found ways to make me pay, no matter how slight. If only we knew where our High General had disappeared to, I might have more insight as to what game they were playing.

      Nathaniel frowned as he read over my orders, shaking his head. “They’re only letting you take a team of six. You can’t seal a rift with six angels plus yourself.”

      He was right, but the chances of getting those orders changed were slim. I ensured all six daggers along my ribs were strapped in, then reached for the two swords I cleaned earlier. I sheathed them at my back, forming an X, and took the orders back from Nathaniel.

      “You and I both know I don’t have a choice, not unless I want an argument on my hands, and I’m too exhausted to deal with Lavina today. I’ve done a mission like this before. It might drain me, but it’ll be sealed, and that’s what matters.”

      “Yes, you do have a choice,” he muttered angrily as he sheathed his long sword at his hip then reached for a short one to place on the other side.

      His silver chainmail shimmered with renewed holy light that covered most of the black and brown leather armor beneath it. I took a long moment to take in the scars he bore from injuries that had nearly taken his life.

      We both had plenty of scars to go around. The war with the demon lords of Hell had carried on far longer than our generals originally believed it could.

      In the beginning, battles were fought in the dark pits below or the heavenly skies above. We were careful to keep it out of sight of the humans who back then hadn’t truly known about our existence.

      Now, the rifts made it nearly impossible to confine the battles. Though we did our best to protect fragile humans.

      Until the time that the demon lords no longer kept the war hidden from the mortals we angels were intended to protect.

      The war spilled over to the surface.

      The mortals paid the price.

      All of us did, in truth. Both sides had taken heavy losses, and it was only getting worse with each passing day.

      The day of the Great Catastrophe, what the humans would call an apocalyptic event, rifts opened, spewing forth all manner of nightmarish creatures from the depths of Hell. With them came the souls that had been damned for eternity.

      The state of the world was chaotic. Death clung to everything, and each time we sealed a rift, it seemed another opened. Or we lost another human city to evil.

      Long ago, I believed we would win. Now I merely hoped we’d survive.

      “Lela, did you hear me?” Nathaniel grabbed my arm. “Are you alright?”

      “I’m fine. If you’ll excuse me, I have orders to carry out,” I muttered.

      “I said I’m speaking with Morael before you leave,” he insisted, exiting the armory with me. “You cannot take only six angels with you. My team will accompany you.”

      “Those are not your orders. I suggest you do not try to interfere. Not again. Neither of us needs Lavina breathing down our necks.”

      Nathaniel was one of many commanders, but like me, he didn’t always play by the rules. The generals tolerated him because he was damned good at beheading demons with that sword of his. He had the appearance of a true warrior with his angelic blond hair drawn back in a tight braid and determination in his eyes. Beneath the serious exterior, though, he was more of a free spirit.

      I was more the soldier, though I spoke up when I deemed our orders or the generals’ plans ridiculous. I’d gained a reputation for being the first commander chosen for the most dangerous missions. I wanted to keep Nathaniel from suffering the same fate, if possible.

      We walked purposefully through the fortress toward the main hall where the generals gathered. Only four remained.

      Our High General had not been seen for several weeks, so when we entered the hall, and he was there, it took a moment for me to sink to one knee at the sight of him and the holy light surrounding him. Nathaniel was right next to me, slightly behind, kneeling, his anger covered by a blank expression.

      “Apologies for the interruption,” I said hastily, keeping my head lowered.

      High General Hadariel walked toward me, his armored boots clanking against the stones. “Rise, Commander Lela. And you, Commander Nathaniel. No need for such grandeur on my behalf.”

      Hadariel was among the oldest of our race and had been in his position since before I was born. He had a gentle smile with kind, light blue eyes. His armor always shone brightly, as if freshly polished. He bore a white cloak that trailed off his shoulders and dragged behind him.

      Here in the great hall, he didn’t seem to be battle-hardened or able to wield a sword. I’d seen him fight though, and that alone was enough for him to earn my respect and loyalty without falter. He had not been made High General for his charming smile.

      But today, his smile felt forced and there was a shadow in his eyes I hadn’t noticed before. Even his white cloak appeared dingy.

      “You received your orders?” Morael asked from behind Hadariel.

      Unlike Hadariel, Morael wore gold armor and had dreadlocked black hair, drawn back with a leather band. His gold eyes stood out against his bronze skin.

      I respected him even more than I did Hadariel. Not that I would ever say so aloud. Morael was the one who’d trained me and had given me the rank of commander after I showed my worth in battle.

      I bowed to him. “I did, General Morael. I’m going to gather my team and head out, but I had concerns.” I bit the inside of my cheek as soon as I said it. Somedays, I just couldn’t help myself.

      The generals never had a chance to reply.

      Nathaniel shot me a look and stepped forward. He cleared his throat, and after bowing to the generals once more, he said, “I’m worried there are not enough angels going to seal the rift assigned to Commander Lela. I request my team to accompany hers. They currently have no orders. Nor do I.”

      Morael’s face didn’t change from its usual calm expression, but his eyes darkened just a hint, enough to tell me we shouldn’t have said a damned thing about my orders. “You have another duty.”

      “I haven’t received any orders yet.”

      “You are now,” General Lavina said as she walked away from the large, circular table the generals had been gathered around. She held out a missive to Nathaniel. “I’m afraid you’re needed elsewhere.”

      Nathaniel read his orders, and his lip twitched. “This account is true?”

      I glanced down at the missive in his hand.

      Another human compound had been attacked by a pack of hellhounds. They were terrorizing humans. Instead of entering the compound, though, the report stated they had taken up residence along the perimeter, guarding it against anyone coming or going. I’d never heard of hellhounds acting in such a manner.

      “Are you questioning the words of our scouts?” Lavina snapped.

      Nathaniel lowered his eyes as he said, “No, General. I’ve just never heard of such behavior. It’s strange, but I will see them removed.”

      Lavina’s eyes narrowed at his shift in tone, but she didn’t call him out for it. She pivoted harshly on her heel and returned to the table.

      The table’s surface was wood, but on it was a projected map. It could be maneuvered by the swipe of a hand to show various locations. The remaining cities and compounds under our guard were labeled. As were the newly formed wastelands bordered by corrupt forests where people entered but never left.

      Currently, the map focused on one of the larger human compounds.

      The compound was called Dakota. After the war started, state boundaries no longer mattered. No government existed anywhere on the planet, at least not any functioning ones. The four generals here focused only on the North American continent. There used to be many more dedicated to each area of the globe, but now they were down to only a few, scattered here and there.

      And the High General Hadariel oversaw us all.

      “If there are no other questions, I suggest you both make haste,” Morael said with a stern look. “Be careful out there. The reports coming in of late have not been good.” His gaze lingered on me. I stilled, almost opening my mouth to ask him what else was going on. A subtle shake of his head made me stop. “Go, Commanders.”

      Nathaniel and I bowed, then backed our way out of the grand hall.

      The doors shut silently, and I was left staring at them. Specifically, at the gold sculpted designs of an angel smiting a demon. Something about it rubbed me the wrong way today. There was no love lost between our two races, but part of me wondered some days if we were fighting against the right enemy.

      They started this war, but my gut told me even Hell wasn’t able to control the evil it created and unleashed upon the surface. I turned my back on the image and stormed away to find my team.

      “I still think I should come with you,” Nathaniel insisted.

      “You have your orders. If you disobey them, Lavina will not be happy.”

      “And you think I care? We should take our teams to carry out both missions. You heard Morael. The reports were bad.”

      “The reports are always bad these days,” I reminded him, reflecting on how Hadariel had appeared. Was he ill? The presence of so much evil was having an effect on our holy light. He appeared dim in a strange way, as if he wasn’t all there. “Do not get yourself into trouble,” I added. I wouldn’t share my worries with him, not yet.

      He placed his hand on my arm, stopping me. “Lela, we have lost so many lately. I don’t want to come back and hear that your team has gone down, too.”

      I patted his hand, then removed it. “I’ll be fine. Worry about yourself.”

      “Hard to do that when the rift you’re headed toward has been open for nearly three years. It’s going to be powerful. What if you can’t seal it?”

      “Then I’ll have my team retreat and report to General Morael. What’s got you so on edge today, huh? I’ll be fine. I always am.” I tried to reassure myself more than him. I grabbed his shoulders when he still seemed uncertain. “Nathaniel, this is our duty as commanders. As angelic beings. To stand against the darkness and save the innocent. There’s good left in this world, and if I go down fighting to protect it, then the cost is worth it.”

      He scowled at me, but I walked away, not letting him argue any longer. If I did, I’d give in, and we’d both end up facing Lavina’s wrath.

      I veered left down the next hall and climbed the stairs leading to the commanders’ quarters. I had one last item to fetch from my room, and then I’d be ready to go. I pushed open the simple, wooden door and entered my room.

      A cot perched along one wall, the covers pulled up. There was a nightstand beside it, bearing nothing except the dagger I always slept with close to my side. The dresser had a mirror hanging over it, trimmed in silver. Directly across from the door was a stained-glass window depicting a sun setting over the water. It was a beautiful image, one I looked at often when I meditated.

      There was no time for meditation now to clear my head.

      I might’ve made it sound like I wasn’t worried about going to the rift, but I was. Rifts were becoming harder to seal, what with the depletion of angels and holy light. Though we were strong, the evil pouring forth was quickly overtaking our light.

      The commander whose position I’d taken had left an item with me. A small, silver and blue medallion. There was nothing special about it, except my silly superstition that it brought me luck on the battlefield. I had it with me at all times when I left the Heavens. I picked it up off the dresser and lowered it over my head. It rested beneath the chainmail chest piece I wore over my dark leather armor. As I tucked it out of sight, my eyes flicked up to catch my reflection.

      My dark hair, with an occasional blue highlight, was pulled back in five braids that merged into one bun at the back of my head to keep it out of the way.

      I tilted my head to the right, and the faint, heavenly light that lit all the rooms in our residence caught the silver outlining my dark irises.

      With all my chainmail and leather gear on, the scars I gained from previous battles were hidden from view. The newer bruises and cuts I endured during my latest outing were already fading from my neck and hands.

      “Perhaps today you won’t come home with any new wounds,” I whispered, then nodded to my reflection, turned on my heel and headed out the door.

      My team was gathered and waiting for me in the courtyard. Just beyond the gate was the portal that would take us to the surface. We directed it by thinking of our destined location.

      I said nothing to the six angels accompanying me. They were accustomed to my command and knew I didn’t waste time with long, drawn-out speeches about victory and what not. That was Nathaniel’s bit. Mine was to get there, get the job done, and bring home as many angels as I could.

      As we approached the gate, I rolled my shoulders, and my white and silver feathered wings sprouted from my back in a burst of holy light. They fluttered as I steadied my breathing and shook out my hands.

      The blue and violet portal swirled lazily as I approached, my team flanking me. The two angels guarding it, wearing head-to-toe silver heavy armor, motioned us through. I drew my short swords and charged into the portal.

      Lights swirled around me as I pumped my wings, guiding my descent. I saw the rift in my mind’s eye, and as I came out the other end of the portal, I headed for the surface in a flash of white light.

      I landed gracefully, holy light surrounding me and the angels who landed right behind me. As I straightened, the light faded, and my wings shifted into my back, disappearing.

      “Quietly now,” I told my team. “This one’s old, compared to the others.”

      We’d landed just inside a line of dead trees. I could smell the rift, even from this distance. Sulfur and rotting meat permeated the air.

      After all these years, I had yet to grow accustomed to how potent it was.

      I glanced over my shoulder, ensuring my team was ready, then we steadily made our way out of the trees toward the rift.

      Each rift resembled a crack in the earth. The ground around them was ruptured and turned over, as though a giant had burst upward from the depths of Hell.

      Every day a rift remained unsealed, it grew wider. Since this one had been left to fester for so many years, it stretched nearly fifty yards across. Sharp, jagged rocks stuck out of the ground around the edges. It was the longest one I’d seen yet. A mile, roughly.

      “Commander,” Thomas, one of my regular soldiers, said quietly, “shall we begin?”

      I gave a quick nod. “Secure the perimeter first.”

      “Yes, Commander.” He spread his wings and flew up and over the rift, landing on the far side.

      The rest of my angels spread out, heads on swivels as they took in the surroundings.

      I sensed no evil around us, except what came out of the rift, of course. My skin crawled. I fidgeted with my swords, but I was here to do a job and get my team home safely. Sealing this rift would take time. I hadn’t planned on being down here for so long. The rift was in the middle of a field with a few random groves of trees scattered about in the distance. My enhanced vision let me see a two-lane blacktop road to the north, and beyond it, the remains of a farmhouse and barn.

      I leaned my head back, picturing what this farm must’ve looked like before the war hit the surface. The sky would’ve been a gorgeous blue, not the ashen gray we now saw day after day.

      I stuck both swords point first into the ground and rubbed my hands together. To seal a rift, a commander and the angels with him, or her, had to call on their holy light, use it to mend the rift and seal it for good. We would ward it the moment the rift sealed over, and it would never open again.

      I’d lost count of how many I’d sealed. Didn’t seem to matter. We sealed one and two more appeared. Containing the evils of Hell had become an impossible task.

      When I became a commander, I received a boost in holy light. I should have enough strength for this. But, the longer I stood by this rift, though, the more I wondered if Nathaniel had been right. This was a fool’s mission.

      If I had been able to get a full night’s rest, I might’ve taken the time and energy to argue against Lavina. She was wearing me out on purpose. To make me more compliant. I’d have to change that soon. I peered over the edge of the jagged rocks, but the dense, acrid black smoke was too thick to see what lay beneath.

      “Commander, the perimeter is secure,” Thomas called from across the rift.

      “Then let’s begin,” I announced. I’d just lifted my head to give the order when Thomas’ eyes grew wide, focused on something behind me.

      “Commander Lela!”

      I whirled around, grabbing my short swords at the same time. My blades caught the long sword that had been ready to relieve me of my head.

      The six-and-a-half-foot tall demon with curling horns on the sides of his head snarled in my face. He pushed against my swords.

      My boots slid back until I was able to brace myself and stop him.

      Shouts sounded around the rift as more demons charged out of the trees.

      Where had they come from?

      “Ambush,” I shouted, then pushed the demon back with my blades.

      He came at me again, but I was much smaller and used it to my advantage.

      I easily bent backward.

      His sword swiped inches above my body.

      It threw him off balance, and I lunged forward, jabbing him in both thighs with the points of my swords.

      He bellowed as I tore them free. His next attack was wild, driven by pain.

      I darted to the left then back to the right, his blade narrowly missing me each time. I swung my swords, whispering a prayer under my breath. My swords flared bright white for a moment as they became imbued with holy light.

      A scream distracted me.

      “No, Marianna!” It came from one of my angels.

      Mariana, another my angels, was lifted off her feet by the demon towering over her. He gripped his long sword, the blade jutting through Marianna’s chest. Blood dripped from the wound, staining her silver armor. More red spilled from her lips as her eyes fluttered.

      I had to get to her. Had to try and heal her.

      A fist crashed into the side of my head.

      I sprawled across the ground, nearly flying over the jagged rocks and into the rift. I rolled over and just got my blades up in time to stop the sword from slicing into my skull.

      The demon leaned forward with all his weight, leering at me. “Time to join the others,” he growled, eyes flaring red with his inner hellfire. He glanced to his right, and my gaze followed.

      Marianna’s body crumpled on the ground. The demon pulled out the blade, then stabbed her through the heart. The light went out of her eyes. Not too far from her, I saw another of my team was dead.

      “You’ll never win this war,” Thomas shouted.

      I searched for him through the haze of smoke pouring out of the rift. He was on his knees. A demon stood in front of him, ready to execute him. I’d lost too many today. I couldn’t lose him, too.

      Shouting with rage, holy light flooded my body and blasted from my blades. It burned the demon before me as he was thrown away. I sprinted for Thomas, readying a dagger to kill the demon holding the blade to his neck. I released it, but it was too late.

      Thomas gave a defiant smile, then his head was cleaved from his body.

      My dagger thudded home in the demon’s chest, and he hit the ground a second after Thomas’ head.

      I slid toward Thomas’ body as it fell over into my arms, headless. He was dead. They were all dead, and their blood was on my hands.

      I was their commander, and I failed to save them. I never should’ve come here with so few soldiers. How had the demons known we would be here and why hadn’t I sensed them?

      A dark voice in the back of my mind said that somehow this was Lavina’s doing. Was she so desperate to get rid of me she set me up?

      “Are you ready to die, angel filth?”

      I imagined my death many times over. It was hard not to, when we were fighting against impossible odds. There was no more time to wonder how this fight might’ve turned out if Nathaniel had joined me. He could be dead too, along with all the others. It was good he wasn’t here. Following orders saved his life. Unless there were more demons waiting to ambush him and his team. I prayed not.

      Gently, I laid Thomas’ body on the ground and stood. My short swords had been kicked away from me as I mourned my dead comrades.

      A strange calmness filled me in the face of my death. These demons might kill me, but I wasn’t going down easily. I leveled them a fierce gaze, smiling when several hesitated to move closer.

      My fingers twitched as I let out a slow, steady breath.

      “Kill her,” one of the demons shouted.

      The others glanced at each other, then surrounded me.

      I unsheathed two daggers and launched them with a shout.

      Both hit their marks, and the demons collapsed with daggers protruding from their skulls.

      I grabbed the next two blades from their sheaths against my ribs and ran right into the circle of enemies surrounding me. I let my rage drive me, holy light filling me and igniting my blades.

      I caught a punch to the center of my back but didn’t go down.

      I spun around, using counterbalance to slam into another demon.

      We crashed to the ground together.

      I buried both daggers in his neck. As he choked on his own blood, I tore them free and rolled beneath the blade of another one.

      They kept coming, but I didn’t stop to count their numbers or see how many I’d already killed.

      I would stay alive as long as I could and water the ground with their blood.

      They’d remember this day as long as they lived.

      I sucked in a deep breath, shouted a battle cry, and threw myself right into the waiting arms of the next demons in line.
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      Carefully, I shut the lid on the onyx box, locking it in place. The captured souls within would be returned to the depths of Hell where they belonged. Each day, I tracked down a good amount, but today’s haul was better than normal. I’d caught several off-guard as they prepared to attack a traveling convoy of humans.

      The trap I’d designed worked far better than the one I usually relied on. It blasted the wraith-like bodies to pieces leaving the souls stuck in a web of intense warding.

      They’d been easy enough to snatch up, and the humans had been able to continue down the road safely. Thankfully, they were on the side of the demons, so I didn’t have to go through the usual argument of whether I was one of the good guys.

      Good day, I thought as I tucked the box in my leather satchel and slung it across my body. Time to head home.

      I had been away from Hell for three days, tracking down wayward souls. This particular bunch had been harder than usual. Their souls were older and had burst out of the rifts in the forms of wraiths. I’d avoided any major injuries for once.

      Absently, I rubbed my neck. The old scars gave a twinge now and again.

      Damned angels and their damned war. If it wasn’t for them, I’d be enjoying my life in one of the nine realms of Hell, having beers
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Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


