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      The last word she said to me after she was bitten was, “Go.”

      So I ran.

      And ran.

      And ran.

      Until I couldn’t run anymore.

      Come time I collapsed in the middle of a stranger’s backyard, there wasn’t much more I could do.

      Between the sounds of chaos, the bark of gunfire, and the screams of both the living and the dead, it seemed like the entire world was ending… which, I suppose, it was.

      But it didn’t start this way.

      No.

      Life used to be simple—ordinary, even, and completely and utterly mundane.

      Until it happened.

      I suppose, like all stories, that I should start at the beginning.

      My name is Crystal Wright, and this is the way the world ended.
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      It began on a winter day that was like any other. Cold in South Texas, with the chance of frigid rain, I sat at the kitchen counter in my typical family home and listened to my mother as she hummed along to the radio. Behind me, the television streamed nonsense—celebrity gossip, entertainment news, the latest breaking stories. For someone who didn’t typically watch TV, it didn’t really catch my attention. I was too concerned with getting out the door and ready for school.

      “Ma,” I said, lifting my eyes from my breakfast to look at her.

      My mother turned her head to regard me and asked, “Yes, Sugar?”

      “Why do you always have the TV on if you’re not even paying attention to it?”

      “Because we might miss something important,” she said.

      “Like what?”

      My mother pointed to the television. “Like that.”

      “Reports of civil unrest are still continuing to come out of Mexico,” the news anchor said, her voice cold, monotonous, and free of any disposition. “Though it has become increasingly clear that the South American refugee crisis is only continuing to worsen, Mexican officials are stating to remain calm, and do not appear to be worried about any of the violence seeping over the Mexican-American border.”

      “See?” my mother offered. “I told you you might miss something.”

      “What’s any of this have to do with us?” I asked. “We’ve got a border between us. It’s not like anything’s going to happen.”

      “I wouldn’t count on it, Sugar. For all we know, we’re not getting every piece of information.”

      “Why keep us in the dark?” I frowned.

      “To avoid panic?” my mother said.

      I was unable to respond.

      With a sigh, she turned the television off and turned to face the doorway before saying, “Come on. Let’s get you to school.”

      We left the house in silence, and rode across town to Halbrook High without saying much. My mother continued to hum—a sound that was both melodic and peaceful. It was enough to lure me from my thoughts of what was happening little more than twenty miles away, and pulled me back to the present.

      Come time we arrived at Halbrook High, all my mother could say was, “Have a good day at school.”

      “I will,” I replied. “Love you.”

      “Love you too, baby.”

      I leaned into her embrace; and though our hugs were normally short, something compelled me to hold her for longer that morning. Maybe it was the fear that something might happen, or just me being paranoid. Either way, I hugged her for at least a minute before pulling away and looking at her.

      “Something wrong?” my mother asked.

      “No,” I replied. “Nothing’s wrong.”

      “Okay. I’ll see you later, Sugar.”

      “Bye, Ma,” I said.

      I watched her car disappear down the road and into the further stretches of McAllen with the belief that things would be fine.

      In all my seventeen years of life, I’d never had to worry about a thing. Mom had always taken good care of me, and Dad, though distant after their divorce, always managed to keep in touch. I had good parents. A good life. A happy life.

      Little did I know that everything was about to change.

      But that morning, I couldn’t have known. All I was concerned about was the big algebra test that would start at exactly 8:15 AM.

      So, in typical fashion, I walked through the school’s front doors, stopped at my locker to drop my bag off, then made my way through the many halls until I came to Mister Kaufmann’s room. There, I settled into my seat, hauled my math book up onto the table, and waited for the bell to count down my impending academic doom.

      You’re not good at math, my conscience said. You know you’re going to fail this.

      I am not, I kept telling myself. I’m going to pass, even if it’s a low C.

      Mister Kaufmann watched his students from the edge of the room, ever-pleasant in his sadistic attempts to torture us with the most advanced of math problems. He was a nice guy, and a brilliant teacher, but he was a hard grader, and didn’t let anything slide.

      As the final student entered the room, he stood to close the door and said, “Good morning, class.”

      “Good morning, Mr. Kaufmann,” we all replied with varying degrees of enthusiasm, or lack thereof.

      “I hope you all prepared for your test this morning. While I can’t promise it will be easy, I can promise that it will stretch you to the limits of your knowledge, which is exactly what we’ve been practicing. Right, class?”

      “Right,” several students said. I merely lowered my head in silent prayer.

      “Now then,” the man said, turning to take a stack of thirty pages of papers from his desk. “If you would be so kind as to pass these to the students behind you, we can get started.”

      “Mr. Kaufmann,” a young man to my right said.

      “Yes, Jordan?”

      “Who’s that outside?”

      Mr. Kaufmann, as well as everyone else in the class, turned toward the row of windows on the far side of the room.

      “I’m… not sure,” the teacher said, stepping toward the window closest to his desk to acknowledge the individual stumbling around the field just outside the math lab. “I don’t think anyone was scheduled to use the field this morning.”

      “Then who could it be?” the young man named Jordan asked.

      “I don’t know.”

      Mr. Kauffman stepped toward the windows.

      The figure outside came to a halt.

      One moment, the person was as stiff as a board.

      The next, they were running straight toward the window.

      “What’s he doing?” one of the girls asked.

      “He’s going to stop,” another guy said, “right?”

      “I—” Mr. Kaufman started. “I don’t⁠—”

      He didn’t get the chance to finish.

      The figure—a man, tall at about six feet and possibly in his late teens or early twenties—slammed full-force into the window.

      The teacher jumped.

      Several students cried out.

      “Woah!”

      “Is he okay?”

      “His nose,” a girl said.

      The man stumbled back; and though what was left of his shattered nose bled profusely down his front, staining his mouth and teeth in a grisly shade of red, he didn’t reach up to cup his face. Instead, he merely swayed, as if attempting to gain his bearings.

      His eyes opened.

      The cloudy pupils widened.

      Then he launched himself at the window again.

      Several students screamed.

      A girl cried out.

      One young man fell out of his desk.

      “What’s he doing?” a girl beside me asked, grimacing each time the man banged his head and hands against the window. “He’s just… just⁠—"

      “I think it’s time to call security,” Mr. Kaufmann said, starting toward the doorway.

      The man slammed his fist against the window and screamed—raw, bloody, and hard—before beginning to claw at the students inside.

      “Wait!” someone said. “A window’s open!”

      “Open?” Mr. Kaufmann asked. “Who opened the goddamn⁠—”

      A girl lunged for the partially-cracked window at the far side of the room.

      The man outside jerked his head.

      He screeched.

      He launched himself forward.

      The girl had almost no time to slam the window into place before the bloodied man threw himself against the windowsill and into the room.

      Mr. Kaufmann was on him instantly—first grabbing at, then taking hold of the man’s shirt. The crazed stranger snapped his teeth at the teacher in a wild attempt to bite him, hands pinwheeling, fingers clawing. He screeched—long and hard—and pushed Mister Kaufmann to the floor.

      Two of the largest boys in class ran to Mr. Kaufmann’s aid.

      The first grabbed the man’s shirt, the second his waist.

      The resulting tug of war that occurred lasted only a moment.

      The crazed man spun, sunk his teeth into one of the boys’ cheeks, and ripped the flesh from his face.

      Pandemonium ensued shortly thereafter.

      I threw myself from my seat and retreated toward the doorway along with about a dozen other students. Each of us clawed for the door handle, attempting to push one another aside while the crazed man attacked Mr. Kaufmann and the two boys. The boy whose face had been ripped open was tackled to the floor, then had his neck torn out. The second boy who’d gone to Mr. Kaufmann’s aid pushed the stranger off his companion and was just about to spin to face the assailant when the boy on the floor jerked upright.

      “Joseph?” the boy asked. “Are you⁠—”

      The boy with the torn face and throat launched himself atop his classmate.

      Mr. Kauffman, scrambling to get to his feet, reached down to press a hand against a bite on his arm and screamed, “GET OUT OF HERE!”

      Someone opened the door.

      A flood of students exited, me included.

      I spun in an effort to locate our teacher just in time to see him be jumped by not only the man, but the boy who’d been bitten.

      Mr. Kaufmann was ripped apart in minutes.

      “What’s happening?” a girl asked.

      “I don’t know,” I replied. “I⁠—”

      The man and the boy on the floor stopped biting Mr. Kaufmann.

      They lifted their eyes, snarled, and stood.

      Mr. Kaufmann followed shortly thereafter.

      The girl screamed and took off down one end of the hall. I, meanwhile, was left to dart down the other.

      I ran in the one direction I knew might be safest—the front office.

      By that point, the screaming, and screeching, had begun to draw the attention of other students, teachers, and faculty. Though I did not turn to see what was happening behind me, shouts of question, followed by screams to run, run, echoed throughout the hall.

      Our security officer, Mr. Williams, appeared from his office, and centered his eyes directly on me. “What—” he started.

      I ran toward him.

      He pulled his baton from his belt.

      I screamed, “Stop!”

      And he lowered his baton a short moment later.

      “What’s going on?” Principal Matthews asked, coming into the hallway.

      “A man—” I started. “He—broke into the class—and—at-at-tacked Mr. Kaufmann!”

      “What are you going on about?” Mr. Williams replied. “Why are you⁠—”

      Someone screeched.

      I turned.

      Mrs. Chambers, old and decrepit and usually with a cane—came stumbling down the hall, her eyes glazed, her mouth dripping with blood.

      “Mrs. Chambers?” Principal Matthews asked, stepping forward.

      “No!” I screamed. “Don’t!”

      But it was too late.

      One moment Mrs. Chambers was stumbling, the next she was rushing the principal in a clumsy gait.

      Principal Matthews had no chance to raise his hands to defend himself before Mrs. Chambers attacked him.

      “What the hell is going on?” Mr. Williams asked.

      “Don’t!” I cried as the man made a move to approach. “They bite! And they—they⁠—”

      Principal Matthews turned to face us, blood gushing from his carotid artery.

      Though Mr. Williams was able to stun the crazed Mrs. Chambers by smacking her head with his baton, it took mere seconds for Principal Matthews to jerk his head and scream as if he’d just been pulled from the depths of Hell.

      I knew what was going to happen. I knew it. But unarmed as I was, I could do nothing to help.

      So I did the next best thing:

      I ran toward the front doors⁠—

      And pulled the fire alarm.

      Its screech as I passed through the front doors drowned out any sound of violence behind me. Bloodied, panting, running as fast as I could, I tried to avoid the stares of people across the street as I, a young black woman of only seventeen, darted across the street and into incoming traffic.

      A car slammed on its breaks.

      Another rear-ended it.

      Someone screamed.

      Another person screeched.

      I didn’t stop running, though, no matter what people were yelling or screaming or screeching. My blonde-and-black braids came loose from their bun atop my head, and I struggled to tuck them over my shoulders so they would not smack me in the face. Along with this, I struggled to take breaths, only to realize that my head was swimming, and my eyes were beginning to cross.

      Calm down, my conscience offered.

      Calm down? I thought. Calm down? I laughed. How could I calm down when someone had just launched themselves through the math lab’s window and bit two students and a teacher?

      It hit me, all at once, at that moment, like a freight train slamming into an unfortunate stalled car on the tracks.

      The violence in Mexico⁠—

      The refugees from South America⁠—

      Could it all be connected?

      I didn’t know, and as such, did not bother to dwell on it.

      Instead, I took off down the street, clawing at my pocket for my cell phone.

      I only had one thing on my mind: my mother.

      I slashed her picture across the surface of my touchscreen and jammed the phone against my head as I continued to run down the street.

      “Crystal?” my mother asked. “What’s wrong? What’s happening?”

      “I don’t know!” I screamed. “Something’s happening!”

      “What is?” she asked. “Crystal, honey, what⁠—”

      A loud and monstrous bang sounded somewhere nearby.

      “Was that a gun?” my mother asked. “Is someone shooting your school?”

      “I’m not in school, Mama.”

      “Then where are you?”

      “I’m running down Bicentennial Boulevard,” I say. “Please, come get me. Something’s wrong. People were killing each other, and now—now—” Another gunshot went off nearby. “Now they’re shooting each other.”

      “I’m coming,” my mother said. “Don’t hang up on me.”

      “I won’t!” I cried. “I⁠—”

      A figure lurched out in front of me

      I screamed, and spun about.

      The young woman—bloodied and beaten—screeched and threw herself in my direction.

      In my haste to get away, my phone slipped out of my hand and crashed to the ground below.

      “No!” I screamed. “Stop! Stop!”

      The young woman rushed me.

      A gunshot went off.

      The woman’s head snapped to the side as the bullet entered her shoulder.

      A man yelled, “Run!”

      So I did.

      I knew my mother would be coming straight down Bicentennial Boulevard, and that it would take her approximately five minutes to get to where I was, so I ran as fast as I could, pumping my legs and scanning the roads before me. Most of the vehicles driving opposite the direction I was running in were beginning to slow, though why I couldn’t be sure. Maybe they were listening to something on the radio, or maybe they were stopping for⁠—

      Me?

      No. They couldn’t be. They couldn’t. They⁠—

      A sound of a loud horn cut me off before I could think further.

      Spinning, I turned, then jumped out of the way just in time for a car to come barreling up the sidewalk.

      “Hey!” I called. “What the hell do you think you’re⁠—”

      But the car was the least of my worries.

      The screeching, however, was another matter entirely.

      I took off into a sprint once more, but didn’t make it far before a sharp pain in my side began to slow me.

      Gasping, I reached down to cup my hipbone and grimaced as I tried to force myself through the pain.

      How long have I been running? I thought. One mile? Two? Three?

      I didn’t care. All I needed to do was get to my mother.

      I had just reached Pecan Boulevard when I saw my mother’s sleek red SUV come barreling down the road.

      “Mom!” I screamed. “Mom!”

      My mother didn’t hesitate. She jumped the curb and slammed on the brakes just in time for me to claw at the SUV’s passenger-side door.

      “Thank God you’re safe,” my mother said, taking hold of my hand as I slammed the SUV’s passenger door behind me.

      “What’s going on?” I asked. “What’s⁠—”

      “Reports of violence in the greater McAllen, Texas area are prompting authorities to issue a mandatory lockdown of the city. You are advised to seek shelter and lock your doors and windows immediately.”

      “Mom?” I asked, turning my head to face her.

      “We’re going home,” she said.

      “I—”

      She spun the car about with such speed that I nearly slid over the center console.

      “Put your seatbelt on,” she said.

      I clawed at the seatbelt until I could secure it in place, then leaned back and braced myself for the ride ahead.

      My mother paid no attention to the traffic lights or stop signs, or even other cars. Careful to keep her eyes on the road, left to right, she scanned her peripheral and stopped only when she had to, and barreled through and around traffic with speed and ease I could’ve never imagined from her. She was a woman on a mission—a mother hellbent on saving her child—and as such, I knew that she would do everything in her power to keep me safe.

      Tears burned at my eyes, the sharp pain throbbed in my side.

      “Are you hurt?” she asked, turning her head only briefly to look at me.

      “No,” I replied. “Why?”

      “You’re covered in blood.”

      “I—they⁠—”

      She shook her head as she turned onto the residential street we lived on. “As soon as we get to the house, I want you to run inside. Understand?”

      “I—”

      “Do it, Crystal. Don’t argue.”

      “Okay.” I had no idea what she had planned, but I couldn’t afford to argue, as we were fast approaching our house.

      With a nod, my mother slammed on the gas, launched us the last few dozen feet between us and our front drive, then pressed her foot on the brake.

      I unhooked my seatbelt and opened the car door. “What about you?” I asked, turning to face her.

      “I’m right behind you,” I said. “I need to stay in the car in case I need to ram someone.”

      “Mom!”

      “GO, CRYSTAL. NOW!”

      I stumbled out of the vehicle and limped toward the front porch.

      When I reached the door, I twisted the knob; and, surprised to find it open, turned to face my mother⁠—

      Only to find that she was maneuvering the car onto the front lawn.

      I didn’t have time to ask her what she was doing.

      One moment she was in the car, the next she was running up toward the doorway.

      She pushed me inside and then turned and slammed the door into place. “I need you to listen to me,” she said, spinning, fear in her eyes, her lips trembling. “Go to every window and draw the blinds. Do it as fast as you can. I need to get the gun.”

      “What’s going on?” I asked as she made her way down the hall. “Why are people killing each other?”

      “The radio said it might be a virus.”

      “A virus?” I said. “How?”

      “I don’t know, Sugar. Now go. Do as I say.”

      I couldn’t argue. Wouldn’t argue. But I was so scared, I wasn’t sure what to do. But, I did as she asked—going from window to window, lowering blinds, drawing curtains. I briefly entertained the notion that we might have been followed, but realized how ridiculous that was in light of all the chaos taking place.

      I had just finished closing the last of the kitchen and living room blinds when my mother came downstairs, her gun in her grasp. “I’m sure we’ll be fine,” she said, “but I just want it nearby as a precaution.”

      “I understand.”

      “I want you to go into the kitchen and dump out the milk we just bought.”

      “But—”

      “And I want you to fill the jugs with water,” she continued, cutting me off before she could finish.

      “Mom?” I asked. “Why⁠—”

      “We don’t know how long this might last, Crystal.”

      “You’re scaring me.”

      “We have to be scared, honey.”

      “What about you?” I asked. “What are you going to do?”

      “I’m going to try and get a hold of your father. I… know we haven’t been on the best of terms, but… it’s better if we were all together. As a family.”

      Nodding, I turned and limped into the kitchen, cursing the fact that I was prone to developing stitches in my side while at the same time thankful that I had been able to run for so long. It had seemed like I would collapse at any moment, and yet, I hadn’t, and that was what had saved my life.

      As I reached into the fridge, and as I walked the jugs of milk to the sink to both dump and rinse them out, I couldn’t help but think about everything that had occurred earlier that morning.

      The man outside⁠—

      The open window⁠—

      Mr. Kaufmann⁠—

      The students screaming, the boys fighting⁠—

      The boy seemingly dying, then getting back up⁠—

      I blinked in an effort to clear the tears burning at my eyes, but found that my fear was quickly being replaced by disbelief.

      What had happened in that classroom? What had happened to that man? He’d broken his nose—absolutely smashed it to pieces—and yet, he’d acted like nothing had happened before launching himself through the window and attacking the other students.

      Which brought yet another reality crashing down upon me.

      That student—he’d had his carotid ripped out, and yet… he’d gotten back up.

      Up.

      After he’d died.

      He couldn’t have been dead, I thought. Don’t be ridiculous. Dead people don’t come back to life.

      But— I tried to argue.

      You’re overthinking this. What you saw might not have been real. For all you know, you could’ve been seeing things. You were in shock.

      Were in shock? Wasn’t I still in shock? How couldn’t I have been, considering what all I’d gone through earlier that morning?

      I shook my head and poured the first of the milk jugs out, then the next.

      I was just beginning to wash them when I heard the first gunshot somewhere in the street.

      “Crystal!” my mom called out in as soft a voice as possible. “Are you all right?”

      “I’m fine!” I’d called back, keenly aware of how quiet I should be.

      “Get away from the windows. Now.”

      I switched the water off and pulled the first jug I’d filed out of the sink just in time for my mother to come barreling into the room, gun drawn, phone pressed against her ear.

      “I’m okay,” I said, capping the jug and placing it on the counter. “Really, I⁠—”

      A second gunshot went off, then a third, a fourth.

      When the fifth sounded, and someone screamed, I knew that something was wrong.

      I didn’t dare turn to look out the window, though. With my mother pointing the gun in my direction and her eyes glossy with panic, it didn’t take much to deduce that something horrible was happening outside.

      “Go upstairs,” my mother said.

      “Come with me,” I replied.

      She kept the gun trained on the window as I rounded the counter, as if anticipating the fact that someone would come bursting through the door or crashing through the windows at any moment. It seemed unlikely, all things considering. I mean, I had closed and shuttered the curtains. Why would anyone try and break in?

      Because they were scared, I thought. Because something’s going on and no one knows what.

      Rather than question my mother further, I stepped up to the stairway—and then, in slow, methodical detail, began to climb.

      “Lloyd,” my mother said, “if you’re there, pick up the phone. Something’s going on—something bad—and I’m not sure how much longer we’ll have cell coverage. Don’t worry. Crystal’s fine, just scared. And I’m… I’m⁠—”

      I turned to face my mother, only to find that her face was a portraiture of horror.

      “I’m scared,” she replied. “We need you.”

      Then she hung up the phone, and proceeded to follow me up the stairs.
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      We waited for what seemed like hours for everything to calm down—for the people to stop screaming, for the guns to stop firing.

      Come time night came, I was rattled, and scared out of my mind.

      Trapped between feeling like I was going to throw up, head swimming and mouth dry, and wanting nothing more than to curl into a ball and cry, I sat in the corner on the floor of my mother’s room, while on the opposite side of the room she watched the curtained window, waiting for something—anything—to happen.

      “He hasn’t texted,” I finally said. “Has he?”

      She shook her head. “No,” my mother replied. “He hasn’t.”

      A hopeless feeling had developed in my gut, and caused me to feel even worse than I already had been. Not only was I hungry, but not wanting to eat, but I was thirsty and not wanting to move, even though we had a bathroom no more than a few short feet away.

      My mother considered the cell phone one last time, then lifted it to her ear.

      I don’t know what I was expecting. Maybe I thought that the call would go through, or that my father would have answered. But that didn’t happen.

      No.

      The moment the cell phone touched my mother’s ear, I knew something horrible had happened.

      I asked, “What⁠—”

      And she interrupted by saying, “There’s no service.”

      “What?”

      “I said⁠—”

      “I heard. Just… how are we supposed to get a hold of Dad?”

      “I don’t think we can, Crystal.”

      “But… if we can’t get a hold of him, what does that⁠—”

      “It means we’re on our own.”

      The chilling reality settled over me like a frigid wind. Wrapping itself around my body, and sinking into my flesh, the shivers it inspired caused me to tremble, and forced me to tug my jacket even tighter against my chest.

      “Stay here,” my mother said, carefully easing herself to her feet.

      “Where are you going?” I asked.

      “Downstairs. We need to eat.”

      “But—”

      “Stay, Crystal.”

      I nodded, and leaned back against the wall—fighting, with all my might, to remain calm in the face of what was undoubtedly the most terrifying night of my life.

      Dad wasn’t answering his phone.

      Mom’s trauma nurse training was taking over.

      I was an emotional wreck.

      And my life as a whole was falling apart.

      Never could I have imagined being in this situation, where I was trapped on the floor of my mother’s bedroom trying to avoid by everyone and everything. I didn’t know what to do. What to think. How to act. I was surprised I could even breathe. And yet, I hadn’t succumbed to tears. Something, and I don’t know what, kept me from completely breaking down—from being reduced to an emotional wreck that would have driven not only myself, but my poor mother over the edge.

      It seemed
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efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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