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      Walter Essex, who in another life had been known as Farzin Taheri, managed his affairs public and private from a neat but crowded office near the docks. His fine house on Watling Street was a haven of comfort and good taste created and maintained by his daughter and her dear departed mother before her, but his office was his own. Scrolls and ledgers fought for space on the tables with rolls of fine fabric, bags of precious spices, and dusty bottles of wine. Samples of precious metal ore were locked in iron boxes and stacked along a shelf, and a new shipment of fine Spanish cowhides was draped over all the chairs, waiting to be examined. The floor was bare wood, and between the planks, dust sifted down into the sluggish ebb of the Thames.

      He was bent over his desk writing a letter to a man about the quality of the cowhides when the amulet he wore next to his heart began to burn. “Felix,” he said to his assistant, putting down his quill. “Get out.”

      “Master?”

      “Take your things and leave by the back door this moment, and do not look back.” Essex’s hands shook, but his voice was calm. “Whatever you may hear, do not come back before the morning.”

      “No, Master,” the young man said, drawing his sword. “I won’t leave you.”

      “You must!” Walter took off the amulet and put it in Felix’s hands, nodding as he flinched at the heat of the stone. “Give that to our dear Tabitha,” he said. “She will know what to do.” A shadow passed across the curtained windows. “Go!”

      The back door had barely shut when the front door opened. The figure was shaped like a man cloaked in black, but the light of the candles barely touched it. The eyes peering out from the folds of its hood glowed gold.

      “You are too late,” Walter said, taking up his quill again. “She is gone.”

      The creature shuddered, its shoulders hunching forward like a lion’s just before the kill. “Where?” it rumbled in a voice like distant thunder.

      “You think I will tell you?” the old man said, laughing. “You hold no horror for me, demon.” The creature was growing bigger, towering over him, but he stood up and stepped forward, refusing to back down. “You will never find her.”

      The dark shape rippled as the magic that had conjured it melted away. Walter focused on the glowing eyes as they grew larger. I am coming to you at last, my dear one, he thought. Claws ripped up the wooden floors, and the spiked tail swished and tore away the wall. Wait for me. He only cried out once, a single moment’s agony as the great jaws closed over his throat.
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      The inn at Southwark was filled to overflowing with pilgrims on their way to Canterbury. They crammed every bench in the common room and spilled into the yard. Layla and her party had been swept up in the throngs on the road as soon as they left London. They didn’t mean to visit the shrine, but she had promised her father they would travel in company whenever they could. She had promised her father a great many things.

      Now she was smashed into a corner at a tiny table with two pilgrims, a prioress and a nun, and wishing she could be almost anywhere else. Her father’s familiar, Tabitha, had taken the shape of a nun herself on the road as a joke, and Layla was dressed as plainly as possible for safety. When Prioress Eglantine had seen them in the crowd stopping at the inn, she immediately assumed they were both nuns, too, and took them under her wing—and her authority. Layla was trapped in tedious conversation with her and her acolyte while Tabitha, back in her own feline shape, roamed free. “I hope a dog chases you straight up a tree,” she muttered into her cup.

      “What’s that you say, dear?” the prioress said. “The noise in here is frightful. I couldn’t hear a word.”

      “Nothing,” Layla said with a smile that she hoped was properly modest and Christian. “It isn’t important.”

      “You mustn’t speak of trivialities, child,” the prioress said. “If you’ve nothing important to say, keep silent. But where has Sister Tabitha gone? I wish to continue our discussion about the best scourges against the sin of lust. She had insights I dare say will prove useful.” She cast a baleful eye on the acolyte seated on her left, a pretty little thing who looked frightened half to death.

      “I’m not sure where she is,” Layla said. The two human servants meant to be protecting her were in the yard having a laugh with a crowd of other lads—she could see them from the window. She was so jealous, she could have spit in their eyes for spite. “Most likely somewhere chasing mice.”

      Luckily, the prioress hadn’t heard. “God’s sweet mercy, look. A crusader.” She clutched a fist to her heart. “And look at the state of him. I’m sure he’s just back from Jerusalem. No doubt he means to pay his respects to Saint Thomas before he travels home.”

      Layla had less than no interest in crusaders as a general rule, but she looked back over her shoulder to be polite. A young man in a stained tabard marked with a black cross had indeed come into the common room. “How can you be sure?”

      “The cross, you silly girl,” Prioress Eglantine said. The prioress was sixty years old if she was a day, but the sight of the knight had obviously set her heart aflame with something baser than religious fervor. “He glows with holy light like an angel.”

      “If you say so,” Layla said. The knight was handsome enough, she supposed, but the ragged, dirty state of his clothes and the scowl of impatience on his face spoiled his appeal, at least as far as she was concerned. Her father’s assistant, Felix, had told her that some Christian ladies considered it a holy privilege to kiss the sores of lepers. Maybe Eglantine was one of those.

      “I must speak to him,” the prioress said. “I must thank him for his service to our Lord. Attend me, both of you. He must realize my importance.”

      The angel in question was now bellowing at the barkeep for a drink. “Are you sure you ought not just leave him alone?” Layla asked.

      “Don’t be insolent,” the prioress said, giving her a pinch on the arm.

      “Oh, that’s it,” Layla said. “I’ve had quite enough of this foolishness. I am not a nun, and neither⁠—”

      “Be quiet!” the prioress ordered, obviously paying her no mind. “Here he comes.”

      The young knight had been jostled by the crowd until he and his overflowing mug of ale were headed straight for their table. He was about to take a drink when the prioress popped up in his path. “Bless you, sir knight,” she said. “Your holy labors against the heathen will not go unrewarded.”

      He raised an eyebrow but said nothing.

      “I don’t doubt that Saint Thomas himself will show a sign of his favor on you when we reach the shrine,” the prioress said.

      “I’m not going to Canterbury.” He started to move on, but Eglantine caught hold of his sleeve. “Don’t touch me!” He jerked his arm away, and his voice roared out over the din, making nearly everyone in the common room turn to look. The prioress recoiled like he’d struck her.

      “Steady on,” Layla said. Eglantine was a silly woman, but she didn’t deserve that. “Are you too holy to be touched?”

      “Nay, lady,” he said. “Quite the opposite.” He lowered his head and walked away.

      “God’s mercy,” the prioress said, her fingers fluttering on her chest.

      “Never mind him, prioress,” Layla said. The knight had pushed his way to a seat in the far corner and turned his back on the room. “I’m going to go find Tabitha.”

      “Be careful, my dear,” Eglantine said. “There are obviously ruffians about.”
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      She found Tabitha in her sleek, black feline form, perched on a saddle and giving herself a slow and thorough wash. “There you are!” A stable boy came out of one of the stalls and looked at her like she was mad. “Sorry,” she said. “I thought you were someone else.”

      “That’s all right.” He grinned. “Can I help?”

      “No, no, I’m fine.” Tabitha started to leap down, but Layla caught her gently by the scruff of the neck. “I think I’ll just take this cat.”

      “As you wish,” he said, his grin fading again. As he left, she heard him mutter, “Why must all the pretty ones be mad?”

      As soon as he was gone, Tabitha transformed, and Layla found herself clutching a glossy black braid instead. “Do you mind?” Tabitha said, flicking it out of her grip.

      “I do mind,” Layla said. “What do you mean by going off and leaving me with those blasted nuns?”

      “I was starving,” the familiar said, wiping the corners of her mouth with a delicate fingertip. “Besides, I thought you liked them. They’re even more boring than you are these days.”

      “Don’t start,” Layla warned.

      Barely a week ago, she had been in her father’s house in London, helping the servants rehang the drapes they had washed. She had known Papa was worried about something; he had barely spoken at breakfast and hadn’t come home from his office for dinner. But she had assumed the trouble was something to do with his business, some ship that was overdue.

      She had been standing at the top of a ladder when he came in. “Layla, beloved, come quickly,” he had said, flinging off his coat. “There is no time to waste.”

      She followed him into his study and closed the door. “Is everything all right?”

      He surprised her by framing her face in his hands and looking at her for a long moment. He was a loving father, but he was rarely affectionate. “I am sorry, beloved,” he said, the sadness in his face reminding her of the day they’d lost her mother. “I should have known this would happen.”

      “What?” she said. “Please, Papa, you’re frightening me.”

      “Yes.” He went to the door and called for a servant. “Find Tabitha,” he said. “And start packing Layla’s things—all of them.”

      “Packing?” Layla said. “Where are we going?”

      “Hush now, child, and listen.” He took her hand in both of his. “You know that many years ago, I banished an evil man to Hell.”

      “Paulus Fabian,” she said. “Mama told me the story many times.” Fabian had been a crusader and a wizard of a kind himself, the leader of an army so fierce, none could stand against them. They destroyed every town they attacked, slaughtering every man, woman, and child in the name of the Christian god, but not even the other crusaders would associate with them. Even the Templars, known far and wide as the fiercest and most cruel of the European knights, had whispered that Fabian was cursed.

      Layla’s mother was the daughter of the prince of a tiny but powerful city with much wealth. She knew it was only a matter of time before Fabian came for them. She beseeched the great wizard Farzin Taheri to defeat the crusader wizard and save her people. Taheri had conjured great magics to fight Fabian. In the end, he only defeated him by turning his own craft against him, breaking Fabian’s control over the demons he commanded and allowing them to drag the crusader down to Hell.

      After the battle, the people of the town feared Taheri almost as much as they had feared Fabian. But the princess had given him her heart. Together they had traveled west all the way to England. The great wizard Taheri had become the simple merchant Walter Essex, and Layla had been born.

      “He’s back,” her father said to her now. “I have seen a vision of his coming every night for many nights now, though I didn’t want to believe it. He has joined himself with a powerful demon, a monster, and crossed over into our world.” He put his hand on her cheek. “He is coming for you.”

      “For me?”

      “Your mother and I mingled our blood to make the spell that banished him,” he said. “To break it completely and return to his true form, he will have to consume or destroy every drop of that blood. Until then, he will be a monster.”

      “But can’t we just kill him?” Her mother had told her tales of a dozen or more monsters killed by the great Farzin Taheri before they met.

      “You must flee,” he told her. “I have consulted every oracle, and I have seen a vision. You must be the one who destroys the monster and banishes Fabian forever.”

      “Then why am I running away?” she asked.

      “Because you can’t do it alone,” he said. “And I can’t help you. You must go to the English castle Caedwen. In the vision the oracles showed me, you were married to Caedwen’s lord.”

      “Papa, how can that be?” she said. “Caedwen is a Norman castle, perfectly ordinary, and surely its lord is already married.”

      “Actually, he isn’t,” he said. “And he’s a kind young man, very serious, a decent fighter by all reports…” He trailed off into a sigh. “And absolutely no one special.”

      “Then why would my marrying him make any difference?” she said.

      “I wish I knew, beloved,” he said. “Perhaps this man has magic I don’t know about. Perhaps you will love him so desperately your own magic will double in power.”

      “That hardly seems likely, since we’ve never met,” she said. “Besides, I don’t have any magic.”

      “Perhaps my vision is of many, many years in the future, and the two of you will have a daughter or a son who will destroy Fabian,” he said. “The spirits were only clear about one thing. You must marry Lord Caedwen for the monster to be defeated.” He had smiled at her sadly. “Can you trust me, beloved?”

      “I do,” she had told him without a moment’s hesitation.

      “You of all people should understand why I have to obey my father,” she said to Tabitha now. “Are you not his familiar?”

      “Yes, Mouse, I am bound to the wizard by a spell; I don’t have any choice,” Tabitha said. “But aren’t you supposed to have free will?”

      “I have freely chosen to obey my father.” She had rarely considered the notion of marriage to one of these Englishmen before; now she’d been ordered to take one on sight unseen. But her father had never shown her anything but love and had never asked anything of her that wasn’t for her own good. Still, it wasn’t like she wasn’t worried. Doing the right thing was hard enough without having to debate the question with a demon every five minutes. “I’m sorry he made you come with me. But I promise, as soon as I am safely wed at Castle Caedwen, you can go straight back to London.”

      “As if I would leave you in a strange place married to a strange man,” Tabitha said.

      “Maybe he won’t be all that strange,” Layla joked. “He might be very nice.”

      “You don’t know this man,” Tabitha said with a frown. “You’ve never seen him. He doesn’t even know you’re coming!”

      “That is worrisome, I admit.” Her knees knocked together every time she thought about it. “But Papa’s vision was very clear, and he was convinced it was genuine. And I trust his judgment. The only way for me to be safe is to marry the lord of Caedwen Castle.” Tabitha growled low in her throat like she’d seen a particularly loathsome rat. “My father is a great wizard.”

      “Was,” Tabitha said.

      “Is,” Layla insisted. “The greatest wizard who has ever lived.”

      “Now that’s a bit much.”

      “Just because he gave up using his powers doesn’t mean he doesn’t still have them,” Layla said. “He has sent me to Caedwen for my own good because he loves me.” Shouts were coming from the yard. “And I love him, and I trust him.” Tabitha had gone to the window. “What is it?”

      “Come on.” The she-demon raised the hood on her cloak. “And I hope you have your sword.”
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      Adam hunched over his mug of ale and willed his hands to stop shaking.

      Turn around, the tormentor who lived inside of him ordered. I want to look at her some more.

      “Stop it,” he muttered under his breath. He could speak to the demon in his thoughts, but every time he did, he found it harder to remember they were separate beings, and the closer they became to being one. “The woman is a nun.”

      Not that one, idiot, Ajax said. The little morsel beside her, the feisty one.

      Adam knew exactly who he meant, but he drank deeply from his mug and made his mind go blank. He wouldn’t think about the girl’s eyes, a rich brown color that looked purple when her temper flared up.

      Now that’s a bite worth taking. Even you must have noticed.

      Adam signaled the innkeeper for another drink.

      Have it your way, the demon said with a sigh. And by the way, will you kindly calm down? Your heart is racing so, it’s giving me a headache.

      “You don’t have a head,” Adam said through gritted teeth.

      Sure I do. This one. Adam’s own head flopped forward and almost banged into the table before he grabbed control. You can’t pass me like a plague by being touched, you brainless ninny, Ajax said. How many times must I tell you?

      “You lie.” A man at the other end of the table had noticed Adam talking to himself and was nudging and whispering to the man beside him.

      Yes, of course, but not about this, the demon said. Think about it. If I could get out of you and into someone else, don’t you think I would have done it by now? Adam drained his first mug and started on his second. Even those Roman priests who kept me imprisoned got to hear a juicy confession every now and then. Both men at the end of the table were staring at him now. He tried to give them a friendly, nothing-amiss-here smile, but it must not have gone well. They both turned pale and moved away.

      But the priests all had better sense than to read that scroll, Ajax droned on, a swarm of wasps buzzing in Adam’s skull as the ale took effect. Father Angelo warned you not to read it. Actually, no, he FORBADE you to read it, didn’t he? But the great Adam of Caedwen knew better.

      Adam stood up with such force, the bench fell over behind him, and his empty mug skittered and fell over. “Shut up!”

      The room fell silent as everyone turned to stare. In the sudden silence, they heard screams coming from the yard. “Are you all deaf?” Adam shouted, grateful for the diversion. He drew his sword. “Come on!”

      He expected nothing more catastrophic than a runaway horse or a starving wolf that had ventured out of the forest. So when he ran out into the yard, he couldn’t quite believe his eyes. A swarm of reddish-black creatures with wings were attacking the people in the yard. They had the arms and faces of monkeys but with long, clawed fingers and horns on their heads, legs and talons like birds of prey, and tails like scorpions.

      “A flock of falcons gone mad!” a man cried out as he swatted at them with a pitchfork.

      “Bats!” another argued, throwing rocks.

      Demons, Ajax crowed inside Adam’s head. Bless the little dears—just look at them all.

      They were definitely demons, and they hadn’t just run mad; they were staging a focused attack. A young woman came running straight toward Adam screaming. One of the imps had snared fingers and talons in the poor girl’s hair and was trying to lift her off the ground. One of its kin was flying in to assist. Adam sliced through both of them with a single swipe of his sword. The girl fell cringing and sobbing at his feet with little demon limbs gushing over her head while the rest of the bodies disintegrated in an explosion of foul-smelling goo.

      Other demons were trying to carry off other girls all over the yard. None of them seemed the slightest bit interested in the men who were fighting them off. Adam traded his sword for his bow and managed to shoot half a dozen, including three who held a girl upside down in the air by her feet. Adam shot just as her skirts were starting to fall over her head, and she dropped safely into a haystack. But for every demon he and the other men killed, half a dozen more seemed to swoop in to take its place.

      Another female voice cried out from behind him, not in fear but in fury. Turning, he saw the young woman who had challenged him in the common room charging out of the stables. Her skirts were tucked into her girdle, and she wielded a scimitar like she’d been born to it. She shouted again in a language he didn’t recognize. With three quick flicks of her wrist, she dispatched three imps who had caught hold of the innkeeper’s daughter.

      Sweet Goddess, I’m in love, Ajax moaned inside him as the little warrior shoved the other girl toward the stable and swiped another imp out of the air. But the imps were swarming her the same as all the other girls, some sacrificing themselves to her blade in the front so others could attack her from behind. She was fighting brilliantly, but she was hopelessly outnumbered, and other girls had been picked up entirely. Well, sir knight? Ajax said. Are you going to let them have her?
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      Layla recognized the imps from illustrations in her father’s books, but she didn’t have the first clue how to vanquish them. She swung her sword like a dervish, trying to keep up. Across the yard, she could see the rude crusader doing the same with a crossbow. He was an ass, and an excellent shot, but he was having no better luck than she was. The swarm was too big.

      Claws caught in her hair and her girdle, and her feet left the ground. “No!” she yelled, trying to reach behind her. Her fist closed on something repulsive, slimy and furry at once, and sharp teeth sank into her hand. She screamed as pain raced up her arm. But she didn’t stop struggling, and she didn’t let go of her sword.

      A deep, bellowing roar broke through the chaos, so loud even her own screams were drowned out. The sound came from the crusader. He threw back his head and drew his sword. As she watched, both the man and his weapon seemed to almost double in size. Green fire shot from his eyes, his fingertips, and the end of his sword as he shouted something in what sounded suspiciously like the language of Hell itself. The imps screamed in terror. Suddenly, she was falling. She landed on her face in the bloody mud. She scrambled back to her feet as imps dropped all the other girls, too. But the crusader wasn’t stopping. He roared again, and the imps exploded, raining hellish ichor down on the screaming crowd. Tabitha had fallen on the ground writhing in agony. Her true demon form was trying to break free of her feline shape, horns and wings sprouting through her sleek, black fur.

      “Stop it!” Layla shouted. She marched toward the crusader, squashing down her fear. “Enough!”

      He stopped shouting and looked down at her. “Hello, pretty.” His smile was much at odds with the green fire in his eyes, a terrifying effect. “You’ve got imp guts in your hair.” He shrank back down to his normal size, and the fire disappeared. He blinked at her as if he weren’t quite certain where they were. His own lovely but perfectly ordinary eyes rolled back, and he fainted at her feet.
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      Tabitha came running, safely back in human form. “Are you hurt?” she demanded. “Let me see.” She grabbed for Layla’s wounded hand.

      “It’s nothing,” Layla said, pulling away. “I’m fine.” She thought the crusader was breathing, but she wanted to be sure. He was deathly pale, and the front of his tunic was scorched like it had been set on fire. The cross had burned away. It grew, she thought. When he changed, his clothes grew with him. How is that possible?

      “You are not fine, and it is not nothing,” Tabitha said. The familiar grabbed her unbitten wrist and dragged her away. “You are a mortal, and you were bitten by a demon.” She tugged her through the crowd into the inn. One of Layla’s servants, Tom, came running after them.

      “Mistress, are you all right?” he said.

      “Where were you?” Tabitha demanded before Layla could answer. “Never mind. Bring us clean water straight from the well and a bandage from my pack.”

      Near the fire in the common room, Prioress Eglantine was comforting her acolyte. The poor girl had obviously been grabbed by the demons, too. Her face and wimple were stained with demon blood, and she was silently weeping, her eyes still wide with shock. “Sister Tabitha, thank heavens you’re safe,” Eglantine said. “And your young charge as well.” She saw the blood on Layla’s wrist. “Oh dear, were you injured, child?”

      “It’s just a scratch,” Layla said.

      “Poor thing. Falcons can be deadly if they aren’t properly tamed,” the prioress said.

      “Falcons?” Layla said.

      “Oh, it wasn’t just falcons, sister,” the innkeeper said. “I counted at least half a dozen armed brigands. I wouldn’t doubt they had those birds trained to attack as a distraction.”

      “Birds?” Layla said, looking back and forth between them, barely trusting her ears. “Brigands?”

      “Yes, dearie, nasty, normal, human brigands,” Tabitha said, giving her a warning look. “Poor child, she must still be half-addled with terror.”

      “Yes, forgive me,” Layla said. Tabitha was right, of course. Much better to let them believe the attack came from something they could understand. But how would they explain away the power that had saved them? “Prioress Eglantine, your crusader fought bravely. I saw him dispatch many brigands all by himself.”

      “And I’m sure we’re all very grateful,” Tabitha said.

      “Yes,” the other little nun said in the hollow voice of a sleepwalker. “Very grateful indeed.”

      “But he has fallen,” Layla said. “Someone should see about him.”

      “Not to worry, sister,” the innkeeper said. His daughter had come in from the stable and was weeping on her mother’s shoulder. “If he’s not dead yet, we’ll make him comfortable. Lads, take the body to the stable.”

      “Are you mad?” Layla said. But looking at them all, she realized it wasn’t madness; it was fear. Whatever they might say, they had all seen the knight transform. All of them had seen his power. Whether they thought it had come from Heaven or from Hell, they were hoping and praying with all their hearts that he would die and do it quickly. And if he didn’t, someone was likely to kill him. Through the window she could see him still lying in the dirt. All the people milling around the yard were taking giant steps out of their way to avoid getting close to him.

      “Never mind, Layla,” Tabitha said. “We have to see to your wound.”

      “In a moment.” Tom had returned with the water and bandages. “Tom, you and Robin go get that knight and take him upstairs at once. Put him in a bed.”

      “Now see here,” the innkeeper said, turning red in the face.

      “He saved me,” Layla said. “And I saved your daughter.”

      “She did.” The weeping girl looked up. “She was fighting like a man…she had a sword.”

      “A nun with a sword?” the innkeeper said.

      “Yes, well, Layla is rather eccentric,” Tabitha said, arching a warning brow.

      “I may be eccentric,” Layla said. “But I am not a nun.” She arched her own brow back at Tabitha, daring her to dispute her. “And I did fight the demons—I mean to say, the demon-cursed falcons. But if this knight hadn’t been there, my efforts would have been for nothing. He is the one who saved us all.” She turned to the innkeeper. “Isn’t that worth a bed to die in?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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