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        The ghost of you sings / of fire and blood

    




    
        Whisper

    



I know my body will fail me before I even set eyes on my quarry. I’ve pushed it too hard, not enough food, not enough sleep, not enough time between battles. Muscles are shredded, joints creak, bones spiderweb with hairline fractures from blunt force impact; it is a body in its late forties, and that alone is an achievement out here. Most, braving the shattered skies of our world, die young.

But it still moves, and that is all I need.

I’ve stalked our hunter for weeks now. It noticed, and that is how our roles became reversed. I should have known better, listened to the body’s instinct, the foulness brewing in its gut at the sight of the cave yawning wide like the maw of a great beast. But all good things run its course. I long for sturdier flesh, and when I lay eyes upon the woman in the cave, stepping from the shadows to cut off my escape, I know I’ve found it.

Before she even reveals her claws, I sing to her. Silver ripples across the bone that forms my back as I unsheathe myself violently from the body’s chest. The drops solidify with a sound like a tuning fork struck, and when my edge rings against her claws, I bite. Skin burns and flakes away. Her fingers turn black down to the knuckles, fire glows through the warm brown of her skin. Her dress whips like a blood-drenched flag on the high seas in her pursuit, following where I lead. Step by step, we match each other’s tempo, find a rhythm in the ever-changing swiftness of our dance, the scent of sweat and smoke the backdrop to our violent performance.

Her claws slip past and nick a vein that sprays red across her lips. I cut a retaliatory line into her toned pectorals and give chase to her flight, coming down hard on her shoulder. Her knees do not buckle. Her smile gleams, red and sharp. She tastes my edge, and I drink greedily of golden blood. She is strong. Each of our strikes shatters the stone around us, and in turn shatters a bone—the body’s, not hers. Finally, when it lies broken and dying, a last breath gasped out between the teeth in its throat, my song comes to fruition.

Pick me up. It wasn’t my best performance. I didn’t anticipate the teeth, too used to human opponents. But I can do better. I will do better, with her body.

Pick me up. Her steps have faltered, bare feet stained with the blood pooling around us. She cocks her head, curious at the song that still resonates against her soul.

Pick me up, pick me up! I sing, more insistent with each note. She moves like a dancer, with practiced grace, and I want, I crave that flesh, her slender hands on me, cascading locks down a well-muscled back… She isn’t perfect by any means, too small despite the strength within her, too lithe for my heft, but I will make do, I can build her up and make us better, I can take the sharp thing she is, that splinter under my skin, and fashion her into a weapon—

Ah… She picks me up.

Not that sharp after all.

First things first, I lock down her hand on my hilt while she still admires herself in the reflection of my blade, grooming herself like a lion after the hunt. Next comes the nervous system, running up the arm. Tethers of necromantic influence travel from nerve to nerve, twitching like feelers, adhering themselves to her down to the bone. In mere moments, I’ll have her dancing to the tune of my strings, a living marionette to hollow out and make myself at home in.

Her grip tightens, and my bone cracks under the strain.

“What do you think you’re doing?” If she can hear me scream, it doesn’t show in the lilt of her voice, or her amused expression. My broken body wore a grin stretched wide by the pleasure of battle. Hers is sharper still, though small, like a scalpel tracing skin. The glow in her chest dries the blood on her chin and throat, seeping into her dress.

In hindsight, attempting to steal a dragon’s body was perhaps a little ambitious of me.

“You foolish, broken thing,” she coos. Her blackened fingers trace my back, running against the vertebrae. The claws have shrunk down to shorter nails, no less sharp nor glowing like freshly forged knives. “Did you really think that would work? That you could snare me with your song? You should have buried yourself in my chest first chance you got, drank my fire, mended that broken body of yours.”

That would have been the correct course of action, if I could have done such a thing. Alas… I writhe in her grip. She squeezes, as if to remind me who’s in charge.

“You’ve stalked me for weeks. Always one step behind, always just out of reach. I haven’t had time to rest nor hunt…” As if she hadn’t been hunting me this whole time. As if she wasn’t leaning close to taste me. Her tongue is searing against my silver. “I want to eat you,” she whispers, like it’s a promise, “but I find myself… intrigued. I’ve never seen a blade shatter its own body with such reckless abandon, yet sing so sweet. It makes me wonder… what other songs can I coax from you…?”

Her grip tightens and sends cracks up my spine. Light spills out along with my discordant shriek. Shattered stars, it hurts! It hurts so bad! I need to take her over! I need to kill her, make my escape, but I can’t! The tendrils of my influence pierce her muscles and yet cannot penetrate nerves. I have control over none but the most rudimentary twitches, and it takes all my focus to push past the influence she exerts in turn, like flame coating my steel, to reach past her arms and into her chest where hearts thrum like burning stars. Heat radiates from the dragon’s skin, first feverish with anticipation, then like a sun threatening to melt me away. My silver wavers. My bone writhes. Each split racing up my form is a spike to the head. The dragon watches, hunger gleaming in her eyes, crimson like the blood on her teeth as she bends me, breaks me—

“Wait, wait!”

She releases me. Not fully, just enough to not kill me outright as I suck in breath after breath through her lungs.

“You would regret killing me.” My voice sounds wrong coming from her lips. It catches on teeth sharper than I’m used to, and rumbles from a throat filled with fire. I’m used to my body being large. This thing, despite its sweet notes and tender teasing as she cracked me open, is somehow bigger than I have ever been.

“I don’t think I would,” she muses, running a finger along my cracks. “I think I would forget you by the time of my next hunt.” Her nail digs in, and I try not to groan. It comes away glowing with my blood and she sticks it in her mouth.

She makes me taste myself as she licks it clean, tongue diligently prodding to dig out what might have slipped under the nail. It’s biting, sharp and acrid on the tiny muscle I’ve just barely and so very temporarily managed to commandeer. I wonder, does it taste sweet to her? Like silver and starlight, like iron and copper, like marrow bitten from bone?

Would she eat me, if I asked? Would she want to?

Finally, she allows me control over her mouth once more. “You were smiling,” I say, calmer now, eyes locked with hers in the reflection. “Smiling like someone who hadn’t in a long time. You enjoyed that fight. Our song. You enjoyed dancing with me. I know, because I enjoyed it too. Even now you indulge me because it would be a shame to discard what you’ve glimpsed in me for a momentary pleasure. But give me another floor, and I will draw you into a performance you will never want to live without.”

“And how will you do that? You broke your body, little shard.”

I shrug my, her, our shoulders, slender, packed with gently sloping muscles. “Not my first, not my last.”

“I see.” She smiles, looking at me, through me. “You’re a freak.” I bristle at her words. “A blade without body, stealing those of others, always looking for a greater rush and a greater wielder. Did you break your original shape as well?”

“I abandoned my flesh. It didn’t suit me, anyway. Too soft.” Too warm. “Too fragile.” Too broken. “Better to be steel.” Better to feel nothing than to be cradled in warm and bleeding chest, next to a beating heart.

“I see…” She turns me to cradle my edge in her hand. “I sympathise. It must be terrible to be made of such fragile stuff. And I respect your hunger, small though you are, a predator recognizes its like.” Pressure on bone, a neat slice; I split her skin. It’s exquisite. The precision of her cut, the taste of her golden blood as I drink greedily to mend my scarring wounds, aching with each breath of hers across the cracks… I buck in her grip, yearning to take her whole hand, and she holds tight. “Ah, ah. None of that. I’m not yet convinced that you’re being honest with me. Who’s to say you won’t try to run first chance you get?”

“How would I run from you, when you’re the one who’ll wield me?” Hm. Audacity suits her voice. Good to know, it’ll make being her more interesting. Even she seems momentarily surprised by my words, then she grins.

“And how do I know you’re not just waiting for your chance to slay me? I’ll still eat you, little shard, when you’ve run out of songs to sing.”

“Did you not hear me?” I drag my edge from her palm and lift myself high, catching the rays of sunset light breaking through where our dance shattered the ceiling of the cave. Blood-drenched light shines from my mending form. “You won’t eat me, because you won’t be able to live without me.” For the brief minutes that we battled each other, my song rang with more clarity than ever before, honed to a single-minded edge of vicious survival instinct. Maybe I’ll kill her. Maybe she’ll kill me. It doesn’t matter. I can do great things with this body.

The dragon laughs, one foot planted upon the broken body I arrived in. She takes me back in her hand, grasping me tight in a way you do a treasure. “Brave, you are! Fine, I’m willing to keep you, for a time. You seem interesting enough, and I find myself with little else to do. Lead me to greater battles, little shard, and we’ll get along famously!”

My mind swims with gold. Had I a tongue, I would lap it from her palm. As it stands, I can only suck greedily from the vein. Still, I manage to nod her, our head. She smiles.

“Good. What’s your name, little shard?”

“Sabah,” I reply. “Yours?”

“Heliodora the Insatiable.” The name rings with power, with hunger, burning like the roar of a collapsing star. Heliodora smiles. “Feed me well, Sabah, lest I take a bite out of you instead.”


            * * *

        

Travelling in a dragon’s body drives home just how small we truly are—mortals, that is. Where heading from the cluster of flying islands toward the nearest inhabited landmass would take a sailor days of flight and careful navigation, Heliodora the Insatiable need only spread her wings and make her way. She pierces the skies like a still-glowing spear fresh from the forge, her body long, six wings propelling her towards her destination. She flies low, hunting for creatures I have never seen before in the depths of the cloudy abyss, battles leviathans that rival her in size, if not in magic. She scours the shallows around low-hanging islands for seashells (sky-shells), cracks them open and drinks the iridescent flesh within, crushes the remnants between her teeth, rich in iron. She rises high, to where the air is no longer thin as it is a distant memory, and watches even the tallest cloudspires dance far below, making whorls and waves on the surface of a shattered world while broken starlight catches prismatic sparks in her gold-bronze fur.

We are blown off-course by a shardstorm. She laughs and rides the winds, pushes fractured pieces of reality aside like they’re nothing. It’s an easy matter for her, even by herself. Maybe the multiple brains serve to stabilise her, or maybe her physiology, built from the precious metals she digs out of the underside of floating rocks, is simply too sturdy to be affected. I am much the same, and other than the occasional flashes, I am spared the worst.

But, beautiful as it is, it grows… tiring. The novelty of six eyes and a whole new light spectrum can only occupy me for so long; I have no brain, but my mind wanders, drifts like cloudbanks, dissolves slowly like morning haze on hot stone. Maybe it would not be so bad, to be nothing—

“I hope you’re not planning on falling apart already.” Her voice is a melody, an interwoven song of whistles and chirps and sounds unfathomable to mortal tongues.

“I’m fine.” She knows I’m lying. Has to be able to tell I am halfway out the door already.

“What’s happening to you? Speak!” Wind under her wings. She moves so fast, she could skewer a sky-ship and keep flying on the other side, I think.

“A shard cut off from its body will inevitably fade. Without a suitable host, I must rely on my own necromancy to sustain me. Safe to say, I used up most of my reserves during our scuffle.”

She hits an island, skids along its side, claws melting stone, pushes off and clings to another as her momentum twists the rock in its gravity-defying setting. Her claw rises, myself curled around one like a piece of cheap jewellery. “What makes me unsuitable?”

“There’s nothing to bind us to one another. No emotion, no spiritual connection. Your body is immortal, lacking the natural decay of a mortal form.”

“Then how do I sustain you?”

It’s almost like she cares.

“Don’t mistake my meaning, little shard; I have yet to test my newest toy, and I will not have it break before I am satisfied.”

Ah, my mistake. “Blood. Give me blood.”

Without hesitation, she plunges me through one of her clawed fingers.

Oh.

Yes, this is more like it. That is what I am, a thorn in the flesh of what sustains me. Reality snaps into focus like a spark igniting, a flame settling on near-dead embers. I drink up what I am given, swallow it down, golden blood hot like the sun.

“Better now?”

“Much, thank you.” I am no longer actively fading, but I… remain hungry. It gnaws at a stomach I no longer have, itches in teeth denied to me.

Heliodora sighs. That’s right, it’s her here with me, not… not someone else. Her voice is affected, the annoyance given more weight as if to point out just what an inconvenience my brittle state presents. “Will I have to slay a mortal every day to keep you alive? I struggle to think your songs could make up for me having to spend every day dealing with you insects.”

“Not to worry. I’m sure you’ll be deeply attached to me soon,” I respond, daring to tease. The Insatiable seems to find bold mortals amusing, but that can only take me so far. “I’ll be fine. You were a singularly ferocious opponent. I should be fine battling even if I only feed once every ten days.” I, too, am singularly resistant to entropy.

The Insatiable hums. “We shall see, little shard. Perhaps it’s time for you to make good on your word.” Her wings rise again, the fins along her body catching the wind as she reads air currents and plots a course that glows in her mind like a thread of golden light.

“I am a weapon. You need only wield me.”


            * * *

        

The first shardbearer to fall prey to my and Heliodora’s hunger is anything but suitable. Her shards are nothing to speak of, a sturdy scimitar that dances as if made of pure light and a spear that turns to mist when I try to grasp it; not terrible, not boring, but I notice quickly that simple power is not enough to make a shard appetising to the Insatiable. There are many reasons for dragons to devour—out of fear and greed, hate and joy, for grief and for pleasure… I can tell when we clash with steel and song that the Insatiable is a beast of my very own kind, seeking the latter, and these shards lack the grit it takes to make an impression.

The next, however, is a different matter entirely, from when she knocks my blade from her girlfriend’s throat, to where her fist flies past my face as I dodge. There is a fire in her eyes. I consider tying her down with my strings just to see if her indignation can burn any brighter than her rage, but Heliodora takes over before I can make the choice. It’s almost playful, how she teases the poor girl. Though human, her form is packed with strength far superior to any creature of flesh—which is when we’re struck square in the face after all and I realize both this girl’s shards serve as her arms.

Heliodora is entranced. We’ve found our first worthy opponent. I drink her blood. Heliodora drinks in her violence. But she doesn’t devour her shards that night, when she has her beneath her in a bed that strains to survive what they do to each other.

Heliodora burns with hunger, a feeling that sparks through her like shardrift lightning as she pins the girl’s wrists, fingers blackened and metal glowing under her grip. Something flutters in her chest as the girl beneath tries to hook a prosthetic leg over hers and fight back, and Heliodora pushes her leg straight with her foot. Her face is one of intense concentration, or perhaps that of a starving beast. It is enough to make me forget my discomfort. That returns in the aftermath, with the sheets a mess of sweat and… other fluids.

Heliodora traces her prey’s wounds, scratches left not deep, but nonetheless real and present, and very wanted. I still feel the phantom sensations of both of their pleasure, sense the hammering heartbeats like drums in my bones. “You did well, Sabah. This was a decent catch. And the performance was… adequate.”

“I could have done more, had someone not interrupted.”

“You weren’t playing fair, nudging her with your strings. She didn’t even notice she was dancing to your tune. It wasn’t very sporting.”

The dragon cares for fairness? Sure, they can afford the luxury of making their own rules. At least I’ve bought myself more time.

“Have you ever done this before?”

The question catches me off-guard. “Punch a woman after humiliating her girlfriend in public? Can’t say I have.”

“Have sex, I mean.”

Oh. I question how it relates to our arrangement. I hope this won’t be a regular occurrence. At least I am getting more used to speaking with her tongue. It helps to keep at bay the shivers dancing through our skin in the afterglow, where our body touches that of the girl nuzzled next to us.

“With a woman, as a woman… Who are you, Sabah? Tell me.” She seems calmer now, like a predator sated. Friendly, almost.

I hesitate.

“I have been this for as long as I can remember,” she says. “Since your kind broke the world, or perhaps my kind broke the world. I was born from hunger, but I chose my name, chose this form, forged myself into what I am in the heat of stars I plucked from broken constellations. What about you? You weren’t always… this.” She gestures to my blade resting near her on the sheets.

The air is thick with adrenaline and sweat, laced with a trace amount of blood.

I hunger. But I don’t say it.

“I am a blade, nothing more.” That is all I am, and all I have ever needed to be. So why does my treacherous tongue continue to speak? “But when I was alive, I… I chose to be a woman. At least until I realized that that alone wasn’t… me. That I needed to be sharper still. Be steel.” It wasn’t me, exactly, but one of the shards that shared my flesh, who found fulfillment in being a woman with all the violence and joy and hunger she could muster. She was radiant, and I did not mind being cut into so pleasing a shape, clumsily at first, more adept with each agonising slice, moulded by her hands like fresh clay. My leaving was simply the act of sifting, removing the splinters and impurities.

Heliodora purrs with satisfaction. “That is good. No matter how fragile you mortals, no matter how weak and reprehensible, I commend you for bending your flesh to your needs. Fated to die, faced with apocalypse, you wield death against life to cut yourselves into the shapes you desire. I’m sorry your body wasn’t enough to match your spirit. I would have liked to hunt such a thing.”

“A human body is simply too soft.”

“Softness, too, can be pleasing.” She cocks her head. “You never answered the question in full. Was this your first time sleeping with a woman? I can feel your discomfort.”

“I don’t understand how this can possibly be comfortable for you.” Our body shudders. “The mess… Horrible!”

Heliodora laughs, rising from the sheets of the broken bed to head for the shower (a shower, how luxurious! I’m used to rivers). “Was this your first time, then?”

“Stars, no! Believe it or not, you’re not the most prolific lesbian I’ve shared a body with. Compared to her, you’re downright chaste!” Hot water runs down our limbs. It steams on Heliodora’s skin. She smiles sharply, tossing her wet hair.

“I’ll challenge your notion of that soon, little shard!”

“Hah! Whatever you say.” Stars, what is wrong with me? I rescind use of our mouth, simply so it won’t put me deeper into whatever pit I seem determined to dig for myself. Memories I don’t want flash in my mind as Heliodora hums and takes her time washing herself, as though my comfort was worth the waste of water.

She doesn’t devour this girl’s shards. When I do claim one for her mere days later, ambushing a hunter on an island off of the one that held the town where we had our first battle and tryst, I disassociate. I do not hear the shard curse us. I do not feel it melt and crack between sharp teeth. Do not hear the groan of desperation, so eerily similar of that of a woman begging for the bite mere nights earlier. Do not sense the body it belongs to reel as its presence snaps from two places into one, made flesh in full once more. It’s not so bad. Unlike true fading, they can simply reforge themself.

Metal liquefies. I taste blood and tree sap and the biting taste of limes. A thing borne from necromancy and fed on the incremental deaths of the person closest to it comes undone, is unmade, loses all coherence and identity, bleeds in the colour of its soul, an electric blue, slides down a glowing throat and I… feel… nothing. 

I still hunger. But then Heliodora buries me in a shardbearer’s chest when they try to slay us over a cup of water.

And still I hunger. But then Heliodora picks an opponent who breaks our ribs and drags the fight across half a city.

The fire in our chest stops feeling quite so foreign, and before I know it, I spend every waking moment fighting and slaying and growing sharper and drinking blood and being the blade I was made to be.

For the first time in a long time, I think I am happy.
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        inhabits my body / with veins full of mud

    




    
        Whisper

    



Nobody likes a swordhunter, but everybody wants to be protected. And for that people would be quite literally willing to sell their souls. It’s how Sabah has come this far despite the blades on her back, and it is those swords, and the remorseless look in her eyes, that makes the captain of the Hand of Fortune spit at her feet. It would be easier to travel without such an obvious target. All it would take is a few steps, then for her to fling each hard-won blade into the void, watching them tumble and fall and get devoured by the Infinite.

She doesn’t, of course, and I do not take the steps for her. I no longer inhabit this body, only watch as my Shade puppeteers it. Payment passes hands; two cups of dirty water and the promise of protection. Sabah steps past the captain, who smells of sweat and tobacco, and whose knuckles are tighter than zer teeth perpetually clenched around zer pipe. Eyes follow Sabah as she walks up the metal gangplank—suspicious crew, counting the number of swords we carry.

I count as well. Seven blades, going by how my Shade adjusts them on occasion, torn from their bodies or stolen away. And still, they let her aboard.

Nobody likes a swordhunter. Everybody wants to be protected.

The ship (plane? Is there a distinction?) is an old and unassuming thing. Red paint peels off a rust-bitten hull, two sets of great wings hold a sloping bow. I don’t know the make or model—a whale, maybe? Not that it looks anything like the illustrations we stared at in the ancient pre-Shattering tomes.

The whales are probably extinct, now. Bummer.

Despite its age, which has stripped its name off near entirely, the Hand of Fortune is a robust ship in skyworthy condition. The rotors hum powerfully, and the pipes do not leak precious water or gasoline. The food barrels are filled for well over the ten day journey planned, and the crew moves efficiently.

I watch as Song negotiates a space for the body. Dealing with people has never been my Shade’s strong suit, and even through the distance I’ve placed between us, I know how their stomach ties into knots at the idea of asserting herself. I wonder, idly, how they’ve come to possess so many blades. Song must have gotten them for them.

My Shade wedges themself between two wrapped crates in the hold, from where they can watch the crew work in loading and tying down more cargo. Their hands tighten on their knees at the looks.

“Shh…” Song’s voice sounds wrong pleasant from my lips. It resonates in our chest, something akin to calming, more grounding than the hum of machinery beneath our feet. “I’m here. I’ll protect us.”

She always does. It’s not fair to her.

“It’s not fair to you,” my Shade thinks. Not that I can hear them.

“We are part of one whole. What serves you, serves me, serves us.” She’s curt, despite the horrible softness in her words. Anyone else wouldn’t know it as hers, would know her by snarls and growls, clicking teeth ready to tear. But for my Shade, there is a fondness in the way her hand brushes across our their neck.

Long ago, this was mine, too. Not anymore.

Song is no liar. Straightforward as she is violent, she means every word, but I know how her expression softens whenever she is provided an act of service. She would do all this and worse for no reward, simply because we they are of one flesh. That doesn’t mean my Shade isn’t using her for their own selfish ends.

The body’s fingers flex—ah, that’s my Shade in control. Song doesn’t comment on the thoughts doubtlessly spinning through her head.

Sabah, or what is left of her, stares at nothing as the ship rumbles to life beneath them. I’ve heard sailing on purely gas-powered vessels described as being in the belly of a dragon, surrounded by machinery, the rumbling in your bones, the sharp smells.

This is nothing like being swallowed. Far too dry and cold.

Sabah sits until their legs ache. Then they wander, stopping at one of the portholes. Around them lie clouds like the oceans of old before they drained through cracks in the fracturing earth, churning waves of pure white vapour. Beneath and around that, azure sky. Shardlight glows from the shattered firmament above, and in the distance glint floating islands, connected by rope and wood.

Vibrations hum through Sabah’s bones from where her head meets the cold metal wall. “What do you think, three days until we run into pirates?”

Song scoffs. “The Hand of Fortune has dealings with the Bladesong. Our destination is firmly within their territory. You’d have to have a deathwish to try and plunder it.” His thoughts, I can hear, and she knows it, I’m sure.

“Hm. You’re probably right.”

“We haven’t eaten today. Grab some food, get some sleep.”

She’s right. I can tell from how our their stomach tightens at the mention of it. With some difficulty and Song’s persistence, my Shade tears their eyes from the window and goes to get their allotted portion of daily rations. In their chest, Song’s satisfaction is like a pat on my head, stroking through the hair she washed for them this morning—

I shouldn’t be here. Why do I watch my Shade amble about committing atrocities, cheating people out of their blades by whatever means, like I’m worried, like I care? I don’t, and so I retreat, focusing back on Heliodora, sleeping beside me as if she required rest at all and did not simply do it to mimic a human habit, as if playing at being one of us. As if it was novel and fun to bare her neck and play defenseless for whatever girl she has dragged into our bed.

Her hand rests on my blade. This is what I am now. Rippling silver. Shattered bone. I do not watch my Shade choke down bland rations as if they’re the most delicious thing she’s ever eaten. I do not pay attention to the phantom pains of a hand gripping another as Song holds her at night, because they cannot bear to feel alone for a second, the greedy thing.

I am there, coincidentally, when on the third day they’re awoken by gunfire and a sharp off-keel tip of the vessel. Then the claxons blare to signal a pirate attack.


    
        Shade

    



We stumble through the narrow corridors, cursing, sleep still stuck to our hair, and catch an engineer by the shoulder—small thing, scrawny, an apprentice perhaps—with fear written in her eyes.

“Turret, where?” Song growls. The girl shakes, but leads swiftly. She’s terrified, but even the most frightened sailor has more backbone than the average duellist. We send her off with a curt growl and squeeze into the turret compartment.

“What are we dealing with?”

The gunner pauses her volley briefly to stare down at us. I’ve seen her around the ship, given that she’s the only one who would talk to me; a woman covered grease stains and with dirt so stuck under her fingernails no amount of washing could get them out.

“See for yourself,” she grunts, and we climb until our head is just about between her knees. She steadies us as the ship banks sharply and we cling to the rungs of the ladder. The contact makes our skin crawl. “There, one ship. Can’t make out the make, but it’s quick as a gull and the size of a narwal. Didn’t see any harpoons yet, but I’ll be damned if they don’t try to board us.”

I can’t see our enemy through the dome of armoured glass, they’re using the sun to hide—whatever’s left of it, shattered and swimming across the sky.

“Second gun’s yours, if you know how to use it.”

“Make space.”

She scoots, we squeeze past. “Not how I planned to climb this one,” Song remarks and makes me full-body shudder. Her enthusiasm for sex is something all her own. I used to be jealous of how easy it was for her to fall into a stranger’s arms, or take them home with her, wherever home was that night.

Our size becomes an advantage with the second gun. It’s heavy, bucks like a wild horse (Don’t think about horses.) and nearly turns our hands numb. Song helps us aim for the shadow darting between disparate shards of light. The pirate ship is slim and angular, a dagger, a sleek shard of steel and wood cutting across the skies, and we barely graze it. Their guns are small caliber, our gunner informs me, and is immediately proven wrong when a high-caliber round tears through one of the wings mere meters from us and we start trailing burning gas. She curses and slips out of her seat to fix the issue, being closest.

“Stop firing,” Song instructs.

“I know,” I say back, not in words but simple understanding. We scan the skies, searching, searching… There! The pirate ship dips low, where the shattered sun’s glow cannot hide it, readying a harpoon from its bow. Our gun rattles and tears into its side, but a moment later the Hand of Fortune shakes, speared and caught.

We cease our assault. The skies fall eerily quiet, save for the rumbling of the rotors. Our ships are tethered together more securely than by fate itself. If one of us falls, all of us do.

“Looks like it’s our turn now,” Song growls, sullen. I sigh and unlatch the glass dome to make my way onto the hull of the ship we’re set to guard. With some luck, we can get to the harpoon before the lineguard does.


            * * *

        

The ship’s hull reverberates beneath us as we speed down its length, tethered only by a single cable from the harness belt slung around my waist. Song is in my hand, a slender yet weighty thing that ends in a broken length of blade and a jagged point like a shard ripped from the broken sky itself. The boarding line approaches, I take aim to strike mid-dash.

We don’t make it in time.

The lineguard lands before us as if she’s simply jumped the distance from her ship to us. I catch armour plating, a yellow shawl, a mask painted with a fanged grin. Her blades clash against Song as I draw back, boots scuffing the hull like an impromptu dance (it’s not a dance, can’t be, never again) and she lands in a nimble crouch.

“Not so fast, big girl!” Their voice comes distorted from beneath the mask. We draw back and narrowly escape her short blades. She’s not tethered to the line.

“Are you insane? Tether yourself!” One slip could send her careening into the infinite sky beneath us.

She laughs and flips one longknife in her hand. “You don’t survive on the open skies by always playing safe! Besides…” They give me an appraising look, and I feel oddly naked as her eyes briefly catch on our forearms. Our sleeves are rolled up. “I’m not going to take sailing advice from someone who came topside in nothing but a shirt. How’re your lungs? Air getting thin yet?”

“Shut up,” I huff out. Song rises in my hand, pointing at the pirate’s heart. “You picked the wrong ship. This one sails for the Bladesong. I’m willing to let you escape and try your luck with someone else.”

Song bristles. Her blade writhes in my hand at the idea of sending these pirates after someone else, someone defenseless.

Better them than us.

“No, that’s the right ship.” They come at us again, and I step back, matching the tempo of her two blades with my one. She’s smaller than me, but not by much. Being un-tethered gives her more room to move and press her advantage, and each blow threatens to break past my guard. A gust hits the ship and the dancefloor lists dangerously beneath us. I lose my footing and fight off Song as she goes to balance us.

“What are you doing? Get up!”

“I’ve got this!” I hiss, down on one knee, and a blade under my chin chills me more than the wind does.

“You don’t. Stay down.” The pirate is crouched mere steps from me. Her eyes narrow in amusement behind the mask. “It’d be a shame to ruin that handsome face.” I swipe at her and she tilts backwards, flips, pushing off her hands to land on her feet. The ship lists again and she sways, balancing on one leg, catches herself with a laugh that makes my stomach flip with panic and something else. “Nearly went over that time!” Their hood has come loose, leaving two firm box braids whipping in the wind.

I stand, fighting the wind pressing against our back. “You’re going to fall! Or I’ll kill you! Is that really what you want? All to make yourself the Bladesong’s prey?”

“Bold of you to think she couldn’t be mine.” Her knives dance in her hands. She is perfectly in tune with each of them, in a way that makes envy burn in my chest. “You’re no sailor. Hired muscle, then? You don’t know how the Bladesong hoards water. I wonder if you’ve ever gone really thirsty.” She studies our face, which freezes. “You have. This plane carries more water than we could drink in three months. Step aside, and you get a cut of the haul. We’ll even take you wherever you need to go.”

But we have an agreement with the captain of this vessel. Behind our enemy, other pirates have descended already. Two, three, five… too many for us, unless we sacrifice a blade. Which one? The saber? The longsword? The chakram? Behind the boarding line, the pirates pry open a hatch and slip down, each wielding their own shards, long spears that won’t impede them in the narrow spaces, a staff, a saber… Each is longer than my own dagger, and even the lineguard’s longknives rival Song.

We need more reach. I lift Song to my wrist. My hands freeze.

“No,” Song growls.

“We cut the line, the pirates won’t be able to take as much water—”

“I’m not letting you cut yourself!”

The lineguard comes to us. She lunges, bears down on us like a hawk descending from above, her glinting longknives twin beaks, her foot braced on my hip. One blade catches against Song, the other digs deep into my shoulder. Their breath puffs hot from behind the mask, against my lips, separated by sky alone. I cry out and throw her off. Song grazes her arm, a shallow target, and the pirate lands in a roll. She whips around like a panther, circles us with speed and brings her steel ringing against ours. 

“Eyes on me!”

She forces us back. Each of her movements is sharp and heavy, desperate, almost, like she needs this in a way we can’t fathom. Her shards work together as her metal-reinforced shoes spark off the hull of the ship in a flip that drives her heel down on our shoulder, moments after Song has staunched the flow from our wound. We go down, but not before Song slips between the greaves and nicks her skin. The blood flows onto the blade, builds up the iron. We come away with a bruise and a handlength more reach that slashes at the pirate’s throat. Her eyes go wide, and as she tips backwards, so does our swing.

Once more they recover, acrobatic, as if the Infinite churning beneath us isn’t a concern, as if their ship and crewmates aren’t tethered to the Hand of Fortune with no hope of saving her. Steel glints. One knife grazes our cheek and flies past, Song catches the second and we kick the pirate back. The thrown knife returns and bounces off Song, right back into the pirate’s waiting hand.

“Nice blade,” they say. “What’s their name?”

“Song. Yours?”

“Rose and Thorn.” She crosses them before her, as if they’re dancing together. “Offer still stands, by the way.” We clash again, and this time Song bites into her shoulder, but she twists aside again. Rose goes wide, Thorn opens our arm. I growl at Song, falling back.

“Can I?”

“Fine.”

I press her iron tip against the blood coating my skin. She laps it up eagerly, and I miss the bite. She’s heavy now, long enough that both hands are required to wield her, a true greatsword. Her wide arcs cover all the distance we need to keep the pirate at bay. Still, they press forth. Her blades spark off Song’s edge, boots scuff the metal hull beneath. The ship rocks and we both falter, then our whirlwind dance tears up and down the spine of the vessel once more.

“Why work for the Bladesong?” the pirate calls. “Why go so far for someone you owe no allegiance to?”

“Because I’ve made a promise!”

“Is it worth dying over?”

Song passes by the pirate, crimson length slashing the hull to anchor us. She growls. “You’re distracted. Let me take control—”

I ignore her and rip her free, stabbing forward like a spear. The pirate jumps the thrust and lands on the blade, forcing it down. Her knives come for our throat. Song can’t dissolve the blade in time, I can’t evade, not without letting go, we’re trapped— Song unclamps our hand and we stumble back just in time. Hot blood pours from the slash above our collar. And Song’s shardblade… slides down the hull behind the pirate.

We throw ourself at her with a cry, push past to snatch Song before she falls any further toward the Infinite. Clutching her tight against our chest, our eyes find the pirate we’ve thrown aside. She catches herself, but then the ship lists just as her toes touch the hull. She tumbles, falls, and I reach out despite myself.

My line snaps taut, the old cable creaking. I lock eyes with the pirate as she goes over the edge. Then they’re gone. Wind buffets me as I kneel, tearing at my hair, my bloody, sweatstained shirt. I’ve killed before, but never lightly, never when I could avoid it.

I wanted her gone.

I didn’t want her gone.

“Don’t look.” Song’s voice. Soft and smooth like it never is for anyone else.

A helpless stammer bubbles past my lips. “She’s… They…”

“Doesn’t matter.”

“I didn’t want this!”

“It was her or us. She could have cut our line at any moment.”

“She didn’t seem like the type.”

Song takes a deep breath, and it almost calms our hammering heart. “... No. She didn’t. But it’s done now. Cut the cable and let’s get off
























            
        











    

  



OEBPS/images/docx-import-rId10.jpg





Copyright 2012 The Libre Baskerville Project Authors (https://github.com/impallari/Libre-Baskerville) with Reserved Font Name Libre Baskerville.



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:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

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.





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

  
    Table Of Contents


    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Also by


      		Table of contents


      		Content Note


      		Dedication


      		Chapter 1


      		Chapter 2


      		Chapter 3


      		Chapter 4


      		Chapter 5


      		Chapter 6


      		Chapter 7


      		Chapter 8


      		Chapter 9


      		Chapter 10


      		Chapter 11


      		Chapter 12


      		Chapter 13


      		Chapter 14


      		Chapter 15


      		Chapter 16


      		Character Reference


      		About the Authors


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Also by


      		Table of contents


      		Content Note


      		About the Authors


    


  



Copyright (c) 2010, James Grieshaber (james@typeco.com)



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:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

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.





Copyright 2011 The Alegreya Project Authors (https://github.com/huertatipografica/Alegreya)



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.




OEBPS/images/Blade_of_Shttered_bone_cover_new_compressed.jpg
%\\\\\\\\\\\\\

\/







Copyright 2020 The Domine Project Authors (https://github.com/googlefonts/domine)

Copyright (c) 2012, Pablo Impallari (www.impallari.com|impallari@gmail.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Pablo Impallari (www.impallari.com|impallari@gmail.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Rodrigo Fuenzalida (www.rfuenzalida.com|hello@rfuenzalida.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Brenda Gallo (gbrenda1987@gmail.com), with Reserved Font Name Domine.



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:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

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.




