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      In the kingdom of Traxlin, on the edge of the Black Forest, there lived a young lord and his lady. Traxlin was poor, having suffered several years of terrible drought, and Nicholas and his wife, Phaidra, were the poorest of all the nobles. They were scarcely better off than the tenants who farmed the lands around their manor house and the village of Dittforth.

      But Nicholas and Phaidra were an optimistic pair, and cheerfully set about restoring his family’s lands. After several years and much hard work, they succeeded in turning the tide. Dittforth was far too small and humble to ever bring them great wealth, but they had enough to keep themselves and their tenants comfortable—and pay the king his taxes.

      As the years began to roll smoothly past, however, the Lord and Lady of Dittforth encountered another troubling problem: Phaidra remained childless.

      “They’ve had no heir,” said the village men gravely. “His Lordship needs a son.”

      “Her Ladyship still has no wee one to hold,” sighed the women.

      After four years, news raced throughout Dittforth that Lady Phaidra was with child. They only had a month or two to celebrate before she lost the baby.

      “It happens,” said the older women sagely. “Always a terrible thing for any mother to lose her first child, but these things happen.”

      As disappointed and heartsick as he was over the baby’s loss, Nicholas did his best to console his wife. “We’ll have another, my love,” he said tenderly, holding his weeping wife in the early hours of the morning and resting his brown-bearded cheek against her glossy brown hair. “Just wait and see.”

      There were other children—but not in the way either of them wanted.

      Over the next eight years, Phaidra miscarried five more times.

      With each baby’s loss, she gave up a little more hope of ever having a child to love and took to staring out the window with a soft, sad look in her eyes. For his part, Nicholas gradually resigned himself to the fact that he would have no child to inherit Dittforth. The Manse, the village, and the surrounding lands would pass to his younger brother’s family.

      And then one day, when both of them had relinquished all hope of ever having a child of their own, a cloaked and hooded stranger appeared in the Manse’s Great Hall.

      Nicholas and Phaidra sat at dinner, their usual company seated up and down the table with them. They all became aware of the stranger at approximately the same time—and a hush fell over the Great Hall. Every eye watched the man as he moved soundlessly toward the table.

      He was of medium height, though his features were obscured by a long, gray cloak, slightly tattered about the edges as though it had recently seen a good bit of wear. He carried no weapons, not even a staff, yet something about the way he carried himself commanded everyone’s attention.

      When he reached the table opposite the dais on which Nicholas and Phaidra sat, he bowed. “Lord Nicholas?” His voice had a strange, lilting quality, as though every word literally rolled off his tongue when he spoke.

      “I am he.” Nicholas’s answer rumbled through the silent Hall.

      The stranger deepened his bow. “May I request an audience with my Lord and Lady?”

      Green met brown as Nicholas and his wife exchanged startled—but strangely unconcerned—glances.

      “A private audience,” the stranger added, coming up from his bow. Sharp gray eyes glinted from within the depths of his hood. “It concerns a subject I believe to be dear to your Lordship’s heart.”

      “Show yourself,” Nicholas commanded.

      Gloved hands rose to push back his hood, revealing long, colorless hair that seemed to glow in the reflected light from sconces and torches set in regular intervals along the walls… and strange gray eyes set in a face as white as a sheet of paper.

      Soft gasps echoed around the Great Hall.

      The stranger was a young man, with sharp, almost hawk-like features, but he did not look like any individual anyone in the Great Hall had ever encountered.

      Nicholas traded glances with Phaidra again, and then looked at his right-hand man. Sir Guyre was his age, and they were brothers in spirit and heart. They had fought together, bled together, worked the soil together, and Nicholas trusted him implicitly. “Escort him to my study. We’ll join you presently.”

      With a nod, Guyre left his seat and moved around the table to flank the stranger. In a voice that brooked no disagreement, he said, “Follow me.”

      With a gracious nod and another bow, the stranger departed the Great Hall with Guyre.

      Nicholas and Phaidra finished their meal—Phaidra with a slight loss of appetite due to a combination of concern and curiosity—and exited the Great Hall.

      Slipping her arm through her husband’s, Phaidra asked, “What can he possibly want?”

      Nicholas only shook his head.

      They hastened through the corridors of the Manse and climbed the staircase to the second floor. Just before Nicholas opened the door, Phaidra squeezed his arm and gave him an encouraging smile. He smiled back and pushed the heavy wooden door open.

      Warm air and the cheerful crackle of a fire met them as they entered the room. In addition to being Nicholas’s study, it also served as Phaidra’s sitting room. In the winter, they often sat together by the fireplace; in the summer, they sat together on the deep window seat behind Nicholas’s desk. Sometimes they took turns reading aloud. Phaidra liked that best; she loved to listen to her husband’s voice as she sewed or knitted.

      Instead of finding the stranger warming himself by the fire, as they expected, they found Guyre by the fire and the stranger standing six feet away in the middle of the room. For a second, Nicholas and Phaidra both had the brief, fleeting impression that the cloaked man seemed a little wary of the flames dancing merrily before him. It passed, and Nicholas settled behind his great desk, while Phaidra curled up in her usual spot on the window seat. Guyre remained by the fire, ready to intervene should the stranger do anything unexpected… or unwelcome.

      “Now, then.” Nicholas cleared his throat. “What’s this all about?”

      “My lord, I did request a private audience,” the stranger said mildly, his strange gray eyes flicking to Guyre.

      When the temperature in the room plummeted a few degrees as both Nicholas and Guyre just stared at him, he sighed and spread his hands. “I mean you no harm, my lord. My lady.” He nodded to Phaidra. “Believe me, however, when I say that if I had intended you ill, no mortal man could have stopped me.”

      Guyre growled at this and took a step forward. “My lord⁠—”

      Nicholas held up a hand and opened his mouth to speak, but the stranger interrupted.

      “I’ve come about a child.”

      That brought everyone up short.

      It was Phaidra who finally broke the stunned silence. “What do you mean?” she asked in a soft voice. “What child?”

      Something like satisfaction shone in the stranger’s gray eyes; he devoted his attention to her. “A child I rescued from slaughter, Lady Phaidra. A child whose entire family is now dead.”

      At this, Phaidra gasped, one hand flying to her throat.

      Nicholas and Guyre exchanged startled, half-angry glances. “Where did this occur?” Nicholas demanded. “Who dared to do such a thing?”

      “This did not happen in Dittforth, my lord.” The stranger inclined his torso in a slight bow. “Nor in the lands of anyone in your kingdom. I have journeyed far in search of you.”

      This floored the men again.

      Phaidra looked at her speechless husband and then back at the stranger. “Why? Where is this child now?” Despite herself, a thin thread of hope unfurled inside her. She clenched her fingers in the heavy folds of her burgundy winter gown and tried to tamp it down.

      “She is safe for the moment, my lady,” said the stranger. “But not, I fear, for long.”

      “She?” Nicholas echoed. For a second, an old ache filled his chest as a nascent hope he had not even realized had sprung to life quietly died.

      The stranger bent his head. “She is the last of her line.”

      “What happened?” Phaidra asked in horror.

      “The story stretches back years, my lady, and would take far longer to tell than any of us have time. Suffice to say, her family was destroyed in an internal conflict that has wracked our…” he paused briefly, as though searching for a word, “…realm.”

      Guyre spoke suddenly. “How came you to save this child, if she is not of your family?”

      Pain and shadows that hinted at dark things best left unseen and unsaid filled the stranger’s eyes. “I loved her father and mother like my own family. I am her sworn godfather, but I cannot keep her.” Deep regret colored his next words. “She will never be safe with me.”

      He met—and held—Phaidra’s gaze, and she nodded slowly in understanding. “So you have come here.” Hope continued to swell inside her breast; her hands began to tremble in her lap.

      “So I have come here,” the stranger agreed. “Her father was—” he hesitated, then plunged ahead. “Because of her father, she is of noble blood. I have been searching for a family fit to take her and raise her as their own for some time now.”

      If Nicholas had not been sitting down, his knees would have given way beneath him. “You mean you came expressly to Dittforth to give this child to us?”

      “I did.” The stranger inclined his head again. “There are… other… considerations, but I shall come to them in a moment. If I may?” He looked from Nicholas to Guyre and indicated his cloak.

      Guyre granted him permission with a nod.

      “What is your name?” Nicholas asked belatedly.

      The stranger was reaching into the folds of his cloak, but he paused long enough to offer Nicholas and Phaidra a grim smile. “My name is not important. Indeed, you will all be better off without it.”

      At this, Nicholas and Guyre both looked wary, but Phaidra asked, “What is the child’s name?”

      In lieu of an answer, the stranger produced a piece of paper, which he laid gently down upon the polished wooden surface of Nicholas’s desk.

      Phaidra pressed a hand to her mouth, tears springing to her eyes. “She’s beautiful.”

      On the snowy paper, a sketch of a baby girl had been inked with delicate strokes. Tendrils of black hair fell over her forehead; her rosebud mouth was pursed in sleep. One tiny hand was curled in a fist.

      “Will you keep her, my lord and lady?” The stranger’s eyes glinted. “Will you love her and cherish her, and raise her as your own blood?” His words had an odd, heavy cadence to them.

      Nicholas looked at his wife; Phaidra stared back at him with imploring eyes. “I would like to see the child,” he said at last.

      The stranger hesitated for only an instant. “Very well, my lord. I will fetch her.”

      Instead of turning to the door, however, he stepped closer to the desk—and the ink drawing that lay upon it. To Nicholas, Phaidra, and Guyre’s complete and utter astonishment, the stranger then proceeded to sink his hands into the drawing.

      Before they had time to gasp, the stranger lifted a squirming little bundle wrapped in a slate gray blanket from the sheet of paper. “Here she is.” He sounded just the slightest bit wary himself, as though he was suddenly unsure of their reaction.

      As Nicholas and Phaidra got a good look at the child, they understood. She looked just like the stranger. Her lips were the palest shade of gray imaginable, and her fuzzy hair was indeed black as a raven’s wing, but her skin…

      Phaidra touched one tiny fist in sheer amazement. The baby’s skin was as white as the very paper from which the stranger had somehow conjured her. “Incredible,” she breathed.

      Nicholas’s green eyes dropped from the baby to the piece of paper… which was now blank. He found his voice with an effort. “How—how did you⁠—”

      “That does not matter.” The stranger brushed Nicholas’s stumbling words aside and looked down at the baby cradled in his arms. “She is… different. Like me. Like her family. That is why I have taken such care in searching out a home for her.” Raising his head, he pinned Nicholas and Phaidra both in turn with a steely, penetrating look. “What is your answer? Will you raise her as your own?”

      Nicholas looked at his wife again. He saw her answer—it was written all over her face—but the ultimate responsibility was his own. He glanced at Guyre, whose expression held wary confusion, but no repulsion. The child, though different in her complexion, was just a child. A helpless little orphan, who likely had no idea her real parents were dead. How can she? he thought.

      Straightening his spine, Nicholas reached for Phaidra’s hand. “We will raise her as our own blood.”

      A gleam of hope mixed with triumph shone in the stranger’s eyes. “Will you love, cherish, and protect her?”

      “We will,” answered Nicholas and Phaidra together.

      “Then I give her to you gladly.” Bowing his head, the stranger kissed the sleeping child’s forehead and held her out to Phaidra. “My lady.”

      Phaidra took the child from him with trembling hands and cradled her in her arms. She marveled at how light the child felt. Biting her lower lip, she touched one downy cheek with a finger and felt tears well up in her eyes. She looked up at her husband and gave him a watery smile. “We have a daughter, my love.”

      Nicholas smoothed a gentle hand over the baby’s dark head. For a moment, he and his wife stood together, looking down at this new, amazing addition to their family. Then Nicholas thought to turn back to the stranger, who was watching them almost wistfully. “What shall we call her?”

      “Anything you like.” One corner of the stranger’s mouth curved up in a sad smile. “She is yours now, my lord. Her real name would prove too dangerous, I fear.”

      All eyes turned to the child in Phaidra’s arms again. She raised the bundle in her arms and pressed a gentle kiss to each cheek. The baby stirred in her sleep, but did not wake. “I think we should call her Ink.”

      For a second, neither Nicholas nor Sir Guyre thought they had heard her correctly. “Pardon, my love,” Nicholas said slowly, “but did you say you wanted to name her Ink?”

      Phaidra nodded serenely. “It’s unusual, true, but I think it suits her, don’t you?” She smiled at her husband, her expression as radiant as the dawn breaking over the morning sky. “She came from an ink drawing, after all.”

      The stranger coughed, though it could have been a smothered laugh.

      “Ink.” Nicholas let the name roll off his tongue. “Our daughter, Lady Ink.” His brow furrowed in thought. “I must admit, Phaidra, it has a ring to it.” He glanced at his best friend, who could only nod in bewilderment.

      “Lady Ink.” The stranger lingered over the words. “I believe you have chosen well.” Drawing himself up to his full height, he inclined his torso forward in a graceful bow. “My lord, my lady, I must bid you farewell.”

      Startled, Nicholas looked up from the pretty picture his wife made with the baby in her arms. “You may spend the night here, if you like.”

      The stranger shook his head, his colorless hair glinting in the firelight with the movement. “I thank you for the invitation, Lord Nicholas, but I must most respectfully decline. My task here is finished; I must return to my own people.”

      “Will you visit her?” Phaidra asked.

      “If only I could, my lady.” The stranger shook his head again. “It is impossible. My presence will only place her in danger.”

      Guyre now stepped forward. “I’ll show him out, my lord.” This was something within the realm of the things he could do.

      “Very well.” Nicholas nodded to Guyre, imparting with that one look an injunction against breathing a word about this child.

      Guyre bowed and turned to usher the stranger out of the study.

      “Wait!” Phaidra called softly. She glanced from the child in her arms to the stranger. Ink was clearly not a newborn, but she was too small to be a year old. “When was she born?”

      Again, shadows flickered through the stranger’s eyes. “I cannot tell you the exact day, my lady, but I can tell you she was born when flowers bloom.”

      “Thank you,” Phaidra breathed. It was better than nothing.

      The door closed behind the two men, leaving the new parents alone. Later—much later, after he’d had a drink or two to help him wrap his mind around how a man could pull a baby from an ink drawing in the first place—Guyre would tell Nicholas that as far as he could determine, no one in the village had seen the stranger once he left the Manse. The man seemed to have vanished into the thin air from whence he came.
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      Inside Nicholas’s study, Phaidra still cradled the little girl. Tears of joy continued to stream down her cheeks. “I know she’s not a son, Nicholas, but we have a child.”

      Ink finally stirred, coming slowly awake. She began to whimper, and Phaidra bent over her, whispering soothingly. It did little to help. Ink’s whimpers turned to squalls, and no amount of rocking or hushing on Phaidra’s part could comfort her.

      After a few moments, Phaidra thrust the child toward her husband. “Perhaps she needs to hear a man’s voice. She’s been traveling with her godfather, after all.” She bit her lip. “Perhaps his voice carried through the—through the paper.”

      They shared a look; neither of them had any idea how to explain what had just happened.

      Nicholas held the child against his chest awkwardly; he, too, noted how very light she felt in his arms. “Here now, Ink,” he said softly, his voice rumbling in his chest. “No need to fret. We’re your new parents.”

      The rumbling in his chest did exactly what Phaidra had hoped for; Ink quieted. She blinked up at Nicholas and waved a tiny fist. She had soulful black eyes, framed by gorgeously long eyelashes that fluttered adorably when she blinked. He smiled down at her, feeling something in his chest expand, and said tenderly, “Welcome to our family, little one.”
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      Within hours, everyone in the Manse knew Lord Nicholas and Lady Phaidra had adopted a child. Indeed, with Ink requiring a wet nurse, there was really no way to keep it a secret. Rumors as to how they had come by the child varied wildly—as did descriptions of the stranger from those who had been in the Great Hall when he arrived.

      The wet nurse, Deirdre, was understandably taken aback when she first laid eyes on the child. Her face paled to a shade comparable to Ink’s when Phaidra first proudly held the little girl out for her to see. She had to swallow several times, swaying uncertainly on her feet, her hands fisted in her skirts, before she could say faintly, “My, she has the clearest complexion I’ve ever seen on a wee one, milady.”

      “Doesn’t she though?” Phaidra cooed at Ink, laughing in delight as the baby smiled at her. “And isn’t her hair lovely?”

      Deirdre could agree in complete honesty that Ink had the loveliest black hair she’d ever seen on a child’s head. It was the rest of Ink she remained unsure about. “She’s got no color at all, save for shades of gray and that black hair,” she told her husband that evening. “White as flour, she is.” But then her voice and eyes softened. “The Lord and Lady are as taken with her as if she’d really been their own little one.”

      The rest of Nicholas and Phaidra’s tenants and servants took longer to warm up to Ink. The idea of a child with skin whiter than their whitest linens alarmed people, as did the fact that she had been adopted.

      “Faery child,” whispered some of the younger women.

      “Witch’s child,” countered some of the older women.

      “Not a son,” sighed the men.

      But as the days slipped past, Ink began to win people over. Phaidra took her everywhere; she refused to be parted from her newfound daughter. In her eyes, Ink was a perfect miracle child. Phaidra cared not a whit that her adopted daughter looked different from other children. Neither did Nicholas.

      Despite the sleepless nights they spent with her at the beginning, when Ink cried for parents who no longer lived and perhaps her godfather, she adapted quickly. Within a few short weeks, she had accepted Phaidra and Nicholas as her parents. She thrived under their care, growing into a fat, happy little baby. Her laughter made everyone else around her laugh; her wide, toothy grin brought joy to her new parents’ hearts.

      Seasons passed and Ink grew with them—a happy, healthy child. The people of Dittforth relaxed when no strange tales wended their way from the Manse, and some even began to speculate that perhaps little Lady Ink had simply been born with a rare skin condition. It happened to some people, after all, the older villagers said sagely.

      Everything sailed along smoothly until Ink learned to walk. Her steps were tiny and faltering at first, with frequent tumbles, but as her little muscles grew stronger, she grew more confident. Her newfound mobility enabled her to explore the Manse… and she did. Phaidra and Ink’s new nurse, Elsa, had a job on their hands trying to keep her out of trouble.

      They soon noticed something strange: Ink’s little hands were often covered in something that looked suspiciously like black ink.

      The first few times this happened, Phaidra and Elsa found Ink leaving black handprints on the walls and the floor. They thought nothing particular of it in the beginning. Phaidra blamed herself and Elsa for not keeping a closer watch on Ink; obviously the child had found a bottle of ink somewhere.

      But when they continued to find Ink with black hands, they began to suspect something else was at work—namely that someone in the Manse had decided it would be amusing to give Ink an ink bottle.

      “The problem with that theory, my love,” Nicholas pointed out one afternoon, glancing up from a sheaf of papers on his desk, “is that no one has actually found Ink with an ink bottle yet.”

      “I don’t know what else it can be, Nicholas.” Phaidra set Ink down on the rug in one corner of the study and sank onto a footstool beside her. Ink squealed in delight and tottered forward to pick up a cloth doll lying on the rug, waiting for her. “Someone must be playing tricks on us.”

      “He’ll regret it when the maids catch wind of it,” Nicholas said wryly. “If they knew who was behind it, I’m sure they would have already given him a good thrashing with their broomsticks.”

      Phaidra sighed in mingled exasperation and frustration. “True.” The maids, she knew, were not particularly fond of Ink at the moment, on account of the recent spate of black handprints and other assorted smears she was leaving for them to clean.

      “I wouldn’t worry about it, Phaidra.” Nicholas sent her a smile. “Everything will sort itself out.”

      “I certainly hope so. We’re having trouble keeping her in clean clothes.”

      Ink giggled, and Phaidra glanced down at her with a smile that slipped when she caught sight of fresh black stains on Ink’s doll. “Ink!”

      Tsking in disappointment, she scooped Ink up in her arms, being careful to avoid her inky hands and gingerly pried the doll free. “What have you gotten yourself into now, child?”

      Ink babbled in distress, reaching for her doll, but Phaidra dropped it on the corner of her husband’s desk. “Nicholas, she’s done it again.”

      “What?” He looked up in surprise. “How?”

      “I haven’t the faintest idea.”

      Propping Ink on one hip, Phaidra produced a handkerchief from her sleeve and attempted to clean Ink’s hands. The more ink she wiped off, however, the more there seemed to be. After several bewildering moments of this, she was forced to concede temporary defeat.

      The ink was not coming off that easily, and Ink was not happy with her mother.

      “You’d best have Elsa bring some soap,” Nicholas observed.

      Shaking her head, Phaidra called for Ink’s nurse to bring her a basin of warm water and some soap. A stout young woman with honey-brown hair, a round face, and kind brown eyes, Elsa had been a farmer’s daughter from the far side of Dittforth before she came to the Manse. She smiled at Ink as she entered with the basin.

      “Thank you, Elsa. That is all.”

      Elsa curtsied and departed, while Phaidra sat down on the window seat with the basin and proceeded to rinse Ink’s little hands in the water.

      That was the moment Phaidra realized the black ink was actually seeping out of her daughter’s fingertips.

      Absolutely astonished, she sat frozen with Ink in her lap and watched black droplets drip from Ink’s tiny fingers, slowly turning the water in the basin a watery black. She was too numb to notice the black droplets Ink splashed on her green skirt.

      This, Phaidra thought with a heavy heart, is not natural. Her mind flashed back to the stranger’s hesitance. Ink is different. She had to clear her throat twice before she could say, “Nicholas.”

      “Yes, dear?”

      “I know where she’s getting the ink.”

      Surprised, Nicholas glanced over his shoulder. “What? Already?” The smile forming on his lips died when he saw his wife’s face. “What’s wrong?”

      Phaidra swallowed and nodded down to the basin of inky water. “It’s coming from her fingers.”

      Nicholas laughed.

      Ink laughed too, and clapped her hands together, spattering watery ink on herself and her mother.

      Phaidra’s expression did not change. “I mean it, Nicholas. Look.”

      His laughter died away as she rose to her feet and moved closer, lowering Ink to the desk and allowing her to trace black streaks on one of his papers.

      “Well,” Nicholas said at last, when he could speak, “it would seem you named our daughter better than we knew, my love.” He took Ink from her and settled her on one knee so he could examine her fingers.

      Ink chattered happily at her father before reaching for his papers again.

      Phaidra wrung her hands together. “What are we going to do, Nicholas? How do we make it stop?”

      “No, no, darling. I’m afraid the King won’t appreciate your artistic efforts.” Nicholas moved his papers away and bounced Ink on his knee when she protested. He looked up at Phaidra. “I don’t know what to tell you. I’ve never heard of anything like this happening before.” He shook his head slightly. “It seems to be something she can control, at least partly.”

      Phaidra continued to look worried.

      Nicholas glanced over his shoulder at the bright sunlight streaming in through the window. “The weather has warmed up,” he said thoughtfully. “Have you considered taking her outside?”

      They both looked at Ink, who was now leaning forward against her father’s arm with hands outstretched for a shiny letter opener. Nicholas rescued it before her little fingers closed around it. “No, no, little one. That’s too sharp for you.”

      “I thought it still too cold yet.” Phaidra sighed as she took in the new black smears on Ink’s blue dress. “But, we’ll just have to try it. At least the grass won’t mind if she paints it black.” She sighed again. “I don’t know what I’m going to tell Elsa.”

      “Tell her the truth,” Nicholas advised, “but tell her to keep it to herself. She’s a good girl, Elsa.”

      “All right. If you think it best.” Phaidra scooped Ink up in her arms again, mindful of the fresh ink, and planted a kiss on her hair. Softly, she murmured in her ear, “I don’t care if you do drip ink—” the child looked up at her as she heard what she thought was her name, “—I’m so glad I have you.”

      Elsa took the news with less fuss than Phaidra had feared. In a halting voice, the young woman explained that she’d had her suspicions about Ink, but she had not said anything because she was half-convinced she must be imagining things. She would happily keep the secret.
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      Until the weather warmed enough for Phaidra to deign it suitable for Ink to be introduced to the outdoors, she took a pragmatic approach to dealing with the child’s inky fingers. She knitted little black gloves and put them on her daughter’s hands. Needless to say, Ink did not like this at all. She cried and fussed whenever her mother or Elsa slid the gloves on her hands, and did her best to pull them off. The two women ultimately resorted to tying them on her little wrists.

      They were all happy the morning Phaidra carried Ink outside and set her down in the grass beneath a big oak tree near the gardens. She took the gloves off and allowed Ink to toddle around and explore. Ink found grass fascinating. After an initial hesitation at its strange, prickly texture beneath her feet—for a few minutes, she clung to her mother, unwilling to step on it at all—she plopped down and began grabbing it in fistfuls.

      Phaidra intervened to keep Ink from eating the grass, but otherwise left her alone while she enjoyed the sunshine and balmy spring air. After a little while, she registered absolute silence and swiftly turned to see what her daughter had gotten herself into now. A quiet child meant one of two things: she was either asleep, or she had found something that spelled trouble.

      To her amazement, Ink had made her way over to the edge of the flower beds and was staring at them in rapture. She stuck a finger in her mouth and sucked, but quickly yanked her finger away, leaving a faint black smudge in her mouth. Instead, she stretched out a hand for a bright red bloom.

      “Ink.”

      Before Phaidra could reach her, Ink had pulled the first bloom off and was staring at it in wonder. When she started to grab another bloom, this one bright yellow, Phaidra stopped her. “No, Ink.” She helped her daughter stroke the flower gently. “Don’t pull it off. You’ll hurt the flower. You can touch them like this.”

      Following her mother’s cue, Ink gently stroked the flower with her tiny finger.

      “That’s a good girl.” Phaidra took in the wonder and delight on the little girl’s face and made a decision. “Would you like to see more flowers?”

      Over the course of the next half-hour, she carried Ink around the flower gardens and showed everything to her. When they came in for lunch, she was laughing and jabbering in the few words she could say so far and a musical baby language all her own. Her paper white skin, however, carried an angry gray flush of something they concluded must be sunburn.

      From that point on, Nicholas and Phaidra could safely say three things about their little girl. One, she loved to draw. Two, she loved flowers. And, three, she did not do well out in the sun.

      This concerned Phaidra greatly, because having tasted the outdoors, Ink wanted to be outside at all times. Particularly around the flower beds. A few of them, such as pansies, were in the shade, since some of them did not need as much sun as others, but Phaidra soon learned that Ink, much like her namesake, could not be confined to any one area. And, just like flowers, she craved the sun.

      Even if prolonged exposure raised painful, weltering gray blisters on her porcelain skin.
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      Now that Ink was walking in earnest, her mother and nurse encountered a bit of a snag. Stairs delighted Ink. The grand staircase in the Manse was an obstacle she made up her mind to conquer—one step at a time. Getting down was trickier; she had nearly fallen several times. Only Phaidra’s quick intervention—or, on the occasions Ink had slipped away from her, one of the servants’ intervention—prevented her from having a serious fall down the steps.

      One morning, however, Ink took advantage of a conversation her mother was having with Myrtle, the head cook, to head for the back stairway. She toddled down the hallway and started up the staircase, ponderously climbing one step at a time. By the time Phaidra realized she had disappeared, Ink was halfway up the staircase.

      “Ink!” Phaidra made an exasperated sound in the back of her throat. “You had better not be on those stairs again, my love!”

      Hearing her mother’s voice, Ink giggled to herself. She loved this game they played. Soft footfalls told her that her mother was rapidly approaching the staircase; she climbed faster in order to reach the top before her mother’s strong arms scooped her up and took her away from her fun.

      At least, she tried to climb faster.

      In her haste, Ink tripped over her own feet. She had one startled second to wonder what had gone wrong before her world tipped upside down and she fell backwards. All the air was knocked out of her little lungs as she tumbled down the steps.

      “Ink!” Phaidra cried, picking up her skirts and racing toward the staircase in a desperate bid to catch her daughter before she hit the stone floor at the bottom of the steps. She dropped to her knees on the second step from the bottom and her arms closed around Ink’s tiny form, snatching her safely up to her chest. Her heart thudded wildly against her bodice as she closed her eyes for a second in relief, visions of what could have been flashing across her mind.

      Ink’s chest expanded as she sucked in a breath, and then her mouth opened in a wailing cry. Her head ached, her body ached, and she had not reached the top of the stairs. She fisted her hands in her mother’s clothes and bawled.

      “My lady!” cried Myrtle. She was a stout, ample woman, with blonde hair now streaked liberally with gray. She reached Phaidra, puffing a little, and placed a hand on her side. “Is she all right, milady?” She took a closer look at Phaidra. “Are you all right, milady?”

      Phaidra drew in a shaky breath and kissed the top of Ink’s head before she unfolded herself and sat back on her heels to examine her child. “I think so, Myrtle. I don’t think she’s broken anything.”

      As Phaidra brushed Ink’s hair back to check her head, Myrtle gasped and took an involuntary step backward. Phaidra’s next breath caught in her throat and stuck. Ink had hit her head on the way down—and the cut oozed black liquid.

      “Lady Phaidra…” Myrtle stammered, raising a tremulous finger to point at Ink while her other hand rose to her throat. “She—she⁠—”

      Drawn by the commotion, several of the kitchen maids and two footmen popped their heads out of the kitchen doorway. Their eyes were wide and round.

      In the blink of an eye, Phaidra overcame her own astonishment and recovered. “Someone’s left an inkpot out again,” she said briskly. She patted a still-wailing Ink’s back and struggled to her feet. Her knees ached, but she did not feel it. Right now the only thing registering in her mind was the fact that her baby had been hurt.

      “Send someone to fetch Elsa for me, please, Myrtle.” Phaidra dismissed the cook with a flick of her head and continued smoothing one hand down Ink’s back. “There, there, my darling,” she cooed softly. “You’re all right. This is why Mother and Father don’t want you climbing up the stairs all by yourself.”

      Black ink continued to drip down the side of Ink’s head. Phaidra wanted to tell herself that Ink had to have been drawing on herself, but the fact that she could faintly make out split skin beneath the ink made her stomach churn. Who has black blood? she thought, a little wildly.

      Common sense finally overcame shock. Black blood or no, it won’t clean itself up, said a practical voice inside her mind. The child has had a shock and so have you, but you’ve got to stop the bleeding.

      Forcing her shaky legs to support her weight, Phaidra hitched up her skirt with one hand, renewed her hold on Ink with the other, and sailed upstairs to Ink’s bedchamber.

      Elsa came rushing around the corner a moment later and practically flew up the stairs after them. “Lady Phaidra!” she gasped. “Is she all right?”

      Ink was still wailing.

      “I think so,” Phaidra said above the noise. “She’s had a bit of shock and she seems to have hit her head.”

      Elsa’s face paled as she got a good look at Ink’s injury—the black liquid dripping down Ink’s face contrasted wonderfully with her skin—but she kept her head. “We must take care of this, milady,” she said, and hurried out to get a basin of water and clean cloths.

      Phaidra sank down in a chair in Ink’s chamber, and cradled the little girl to her chest. “You’re all right, my love. No need for tears. You’re quite all right.”

      Ink’s wails slowly turned to sobs, and then finally to little hiccups. Phaidra held her still while Elsa helped clean her up. The nurse did her best to maintain a straight face, but the frightened look in her eyes as she cleaned the wound told Phaidra what she herself had feared.

      Ink’s blood was black.

      Nevertheless, Phaidra forced herself to speak. “Can you tell what it is, Elsa?”

      Elsa swallowed heavily. “I—I’m not sure, milady. If it were—if it looked like normal blood, I’d say it is blood, but it’s—” she cut herself off, unwilling to say more.

      “But it’s not.” Phaidra held back a sigh. Turning Ink’s face toward her, she examined the cut at the little girl’s hairline. There was no trace of anything remotely resembling red blood around it. Phaidra could not even determine what color the flesh inside the cut was; her black blood—or whatever it was—discolored everything else.

      The only thing Phaidra knew for certain was that Ink’s body was somehow producing the black liquid.

      Shifting her grip on Ink slightly, Phaidra swiped a fingertip to along the gash and then touched the tip of her tongue. Instead of the familiar metallic taste of blood, she tasted ink. For half a second, she sat frozen in bewilderment. She could not give way to it, however; too much depended on these next few moments.

      Straightening, Phaidra met Elsa’s frightened gaze and modulated her voice to sound calm and matter-of-fact. “It’s ink.”

      Elsa’s eyes widened comically. “But why⁠—”

      “I don’t know.” Phaidra motioned for the nurse to hand her a cloth; as soon as she had it, she pressed it gently to the gash. “We’ve always known Ink is a little… different.”

      “Where did she come from, my lady?”

      Phaidra shook her head. She was not about to tell Ink’s nurse—no matter how much the girl loved Ink—that a strange man had pulled her from a piece of paper. “A kingdom very far from here.”

      Elsa knelt beside the chair and looked somberly at both Phaidra and Ink. “We can’t hide something like this forever, milady.” She watched Ink rub a tiny fist in her puffy, tearstained eyes and something like deep grief settled over her features.

      It sent cold chills pirouetting down Phaidra’s spine, and her voice, when she spoke, was sharper than she had intended. “We shan’t shout it to the world, girl, if that’s what you mean.”

      “I mean when she grows up, milady. Black ink instead of blood…” Elsa shook her head. “It’s not natural.”

      I know, Phaidra thought, her heart aching in her chest. But all she said was, “No matter what, Elsa, she is my daughter. You will do well to keep this to yourself.”

      For a second, Elsa’s face whitened as though she had just been slapped. Then she leaned closer to rest a hand on Ink’s back. “On my word, milady, I’ll never do anything to harm this little one.”

      A tight knot of grief welled up in Phaidra’s throat, preventing her from speaking. She could only nod and tighten her grip on Ink.
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      That night, when she was certain they were safely alone, Phaidra told Nicholas what had happened. She showed him the black ink on the cloth they had used on Ink’s head and watched his face pale behind his brown beard.

      “Best not let the old hags in the village hear of this,” he growled, pacing back and forth across the length of their bedchamber. Ink lay asleep two rooms over, with Elsa to guard her. “They’d have her branded a witch by midmorning.”

      From her seat on their bed, Phaidra watched him pace with worry written all over her face. She clasped her knees to her chest, taking care to avoid touching the spots where she had hit the stairs earlier. “What do we do, Nicholas?”

      “Do?” He pivoted to face her. “What can we do, save continue to love her as our own?” He threw his hands into the air. “Yes, if the stranger had told me at the start about this, I might have hesitated to accept her. But…” He dropped his hands, thinking of Ink’s tinkling laughter and the joy her presence had brought to their lives, and looked helplessly at his wife. “She’s our daughter now, Phaidra. I can’t imagine our lives without her.”

      “Neither can I,” Phaidra agreed quietly. She opened her arms to her husband and he came, folding his own arms around her in turn. She looked at him, the same question reflected in both their eyes.

      With what looked like ink for blood, was their daughter even human?

      And if she was not human… what was she?
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      The discovery that even Ink’s blood was different precipitated a few changes in Phaidra and Nicholas’s plans to raise their daughter. They resolved to keep this new information to as small a group as possible—which meant themselves, Elsa, Guyre (since Nicholas decided it would be unwise to keep it from him), and, unfortunately, Myrtle. They hoped the cook chalked the black blood up to Ink touching her face with inky hands; it should certainly make more sense to her than the alternative.

      How to keep Ink from hurting herself again was a different—and more complicated—matter.

      Having once been introduced to the outdoors and the flower gardens, not even the threat of sunburn could keep her inside for long. Vegetables thrived under her care, but her real love were flowers. It mattered little what kind; Ink loved them all. She would ooh and ahh over big, bold, vivacious blooms and then drop to her knees to cradle a delicate little blossom in her hands.

      Over the next few years, Ink and her mother fought many battles about how much time she spent in the flower gardens. Phaidra always insisted Ink wear gloves and a cloak to shield her from the sun’s rays, and Ink vehemently protested this encumberment until she was old enough to understand the direct correlation between her time outside and the painful sunburns she experienced.

      “Maybe you were meant to live under moonlight,” her father teased her.

      “Maybe so,” Ink huffed back, wrinkling her nose, “but I’d miss the sunshine.”

      Nicholas eventually promised Ink a steady supply of paper and canvas for her sketches if she limited her time out in the sun to the early mornings and late afternoons, when the odds of her being burned were less likely, and if she diligently worked with her mother to learn how to run the Manse.

      This was difficult when she was little, since Ink did not always have control over when black ink dripped from her fingertips. But, just as Phaidra had hoped, she did learn how to turn it on and off. This made mundane tasks like mending, sewing, tatting, and other fine arts less likely to be ruined by an inopportune spill of ink.

      Realizing Ink’s penchant for bright colors, Phaidra took care to dress her in as colorful an array as they could afford. One of their older servants, a woman who had been in charge of fabric production for most of her life, took a shine to Ink when she saw how interested she was in plants. She taught Ink the different plants used in dyes.

      Ink even became a regular—and well-loved—fixture in the village. She made the rounds with her mother, cheerfully—though sometimes shyly—greeting people. The villagers themselves fiercely guarded her; the only people ever allowed to make comments about strange little Lady Ink were they themselves. All outsiders were to be pummeled for such remarks.

      In the afternoons, she spent an hour drawing and an hour or two reading everything from the poetry to the history of Traxlin and its surrounding kingdoms. Nicholas oversaw this portion of her education; he was more than content to have his daughter occupy a corner of his study while he and Guyre went over various matters pertaining to the management of Dittforth.

      At the beginning, Ink never used a brush, pen, or pencil. She drew with her fingers, sketching lines and curves—sometimes with both hands—across the paper. Ink flowed from her fingertips and, to her parents’ astonishment, modified itself at times to fit whatever she needed, be it thin strokes or fat.

      Nicholas put a stop to that, however—or at least he attempted to. He sat Ink down one day and explained to her that from now on, she needed to use a brush or a pen like other people. He demonstrated how to dip a pen into ink and draw with it and Ink copied him, though privately she thought the entire thing was quite silly. What need had she for an inkpot when she could simply achieve the same effect with her fingers?

      The day before her twelfth birthday, Ink’s life changed forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Ink awoke that morning to find black ink in her sheets—and also in her nightclothes. When she first glimpsed it, she thought she must have been drawing in her sleep. Shaking her head at herself, she examined her fingertips.

      They were clean.

      She frowned, blinked, and looked at them again.

      Still clean.

      She scrutinized the backs of her hands, before checking her feet for good measure. Just in case, she told herself. Still, nothing.

      Ink set about making a more thorough search… and fear curled in the pit of her stomach.

      When Elsa, her faithful nurse, bustled in with a breakfast tray, Ink shoved her hands beneath the covers. “Elsa, would you ask my mother to please come here?”

      Elsa raised an eyebrow at her. “And what are you needing to talk to her about at this hour of the morning?” It was still early; Ink liked to get up before the sun had a chance to gain full strength.

      Two gray spots burned in Ink’s pale cheeks, alerting her nurse to the fact that something was wrong with her charge. “It’s important, Elsa.” Shame-faced, she dropped her gaze to her bedcovers. “There’s something wrong with me.”

      This alarmed Elsa more than anything else. Ink, as they said fondly around the Manse, had the constitution of a mule. She was seldom ever ill.

      “I’ll go at once, Lady Ink.”

      “Thank you,” Ink whispered, staring blankly at her covers.

      She was still huddled in the center of the bed when Elsa returned a few minutes later with an anxious Lady Phaidra in tow.

      “Ink, my love, what’s wrong?” Phaidra asked, sweeping into the room in her dark blue dressing gown. She sank down onto the side of Ink’s bed and placed the back of her hand against her daughter’s paper white forehead.

      Ink bit her lip—but not hard enough to draw blood. She had learned that lesson the hard way. Swallowing a lump in her throat, she flung the bedcovers aside to reveal the ink staining her sheets and her nightclothes. “I think I’m dying.”

      Phaidra comprehended the situation in an instant, and Elsa followed along right behind her. “Oh, Ink.” Phaidra reached out a hand to brush away a tear at the corner of Ink’s eye. “You’re not dying, my love. You’re simply becoming a woman.” She motioned to the stained bedclothes. “This is normal for a girl your age.”

      Inside, however, her heart ached. Still no change. Ink’s blood remained, well, ink. Phaidra enfolded her daughter in her arms and met Elsa’s somber gaze over her head. Both of them shared the same thought: with ink in place of blood, Ink would probably never be able to bear children.

      Elsa helped Ink clean up before whisking away the soiled sheets. In her absence, Phaidra hugged her daughter close and explained the changes happening in her body. For a few moments, she agonized over whether or not she ought to tell Ink her suspicions. She and Nicholas had discussed whether they should ever tell Ink she was adopted; they had yet to reach a decision.

      I think… I think today should be the day, Phaidra thought, smoothing a lock of Ink’s long black hair over her shoulder. I’ll tell Nicholas after breakfast.
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      Her husband took the news about as well as she expected—which was with grief.

      “She can still manage Dittforth the rest of her life,” Phaidra reminded him. “The land needn’t go to your brother’s family for many years.”

      Nicholas waved that aside. “I don’t care about that,” he said thickly. “It’s Ink. The thought of our little girl never being able to have her own children.” He raised red-rimmed eyes to his wife. “She’s the last of her line too, remember?”

      Phaidra wordlessly moved over to embrace her husband. She knew that thought resonated with him deeper than anything else.

      After a long moment, Nicholas straightened. “We’ll tell her together.”
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      Nicholas and Phaidra walked Ink out to the garden, where they chose a shady bench in front of one of her favorite flower beds. Neither of them quite knew how to begin. After all, how do you tell your child that she had another family once upon a time—a family that has been dead for years? Furthermore, how do you tell your child she will never bear children of her own?

      Ink started the conversation herself. Twisting her pale fingers together inside her cloak, she looked from her mother to her father and back. “I’m not like everyone else.”

      Her parents exchanged glances. “Not quite, my love,” said Phaidra softly.

      “You are different, Ink,” Nicholas said, “but there’s nothing wrong with that.”

      “I don’t look like either of you,” Ink said bluntly. “I’ve been wondering about it for a long time. The children I know seem to take after one of their parents, but everybody treats me like they’ve never seen anything like me before.” She thrust one white hand out of her cloak. “And I’ve never met anybody with skin like mine.”

      Nicholas cleared his throat. “Well, Ink, darling, Dittforth is very small, compared to the rest of the kingdom. There are cities and lands that have much larger populations.”

      Phaidra threw him a look that clearly said, Dear, you are not helping. “You see, Ink,” she began, “your father and I could never have children. We tried for years, without success.”

      Curiosity played across Ink’s face. She had never heard this story before.

      Nicholas picked up the tale. “And then one day, a stranger came to visit us. He told us he was a survivor from a war that had engulfed a far away kingdom. He brought us a child—the last living member of her family—and asked us to love her as our own.” He said nothing about the stranger conjuring her from paper; they had decided to leave that bit out for the time being.

      Ink’s black eyes grew wide in her face; she almost seemed to collapse in on herself. “I’m not your daughter?”

      Phaidra hastened to reassure her. “You are our daughter in heart and spirit, Ink⁠—”

      “—and in name,” Nicholas added.

      “—but not in blood.” Phaidra tucked a lock of hair behind Ink’s ear. “You were—and are—a gift to us.”

      Ink sat very still, trying to comprehend everything. Her head spun. “Who was the stranger? Where did he go? Did he look like me?”

      Nicholas looked at Phaidra again before taking one of Ink’s hands in his own. Her fingertips were cool to the touch. “We don’t know who he was. He said he was a friend of your parents and your godfather, but he also said he could not stay because the danger would have been too great.” He paused. “His skin was the same color as yours.”

      “He told us he had spent a long time searching for the right family to give you to,” Phaidra added, tears clogging her voice. “He made us promise to love you and cherish you as our own.”

      “And we do, Ink,” Nicholas said earnestly. “We love you dearly.”

      Ink took great, gulping breaths in an effort not to cry. “Even though I look different and my blood is black?”

      Nicholas folded her into his arms. “Even so, Ink.”

      She clung to her father’s tunic. “Why am I different?”

      Nicholas smoothed a hand over her hair. “I don’t know. It’s just the way you were made.”

      Phaidra bit her lip. “There’s—there’s something else we have to tell you, dear,” she said gently.

      Ink pulled away from her father to look at her mother with something akin to dread. What else can there be? “What?”

      “Well…” Phaidra took a deep, bracing breath, and reached for her daughter’s hands. “Remember what we talked about this morning?”

      Ink nodded numbly.

      Her throat threatened to close up, but Nicholas’s quiet presence gave her the reassurance Phaidra needed to continue. “I don’t think you’ll be able to have children, Ink.” She gentled her voice even further. “If it were even possible for you to bear a child, I don’t believe the child would live.”

      Terrible, harsh things to tell a girl of barely twelve. Especially when marriage and children were still years away. But she and Nicholas both thought the truth was better told now, instead of later, when it might shatter Ink’s hopes and dreams.

      Tears spilled over in Ink’s eyes in earnest now. Nicholas and Phaidra knew she was far too young to realize the full implications yet, but she grasped most of them. How could she not, when their society revolved so much around children and happy families?

      “I’m so sorry, sweetheart.” Fresh tears welled up in Phaidra’s brown eyes. “I’m so very, very sorry.”

      Ink slid closer to her mother and threw her arms around her. Phaidra bent her head over Ink’s hooded head and wept with her. Nicholas wrapped his arms around both of them.

      None of the servants bothered them for the next hour; Guyre ensured everyone left them alone. He did not entirely know what was going on, but the sober, grief-stricken look on his lord’s face had told him it was no cause for celebration.
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      Finally, Ink sat up, wiped away the last of her tears with her father’s handkerchief, and handed it back to him. She took a deep breath and nodded to the flower gardens. “May I be excused?”

      “Certainly, Ink,” Nicholas said warmly. She offered him a tentative smile as he lifted her hand to his lips and pressed a kiss to her knuckles. “I love you, my dear.”

      “I love you too, Father.”

      Phaidra impulsively pulled Ink in for another quick hug. “Everything will work out, my darling. We just thought it would be best for you to know now.” She, too, pressed a kiss to the backs of Ink’s hands, before carefully straightening the hood of Ink’s cloak. “You are and always will be our little miracle child.”

      Ink’s face brightened a little more. How could a lass feel unwanted and out of place in the face of the love her parents were showing her? She dropped her parents a curtsy and carefully pulled on her gloves before turning toward the gardens.

      After she had disappeared around the bend, Phaidra leaned into her husband’s chest. “She took it remarkably better than I expected.”

      “Indeed.” Nicholas pulled his wife closer. His heart ached for his little girl. “I suggest you send Elsa to keep an eye on her, just in case.”

      “I’ll do that, my love.”
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      Ink spent the remainder of the morning in the gardens. She made sure to stay as much in the shade as she could to appease Elsa, who joined her shortly thereafter, and allowed her mind to wander. Her fingers well-knew their tasks—weeding, mulching, planting, and the like—which left her free to think about things.

      Specifically, the two major things she had learned today.

      The shock of finding out that her parents were not her real parents still resonated within her, but once the brunt of it wore off, Ink found herself curious about her real parents—and curious how they had died. Oh, her father—she would think of Nicholas that way; he was, after all, the only father she had ever known—had said something about them dying in a war, but surely there was more to the story than that.

      Ink might not turn twelve until the next day—and she wondered about that too; suddenly unsure if the day they called her birthday was actually her birthday—but she was not the wide-eyed dreamer of the family. The knowledge that she was an adopted orphan brought her a profound and startling sense of relief. There is a reason I’m different.

      Ink did not know yet what that reason was, but now she knew there was no logical reason to be worried about why she looked different from everyone else in Dittforth. I’m from another kingdom, somewhere far, far away from Traxlin…

      Where, presumably
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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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