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            PUBLISHER’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      In psychological thrillers, the greatest danger often lies within the mind itself.

      Chosen from more than fifty submissions, the twelve stories in Split Ends explore obsession, fractured identities, hidden motives, and the quiet moments when reality begins to slip. The anthology features an international mix of voices, including seven Canadian contributors, each bringing a unique perspective to the unsettling corners of psychological suspense.

      We invite you to turn the page—and see where the mind can take you.

      

      Marie-Hélène Lebeault, Publisher

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            EDITOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      That niggling feeling that something’s not right… your gut says wait a second and your brain asks what’s really going on here? You second guess yourself. Your imagination wanders to places you don’t want it to go…

      The stories in this anthology walk a fine line between reality and improbability, between sanity and strangeness. You’ll meet a woman leading two separate but connected lives, a case of neighbour obsession that goes off the rails, an escape from threats that isn’t an escape at all, off-kilter relationships that veer off in dangerous directions. You’ll experience a creepy forest that exacts its own justice, a luxurious getaway that becomes much more than expected, a little girl’s artwork that terrifies her mother. And that’s just a taste of the imaginative morsels you are about to savour.

      Enjoy these ingenious creations from the minds of a dozen talented authors… but maybe not if you’re alone in the darkening woods.

      

      Lena Samson, Editor 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE ROOMMATE

          

          SAM CHASE

        

      

    

    
      MONICA

      The morning session started at nine thirty. Monica arrived at nine, which gave her time to arrange the chairs in a circle, check that the coffee urn was full, and review her notes from last week. She kept a small notebook in her bag, nothing official, just personal reminders. Mrs. Keppler had mentioned a granddaughter's wedding in Halifax. Mr. Anand's daughter was visiting from Ottawa for the long weekend. Small things, but they mattered. People noticed when you remembered.

      By 9:20 a.m., the first residents arrived. Monica greeted each one by name, guided them to their preferred seats, asked follow-up questions that proved she'd been listening. Mrs. Keppler beamed when Monica asked about the dress fitting, then launched into a detailed description of the alterations her daughter-in-law was managing. Mr. Anand showed her photos on his daughter's phone, the restaurant they'd visited, the theatre tickets they'd bought for tonight's show.

      Monica made encouraging sounds, asked clarifying questions, and noted mental reminders for next week. Mrs. Keppler's granddaughter would be married by then. Mr. Anand's daughter would be back in Ottawa. The conversational threads would shift, and Monica would need to follow them.

      The session itself was gentle. A word game first: simple associations, nothing too challenging. Monica read the clues slowly, repeated answers for those who had trouble following, and praised every contribution. Then a group discussion about favourite books. This required more navigation. Mrs. Barker wanted to talk about a mystery series she'd been reading for forty years. Mr. Holloway kept circling back to a biography of Churchill he'd read in the seventies. Monica steered the conversation to keep everyone included, redirected when loops formed, and made sure the quieter residents spoke at least once.

      By ten forty five, she could see energy flagging. At one point, she caught herself repeating a resident’s name just a beat too late. She covered smoothly, but the lapse sat oddly in her chest. She wrapped things up gently, thanked everyone for participating, and reminded them about Thursday's music session. Mrs. Keppler squeezed her hand on the way out. Mr. Anand asked if Monica would be working tomorrow. She told him yes, she'd see him then.

      By eleven, the room had emptied. Monica stacked chairs, wiped down tables, refilled the coffee urn for the lunch staff, and made notes for next week. She felt the familiar tiredness settling into her shoulders; not exhaustion, just the cumulative weight of sustained attention. It was manageable. This was her routine. She was good at it. People relied on her, and she showed up.

      She’d started jotting more reminders than usual. Details that used to stick now slid right off her brain.

      She worked until three thirty: afternoon check-ins, a birthday card for a resident's ninetieth, a brief meeting with dietary staff about Mr. Holloway's new restrictions. Then she clocked out, took the bus home, and felt the day begin to release its hold on her.
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      BEATRICE

      The room was dim when Bea arrived, just the glow from the bedside monitor and the hallway light filtering under the door. Mrs. Ogilvy, the resident Bea sat with, was already asleep, her breathing slow and even. Non-verbal, mostly unresponsive, but stable. The family paid Bea to be present overnight, nothing more. No medications to administer, no scheduled checks beyond the basics. Just proximity. Just someone in the room.

      Bea wasn’t staff. She didn’t wear scrubs, didn’t sign in, didn’t use the main entrance. Her contract was private, her presence unofficial.

      Bea texted the daughter: Here. All good.

      The reply came immediately: Thank you.

      Bea set her bag down, plugged her phone into the outlet near the recliner, and settled in. The room was warm. The hum of the ventilation system was steady, almost soothing. No one would interrupt her here. No one expected conversation. The night stretched ahead, unmarked and undemanding.

      She opened her game, a city-builder she'd been working on for months, and lost herself in the quiet task of zoning residential blocks and optimizing transit routes. The glow from her screen was dim enough not to disturb Mrs. Ogilvy. Bea had learned to keep the brightness low, the sound off, her presence unobtrusive.

      Around midnight, she ate a granola bar from her bag and drank from the water bottle she'd brought. She checked on Mrs. Ogilvy, still sleeping, no distress, blankets positioned correctly, and returned to her game. The hours passed in long, undifferentiated stretches. Bea liked that. No clock-watching, no anticipation. Just time moving at its own pace while she existed in the margins. The room was kept warm, though she couldn’t recall adjusting the thermostat.

      At 3:00 a.m., she stood, stretched, walked a slow circuit of the room to keep herself alert. Mrs. Ogilvy stirred briefly but didn't wake. Bea returned to the recliner, pulled her hoodie tighter around herself, and half-dozed for twenty minutes before her phone buzzed with a notification. She blinked, reoriented, and went back to her game.

      By six, the sky outside the window was beginning to lighten. Bea saved her progress, unplugged her phone, and texted the daughter: Heading out. She slept through the night.

      Another immediate reply: Thanks so much. See you tomorrow.

      Bea shouldered her bag and left through the side entrance by the parking lot, the one the family had told her to use. No staff checkpoints, no sign-in sheet, no interaction required. She walked to the bus stop and went home.
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      MONICA

      Monica came home to find Bea's hoodie draped over the back of the couch, a mug on the coffee table with a tea bag still in it, and shoes near the door instead of in the hallway closet where they belonged. She stood for a moment in the entryway, grocery bag still in hand, then set it down and began tidying.

      The hoodie went to Bea's closed bedroom door. Monica draped it over the handle rather than entering. The mug went to the sink, rinsed and placed in the dishwasher. The shoes stayed by the door; Monica didn't move Bea's belongings into her private space, only out of the shared ones.

      She unpacked groceries, started a simple dinner—pasta, jarred sauce, pre-washed salad—and tried not to feel exasperated. Bea wasn't messy on purpose. Their schedules just didn't overlap enough for these small friction points to resolve naturally. Monica worked days; Bea worked nights. They saw each other maybe twice a month, usually in passing. The apartment felt less like a shared space and more like a relay system. One person left as the other arrived.

      Still, it would help if Bea kept her things contained. Monica had mentioned it before; casually, not as a confrontation, but the clutter kept creeping back into the common areas. A jacket on the chair. A book on the kitchen counter. Small things, but they added up.

      Monica wrote a note on the sticky pad they kept on the fridge. It had become their primary mode of communication: grocery requests, bill reminders, scheduling conflicts. Hey, could you keep your stuff in your room? Just trying to keep the common areas clear. Thanks! She reread it, made sure the tone was polite, then stuck it to the fridge at eye level. Not angry. Not accusatory. Just a gentle reminder.

      She ate dinner alone at the kitchen table, watched half an episode of a baking competition she'd recorded, and went to bed by ten.
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      BEATRICE

      Bea saw the note when she got home, still wearing yesterday's clothes and carrying her mostly empty bag. She read it twice, felt a flicker of irritation, then pulled the pad off the fridge and wrote a reply beneath Monica's message: Sure. Sorry.

      She wasn't actually sorry, more mildly defensive, but it wasn't worth arguing about. Monica had a thing about order. Bea preferred comfort and convenience. They'd managed this long by maintaining their separate rhythms and not pushing each other's boundaries too hard. A hoodie on the couch wasn't a crisis.

      She went to her room, closed the door, plugged in her phone to charge, and collapsed into bed. Sleep came quickly. By the time she woke later that afternoon, the note and its minor sting had faded into background noise.
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      Bea's shift ended at 6:00 a.m. She stood, stretched the stiffness out of her back, and began gathering her things. Phone, water bottle, the empty granola bar wrapper she'd toss on her way out. She unplugged her phone from the outlet, opened the messaging app, and typed her usual sign-off to Mrs. Ogilvy's daughter. Heading out. She slept through the night.

      She hit send, set the phone down on the side table to zip her bag, and then walked to the door. She was halfway down the hall, passing through the side entrance into the cool morning air, when she realized she'd left her phone behind.

      She stopped on the sidewalk, considered going back, then decided against it. She was tired. Her bus was coming in four minutes. She was going straight to bed. It would be there tonight when her shift started. She caught the bus and went home.
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      MONICA

      Monica texted Bea at lunch: Hey, running low on milk. Can you grab some?

      No reply.

      She texted again at two, between her afternoon check-in rounds: Also, did you see my note? No worries if you're asleep.

      Still nothing.

      By three, Monica felt the first thread of unease. Bea didn't always reply immediately, sometimes she slept through texts or her phone was set on silent, but she usually acknowledged messages by mid-afternoon. Monica tried calling. It rang twice, then went to voicemail.

      That was strange. Bea's phone rarely went to voicemail. She kept it charged, kept it nearby. Monica left a brief message—Hey, just checking in. Call me when you get this—and tried to push down the growing concern.

      She finished her shift, clocked out at three thirty, and took the bus home. Normally she'd stop at the grocery store, pick up the milk herself, maybe grab something easy for dinner. But today she went straight home, key already in hand as she climbed the stairs to their second-floor apartment. She unlocked the door, stepped inside, and called out: "Bea?"

      No answer.

      The apartment was still. Monica set down her bag, walked through the living room, and knocked on Bea's closed bedroom door.

      "Bea? You home?"

      Nothing.

      She opened the door. The bed was made, neatly, the way Bea always left it. The curtains were drawn. The room smelled faintly of laundry detergent and the vanilla candle Bea sometimes burned. But there was no sign Bea had been home since yesterday. Monica stood in the doorway, phone still in hand, and tried to think of a reasonable explanation. Maybe Bea had picked up an extra shift. Maybe she'd stayed at a friend's place. Maybe her phone had died and she hadn't been able to charge it yet; but none of that felt right.

      Monica checked her messages again. The last text from Bea had been two days ago: Got the milk. Thx. She tried calling one more time. Voicemail again. Monica stood in the quiet apartment, keys still in her hand, and felt unease solidifying into something sharper.
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      Monica arrived at the care facility at five fifteen, earlier than Bea's usual start time but late enough that the evening shift would be settling in. She signed in at the front desk, something she rarely did outside her scheduled hours, and asked the receptionist if she could speak with David, the evening manager. David was in his office, reviewing staffing schedules on his computer. He looked up when Monica knocked, smiling in recognition.

      "Monica. Everything okay?"

      "I'm looking for Beatrice," Monica said. "She works nights here. I need to catch her before her shift starts."

      David frowned slightly and turned back to his screen. "Beatrice...?"

      "Beatrice Hall. Night nurse. She's been here for months."

      David scrolled through the staff roster, then checked the scheduling software. His frown deepened. "I don't have anyone by that name. Are you sure she works here?"

      Monica felt heat rise to her face. "Yes. She's my roommate. She works the night shift."

      "Let me check the contractor list." David opened another window, scanned it. "Nothing. No Beatrice, no variation of that name. Do you know when she started here?"

      "I don't, " Monica stopped. She realized she didn't know exactly when Bea had started. Months ago. Six? Eight? They didn't talk about work much. Their schedules kept them apart.

      "I'm sure she works here," Monica said, hearing the defensive edge in her voice. "Maybe she goes by a different name professionally?"

      David looked at her with careful neutrality. "What does she look like?"

      Monica opened her mouth, then hesitated. Bea was about her height. Brown hair, usually pulled back. Quiet. Kept to herself. But the details felt strangely slippery, hard to pin down.

      "She's… she keeps night shifts. Mostly private care, I think. Maybe that's why she's not in the system?"

      David considered this. "If she's privately contracted, she wouldn't be on our roster. But she'd still need to sign in, follow protocols. Let me ask around." He stepped out, leaving Monica standing in the office. She pulled out her phone and called Bea's number again. It rang.

      Not from her hand; from somewhere else. Nearby.

      Monica called again, following the sound. It was coming from David's desk, from the drawer on the left side. She opened it carefully, as if it might contain something dangerous.

      Inside was a phone, charging cable still attached, screen lighting up with her own name: Monica (3 missed calls).

      Monica stared at it. The case was black, generic. The lock screen showed no photo, no personalization. Just the time and her name. David returned, saw the phone in her hand, saw his open drawer.

      "That's been here since this morning," he said. "Day nurse found it in one of the rooms. We've been waiting for someone to claim it."

      Monica's hand was shaking. "This is Bea's phone."

      "You're sure?"

      She wasn't. She'd never actually seen Bea's phone up close. But it had to be. She'd been calling it all afternoon. "I need to find her," Monica said. "She was supposed to start her shift. She's not answering. Something's wrong."

      David's expression shifted into something more serious. "Which resident does she sit with?"

      "I don't know the name. An older woman, non-verbal. Bea does overnight care, just stays in the room, keeps watch."

      David checked his watch. "It's almost six. If she's scheduled, she should be here by now." He gestured to the phone. "Leave that here. Let's see if anyone's expecting her."
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      They waited in David's office. Monica sat in the chair across from his desk, the forgotten phone still charging in the open drawer, glowing faintly. David made calls, checked with the night supervisor, asked the floor nurses if they'd seen anyone matching Bea's description.

      No one had.

      At six thirty, David's desk phone rang. He answered, listened, then looked at Monica.

      "Hold on," he said into the receiver, then covered the mouthpiece. "It's Mrs. Ogilvy's daughter. She's asking about her mother's night caregiver."

      Monica's chest tightened. "That's Bea. She sits with Mrs. Ogilvy." Monica glanced at the recliner and for one disorienting second, felt the familiar stiffness in her lower back, as if she’d sat there before. Her fingers tingled. The air smelled like hand sanitizer and lavender.

      David unmuted the call, put it on speaker. "This is David Chen, evening manager. Your mother's caregiver hasn't arrived yet. We're trying to locate her now."

      The woman's voice was tight with worry. “Beatrice always texts when she gets there. Always. She didn’t text when she arrived last night. I assumed she forgot, or that her phone was acting up, but she usually lets me know...”

      "Last night?" Monica interrupted. "She didn't come last night?"

      “No, I assumed she arrived fine. She just didn’t text like she usually does.”

      "We don't arrange private contractors," David said carefully. "Mrs. Ogilvy, how long has Beatrice been working for you?"

      "Since August. She's been wonderful, so reliable. That's why I'm worried. This isn't like her."

      Monica felt something crack open inside her chest. August. That was when Bea had started night shifts. That was when Monica had started coming home to an empty apartment, communicating through notes, living on opposite schedules.

      "We need to check on your mother," David said. "I'm going to send someone up right now."

      He ended the call, stood, looked at Monica. "You should wait here."

      "No," Monica said. "I'm coming with you."

      She didn't wait for permission.
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      The door to Mrs. Ogilvy’s room was unlocked. Monica hesitated only a moment before pushing it open. Inside, the room was dim and quiet, arranged the way night rooms always were: lights lowered, blinds half-drawn, the steady glow of the bedside monitor casting soft shadows. The recliner sat in its usual place near the window. A phone charger was plugged into the outlet beside it.

      Mrs. Ogilvy was awake. Her eyes shifted toward the door, found Monica, and stayed there. She didn’t speak. She lifted one hand, fingers curling faintly, and reached toward the recliner.

      Monica’s breath caught. Behind her, footsteps.

      “Oh, thank God.”

      The woman’s voice was tight with relief. Mrs. Ogilvy’s daughter stepped into the room, stopped short when she saw Monica, and immediately relaxed. “I was starting to panic,” she said, already moving closer. “You didn’t text when you got in, and then no one could find you...”

      She paused. Looked more closely. Her expression changed—not to alarm, but to confusion.

      “I’m sorry,” Monica said automatically. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”

      The woman frowned. “You’re Beatrice.”

      “No,” Monica said. “I work days. I run activities here. I don’t do overnight care.”

      “That doesn’t make sense,” the daughter said slowly. “You come in through the parking lot. You sit here all night. You play that city game while she sleeps.”

      Mrs. Ogilvy reached again, her hand closing around Monica’s sleeve. She settled visibly, her breathing evening out. The daughter followed the gesture, then looked back at Monica.

      “You’ve been here every night since August,” she said. “You know her routines. You know when she needs repositioning. You know which blanket she likes.”

      Monica shook her head, but the denial felt automatic now, disconnected from meaning.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      The daughter stepped back, studying her face… not searching for resemblance, but certainty. “You look tired,” she said finally. “You always do by morning.”

      The words landed with quiet finality.

      Monica didn’t respond. The room felt suddenly too small, too familiar. She eased her arm free and backed toward the door. “I need to go,” she said.

      Mrs. Ogilvy’s hand lingered in the air where Monica had been.
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      BEATRICE

      The room is warm. The monitor hums. Mrs. Ogilvy sleeps.

      Bea sits in the chair, phone glowing in her lap, city expanding pixel by pixel on the screen. The hours stretch. No one interrupts. No one expects anything.

      Time slips.

      She's here. She's also leaving. She's texting the daughter. She's already gone.

      The apartment is empty when she arrives. The note is on the fridge. Monica's handwriting. Bea writes a reply, but the pen feels strange in her hand. The letters blur.

      She's tired. She's always tired now.

      She lies down. She stands up. She's in the recliner. She's on the bus. She's answering a text that was already sent. She's forgetting her phone. She's picking it up. She's…

      The boundaries slip.

      Monica's voice, distant: Could you keep your stuff in your room?

      Bea tries to answer. Tries to remember where her room ends and the rest begins. She can't access her life anymore. The hours are overlapping. The schedule is collapsing. She reaches for her phone and finds Monica's hand instead.

      No. Wait. That's not…
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      MONICA

      Monica sat in her apartment at 8:00 p.m., laptop open on the kitchen table, going through everything methodically. The notes on the fridge. She'd written them. All of them. Both sides of the conversation.

      The texts to Bea's number. Sent from her phone. Received by the phone now sitting in David's office drawer, the phone she must have left behind this morning after her night shift. The shift she didn't remember working.

      The gaming account. Logged in from her IP address. Hours and hours of playtime, all during night shifts she had no memory of.

      The work schedule. She'd requested reduced hours three months ago, cited burnout. Started leaving at three thirty instead of five. Started going home to sleep, to rest, to recover.

      Except she hadn't rested. She'd gone back.

      Monica pulled up her bank account. Direct deposits from the facility, her regular salary. But also: monthly payments from an account labeled Ogilvy, E. Payment for private overnight care.

      She'd been working doubles. Day shift as Monica. Night shift as Bea. Two schedules, two roles, two people living in one apartment and never crossing paths because they couldn't. Because one didn't exist when the other was present.

      The system made sense now.

      Bea wasn't messy. Monica just couldn't remember where she'd left things between shifts. Bea didn't reply to texts. Monica was texting herself, creating the illusion of a roommate to explain the gaps in her own awareness. Bea worked nights. Monica worked nights. There was no separation because there had never been two people.

      Monica closed the laptop. Her hands were steady. Her breathing was calm.

      She understood now. She didn't know what to do with the understanding.
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      MONICA

      Monica returned home from the facility at 9:00 p.m. David had been professional. He'd suggested she take a few days off, talk to someone, sort things out. He'd handled Mrs. Ogilvy's daughter with care, explained there'd been a miscommunication, arranged proper coverage going forward. He hadn't asked Monica to explain what had happened. Maybe he didn't want to know. Maybe he'd already guessed.

      The apartment was exactly as she'd left it. Quiet. Organized. Empty. Monica walked to Bea's room and opened the door.

      The bed was made. The curtains were drawn. Everything was in its place. She could close the door and pretend it had always been a guest room. Just a spare room in an apartment she’d rented alone.

      Or she could leave it open. Nothing in the room surprised her. Nothing looked out of place, because nothing had ever belonged to anyone else. She stood in the doorway, keys still in her hand, and considered her options.

      She could erase Bea. Stop the overnight shifts, stop the texts, stop maintaining the fiction of a roommate who absorbed the parts of herself Monica couldn't carry during daylight hours. Or she could let Bea exist. Acknowledge the split: stop pretending they were two people, but stop pretending they were one.

      Monica walked to the kitchen. The sticky notepad was still on the fridge, half-used, covered in her handwriting from both sides of a conversation she'd been having with herself. She pulled off a fresh sheet. Wrote carefully. Then stopped.

      She didn't know what to say. Didn't know if Bea would read it. Didn't know if Bea could exist now that Monica knew she was there. Monica stood with the pen in her hand, a blank note, and felt the absence of something she couldn't name.

      Finally, she wrote two words: I know.

      She stuck it to the fridge at eye level and went to bed. In the morning, the note was gone.

      Whether Bea had taken it or Monica had removed it in her sleep, she couldn't say. The fridge door was bare. No notes. No schedules. No names. Which meant someone had remembered to clear it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LETTER FROM THE NEXT WORLD

          

          ANDREW PARKINSON

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Harry (if I may),

        If you are reading this letter, then I’m sorry to say I have become the victim of a murder. I don’t have better options than to contact you, who I’ve always admired as the world’s greatest writer on the climate catastrophe.

        I know this letter is unexpected. Here is what has been going on. I’m an independent journalist. I’ve been researching the oil industry for a decade. I do this work in secret. I have uncovered the mother of all conspiracies, involving huge oil firms (including state-owned) and well-known government officials in North America and Europe. Although I’ve been careful in my research, it has entailed unavoidable risk. This letter to you is my way of ensuring the knowledge I have gained does not die with me.

      

      

      Harry had been suspicious about the package, forwarded by his literary agent. What an arresting letter, he thought. Harry slid himself off the bar stool and fetched a glass of wine. He returned and read on.

      
        
        I left this letter with an unwitting friend, with instructions to send it should anything happen to me in the prior month. Months went by and I was relieved to extend the deadline. But you are reading this now, so evidently my number came up. I am sorry to lay all of this at your feet, but with your novels Soot on Their Hands and Greased, you have impressed me as someone with the soul
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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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