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        MONOLITH-CLASS JUMPSHIP EVENING STAR

        CHAPULTEPEC NADIR POINT

        JADE FALCON OCCUPATION ZONE

        22 JANUARY 3151

      

      

      Duke Vedet Brewer nodded. “Are you sure?”

      The words hung in the air for several seconds, the people floating around the holotable unwilling to commit to an answer. Finally, the Evening Star’s captain, a pale, stocky man whose usually drooping mustache was floating above his lip like a wild animal, nodded. “Aye, Your Grace. We can’t find a trace of any Falcon forces in the system.”

      Vedet looked around the table. He was a rangy man with walnut-colored skin and an unremarkable face. Despite being past sixty, his short hair-and-circle beard—a mustache/goatee combination—was still as dark as it had been twenty years ago. “Anyone think it might be a trap?”

      Kommandant-Hauptmann Helen Goreson, CO of the Hesperus Guards’ First Battalion, shook her head. She was slightly below medium height, thick without being fat, with blondish hair cut close to her scalp. “Ain’t the Birdies style,” she said in a nasal drawl, the scars on her face standing out against her paling skin.

      “Agreed,” Colonel Thomas Kirk, the Guards’ field commander, added.

      Brewer looked around the holotable. The senior officers of his own Hesperus Guards and the Evening Star’s captain returned his stare. I once commanded hundreds of billions, he thought ruefully. Now, I command only a couple of thousand.

      He had once been the Archon of the Lyran Commonwealth, a ruler of over three hundred star systems. Now, he wasn’t quite a fugitive, but he wasn’t welcome in many parts of the Commonwealth. The fact he wasn’t being hunted by the Lyran Commonwealth Armed Forces or the Lyran Intelligence Corps showed the weakness of Archon Trillian Steiner and the Commonwealth itself. The Commonwealth was in freefall, a stumbling, weakened state that had lost dozen of worlds to both the Wolf and Jade Falcon Clans, ripe to be ripped apart by enemies on all its borders.

      Melissa, you fool!

      After years of dithering, Melissa Steiner, the Archon before him, had let her ambition run ahead of her ability by trying to stabilize the Commonwealth at the expense of both the former Free Worlds League and the Republic of the Sphere. She then doubled down by allowing the Wolves to freely move through the Commonwealth to help the LCAF in its war against former Free Worlds planets. When the Wolves had turned on Melissa, seized a dozen Lyran worlds and mauled the LCAF, their betrayal had sent shockwaves through the state. A cabal of LCAF generals decided they weren’t going to be held responsible for the Archon’s mistakes. They staged a coup, removed Melissa, and allowing Brewer to step in and try to save the Commonwealth.

      But the job had proved impossible, and when both the Wolves and Falcons came for Tharkad, he and his Hesperus Guards had fled, repudiated by the same generals who had put him into power, leaving Melissa back on the throne and to a martyr’s death. Now, Melissa’s shadow, her cousin Trillian, was the Archon and was proving to be just as ineffective as her deceased cousin.

      “Any activity from the planet itself?” he asked.

      “Nothing yet,” Brewer’s head of intelligence replied. Midori Jennings was tall, gaunt, and pale. With a high forehead, thin face, and blank expression, more than a few of the Hesperus Guards called him “The Undertaker” behind his back, but Brewer found him to be capable and competent. “My people are already monitoring for any signals from the planet. We should have a better idea in a day or two.”

      Vedet nodded. “Good.”

      The flight from Tharkad to Alekseyevka had given him a better idea of the Commonwealth’s condition—and it wasn’t good. Discontent was everywhere—on the news, on talk shows, in anti-Archon demonstrations on planet after planet. His own actions hadn’t been spared from the anger, and something inside of him agreed with their belief.

      He and the surviving Hesperus Guards had landed on Alekseyevka. He had tried to set up a government in exile there, still claiming to be Archon. But that had died a quick death, leaving him with nowhere to go.

      Bitter and angry, he had taken a hard look at himself and saw an arrogant and foolish man who had done everything wrong and paid the price. No, if he wanted power, he was going to have to take a different path. And that meant learning.

      “What about sending a recon force to the planet?” Goreson asked. She had been with the Guards from the start, rising from lance command to the First’s ’Mech Battalion’s CO on ability alone.

      Vedet looked at the Evening Star’s captain. “Hank?”

      Captain Hank Volman returned his Duke’s stare. “It’ll be a fifteen-day round trip from Chapultepec and back.”

      Vedet shook his head. “Too much time. We’ll finish our recharge and jump to Melissia like we planned.” He shifted his attention to Jennings. “If you came up with anything you think I should know about, contact me.”

      “Yes, Your Grace.”

      The duke looked around the table. “It looks like the Birds are going to ignore us, but we do not know if that’s a good or bad thing. Stay at Condition Two and be ready for anything. That is all, ladies and gentlemen.”

      As his staff moved away, Vedet let his feet touch the deck and felt his boot’s magnetic soles take hold. Taking a deep breath, he tapped a few buttons on the holotable’s control panel and a map of the surrounding solar systems appeared. He stared at it for a few moments, familiarizing himself where the systems were in relation to each other before tapping a few buttons. One system enlarged to take up the entire table space. He stared at it silently.

      “Your Grace?”

      Vedet glanced at Jennings, who was standing there, his own magnetic boots holding him in place. “Yes?”

      “May I ask why you are staring so intently at the Melissia system?”

      “It’s our final destination. I’m familiarizing myself with the system.”

      Jennings tilted his head slightly. “You had repeated familiarizing yourself with the system five times in the last forty-eight hours.”

      Vedet smiled slightly. “You keeping count?”

      “Not really, Your Grace. But you seem…” The spymaster thought for a moment. “…  intense regarding Melissia.”

      “Why not? It was a district capital before the Clanners took it. The perfect place to establish ourselves.”

      “If you don’t mind me saying, I have not seen you act so—”

      “—obsessive?” Vedet said, then chuckled. “I’m not. But I spent several months on Melissia when I was a young man.” He sighed. “Some of the best days of my life.”

      “I see, Your Grace,” Jennings said in a tone that stated he didn’t.

      “Maybe one day I’ll tell you. But for now, please leave me.”

      The spymaster bowed and disengaged his boots’ magmatic soles before floating away from the holotable.

      Vedet watched him leave, then his eyes went back to the displayed system.

      I should have never left you, Cassandra, he thought.
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        BROAD RUN VALLEY

        JAHRESZEITWUNDER

        MELISSIA

        JADE FALCON OCCUPATION ZONE

        23 JANUARY, 3151

      

      

      Graf Yiorgos Laskaris stared through his binoculars at the battle below. His command group, guarded by a battalion of his Fylakes and a mercenary ’Mech company, were on a cliff top, while the battle went on below. The Melissian Republic forces were dug in around the town of Banskon, which straddled the Broad Run River and one of the major routes into Republic-held territory.

      The Noble Council forces, roughly four mixed regiments of infantry, armor, and ’Mechs, were heavily engaged with the Republic forces, several regiments backed up by some armor and a few BattleMechs. Smoke drifted over the battlefield, hiding some of the fighting from Laskaris’ view.

      He lowered his binoculars. He was above middle height, with short blond hair, light brown skin, blue eyes, and a round face. “Colonel Maldonado!”

      Colonel Tricia Maldonado, the council’s senior mercenary commander, who was standing a couple of meters away, looked over at the Graf. She was a tall, thin woman with a blue-green Mohawk and a scarred face. “Yes, Your Grace?”

      “Order Palcott’s lance to move upriver and ford the river like we planned. Move Trimes’ lance up to Palcott’s position and have them ready to move up when I give the word.”

      “Yes, Your Grace.”

      Yiorgos smiled, half-listening to Maldonado relaying his orders, and returned to watching the battle below. The Republicans were stubborn, he would give them that. But they hung onto positions too long, unwilling to give up land to the Council’s forces. Once Palcott’s lance was over the river, they could strike the defenses on the other side of the river, maybe even kill the enemy commander.

      “Your Grace,” Maldonado said. “Baron Gettle is requesting reinforcements and BattleMechs.”

      The graf shifted his attention to the right, where Baron Gettle’s forces were trying to force their way into an industrial zone south of the city’s center. “What forces do we have to support him?”

      “We have two light ’Mech lances that can reach the baron in three minutes, and a medium lance in four minutes.”

      “Send the medium lance and that platoon of Manticores. The lights may be faster, but the mediums have more firepower and armor.” Plus, he thought, that extra minute will bleed the good baron’s forces a bit more.

      “Yes, your grace.”

      Yiorgos’s smile widened into a full grin as he lowered his binoculars again and turned toward his own ’Mech, a pristine Titan II. “Come on, Colonel,” he said to Maldonado as he walked past her. “I want to shift locations.”

      “Yes, Your Grace.”
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      Callisto Mylonasa ducked as another shell slammed into the building about the underground headquarters. The lightstrips flickered, and Callisto felt herself covered in fine particles of matter from the ceiling above. Behind her, Republic Vice-Minister Andrea Tippet ignored the dust and ferrocrete fragments that cascaded down on them.

      They were similar in some ways and very different in others. Both women were tall and lean, but Callisto had long dark hair done up in a braid, jade-green eyes, and mahogany skin. Tippet had a pinched face, a long neck, short graying hair, and slightly tanned skin. Both wore field uniforms, body armor and helmets, though Tippet’s were less worn and cleaner than Callisto’s.

      They strode down the narrow hallway, Callisto with wariness, Tippet with arrogant indifference. Several times, Republican soldiers, wearing the same sort of uniforms, rushed past them, forcing the two the step aside as soldiers came at them. Callisto heard Tippet sniff as a wide-eyes private ran past them at a full sprint. “No discipline,” she said.

      Callisto lightly bit her tongue to prevent herself from turning around and telling the vice-minister she was wrong. But Tippet had the ear of her Freedom Party leaders, while Callisto had a post as an advisor to the Prime Minister, who was in power only at the sufferance of those same party leaders. Combined with Callisto’s half-brother leading the Noble Council, her position was tenuous, at best.

      As they reached the entrance to the command post, another round slammed into the building above them, releasing another shower of dust.

      Inside, it was mayhem. A half-dozen soldiers were moving from one place to another, shouting out reports toward a central table, where a trio of officers stood, tapping buttons on the flat-screen table.

      Tippet shouldered her way past Callisto. “Colonel Nathanson,” she said in an imperious tone. “What is the situation?”

      One man at the table, a younger man wearing the three stars of a Melissian Republic Colonel, looked up at both women. He was shorter than Tippet, but broader, with short platinum-blond hair and a face most would call solid. “The situation?” Mason Nathanson replied. “The situation is drastic and getting worse.”

      “How can it be drastic?” Tippet’s tone was clipped and biting at the same time. “We must hold Banskon.”

      “Well, The Council wants it badly.”

      “Our soldiers will hold, if given the right leadership.”

      “Really?” Mason fired back. “We’re outnumbered four to one in ’Mechs, three to one in armor and five to one in infantry. Plus, Yiorgos himself is commanding the attack—he may be a slimy bastard, but he’s competent.” Another round landed somewhere above them, filling the air with dust. “Did I mention we’re also getting hammered with artillery?”

      Tippet folded her arms. “You will defend Banskon. To the last man, if you must.”

      Mason shook his head, and Callisto could see the anger in his eyes. “I will do no such thing. Your position as Vice Minister of Diplomatic Affairs does not place you in my chain of command, and thus you have no authority over me. Also, the Prime Minister has made it clear to all field commanders that last-stands will not be tolerated or ordered, not after Makrychori.”

      “They will remember Ajax Kostoulas as a Hero of the Republic.”

      Mason’s tone was hard as steel and he didn’t bother hiding his anger. “Kostoulas was a fool, and his stupidity needlessly caused his death and that of five thousand of his soldiers.”

      Tippet stiffened. “How dare—”

      “I dare to speak the truth, Vice Minister,” Mason growled. Callisto noticed the rest of the command post had gone silent, everyone looking at the confrontation in the center of the room. “From the start, Makrychori was not only militarily insignificant, but impossible to hold with ten thousand soldiers. They ordered Kostoulas to pull back to a better defensive position, but he refused to do so. He disobeyed his orders, and the Republic lost five thousand soldiers in a needless defensive action!” He turned back to the table, dismissing Tippet from his attentions.

      Callisto couldn’t see Tippet’s face, but the vice minister’s body was trembling in rage. “Colonel Nathanson!” she snarled. “You are—”

      “Colonel!” a tech yelled. “We have enemy ’Mechs to the north of the city, on the east side of the river!”

      Mason tapped a few keys and stared at the screen that was the top of the table. “Do we have any reserves left?”

      “Just your command lance!”

      “Damn.” Mason muttered. “That’s it,” he unfastened his uniform top, showing the cooling vest he wore underneath. “Comms, put out the word. Retreat Plan Delta. Barlow?”

      A thin woman with frizzy hair looked up from her console. “Yes, sir?”

      “How long to take this all down and get it loaded up?”

      “Fifteen minutes.”

      “You have ten.” Mason turned to look at Tippet. “You better get going.” he looked at Callisto. “Both of you.”

      “You’re giving up?” Tippet growled.

      “No, I’m falling back before we’re surrounded and cut off. Mylonas, escort our guests to the command vehicle and make sure they’re strapped in.”

      “Colonel!” Callisto said quickly. “I need to speak to you for a moment!”

      Mason stared at her for a couple of seconds then nodded. “Fine, we can speak on the way to my ’Mech. Come on.”

      Callisto had to hurry after the colonel, who rapidly walked out of the room. Instead of turning right, the way she and Tippet had come from, Mason turned left and headed down the narrow hallway, Callisto right behind him. A right turn at the end of the hallway took them to a set of rough wooden stairs leading up.

      Instead of climbing the stairs, Mason turned and pulled Callisto under them. “You shouldn’t have come,” he said, looking up at her. Callisto was half a head taller than him, but it didn’t matter to her.

      “I had to,” she replied in a fierce whisper before kissing him.

      He didn’t resist her kisses—he never did—but after a few seconds, he pushed her away. “This is the worst place to be!”

      “I don’t care!” Callisto replied. “I came to warn you that the Freedom Party is setting you up to take the blame for this. They set you up.”

      He nodded. “Thought as much. Tippet the hatchet woman?”

      “Yes, I think she was about to relieve you of duty when the ’Mech report came in.”

      “Thank god for small favors. Not that any of my officers would have obeyed her. Don’t worry. I have enough ammo of my own to counter them.”

      “The PM said he supports any decision you make.”

      “Good to know someone else is in my corner.”

      They kissed again, Mason taking the lead this time before he broke it again. “Get to the command vehicle. I’ll hold off the incoming ’Mechs.”

      “Won’t Yiorgos realize who you are when he see your ’Mech?”

      “Don’t worry. That one is still back at the Rock. I’m using a Linebacker we cobbled together for my current machine.” He touched his finger to her lip. “When the time comes, I’ll face Yiorgos in my uncle’s ’Mech.” He guided her out from under the stairs. “Get going. I’ll see you back at the Rock.”

      Callisto nodded and hurried away. “Please, god, keep him safe,” she muttered as she ran down the hall.

      She didn’t look back.
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        OVERLORD-CLASS DROPSHIP HESPERUS ONE

        CHAPULTEPEC NADIR POINT

        JADE FALCON OCCUPATION ZONE

        24 JANUARY, 3151

      

      

      After a small dinner—he had eaten the same meals as the crew to make sure everything was as it should be—Vedet retreated to his cabin and continued reading a book on military history, one of hundreds he had brought along. He sat on his bunk, the noteputer on one thigh, and a pad of paper on the other for notes.

      On Alekseyevka, he had decided on a course of self-education. He began reading, attending classes at a local university, and having public debates with local leaders. He had thought himself to be a political animal, but quickly realized he was out of his depth and hadn’t even known it. While he was already well-versed in business and economics, he dove deep into both of these new subjects, expanding his knowledge in both areas.

      But it wasn’t just the civilian side of things, either. As he read more military history, Vedet realized his own victories had been due more to good fortune and the soldiers under his command. He dove deeper into military subjects with the same determination he had with the civilian subjects. Tactics, strategy, logistics, anything that would give him a better understanding of what he had done wrong.

      Once he had thrown himself into learning what he had done wrong, he realized he needed people with skills he didn’t have. Midori Jennings had been a member of LIC before being rendered “redundant” in one of former Archon Melissa’s shakeups. After several long conversations, he’d hired Jennings to run his intelligence arm.

      In 3146, Jennings’ first test was to gather intelligence on the newly formed Buena Collective and its new leader, Diego Widmer. The former LCAF general and Margrave of Timbuktu had offered Vedet and his forces sanctuary in the Collective. Vedet was considering the offer, but needed to make an informed decision.

      It had taken three months for the new head of intelligence to put together a team and set up a network, and another three months for the data to come in. It was another two months before Jennings briefed the Duke on the results.

      “In short,” Jennings had said, “the Collective is too weak to stand on its own for any major length of time. I predict it will not last more than five years if left on its own, less if the Commonwealth sends a military force.”

      “And if we get involved?” Vedet had asked.

      “Committing the First Hesperus to defense of the Collective will add only six months to their lifespan, and will cause the First to take medium to heavy losses.”

      Vedet had done his own investigating, spoke to experts, read, and used his new knowledge to try to poke holes in Jennings’ reports. In the meantime, he stalled Widmer’s offers to become part of the Collective’s military, citing a lack of parts and training. While the offers were easily diverted, finding holes in Jennings’ assessment was much harder.

      After careful consideration and to give Jennings a better look at the conditions in the Collective, Vedet had moved the First to Rapla, two jumps from Buena, Widmer’s capital. While not actually taking up Widmer’s offer, the gesture was enough to placate the warlord—for now.

      The next six months were a show. Vedet continued his education, while the First trained as if they were short of parts and personnel. Jennings had assured Vedet that Widmer had spies on-planet, and Vedet had made it look like the First was worse off than they actually were.

      Meanwhile, Jennings sharpened his assessment, and it was worse than the original. Trillian Steiner had been silent on the Collective beyond refusing to recognize it. But Jennings predicted the LCAF would send a force to retake Buena and the other Collective worlds, and it would happen within three years.

      After meeting with the First Hesperus’ command staff, Vedet decided it would be better to stay on Rapla. He made a show of increasing the training, recruitment and buying of supplies. His niece, Caroline Brewer, Hesperus II’s regent, sent several shipments of spare parts, ’Mechs, vehicles, and battle armor to Rapla to fill out the units. Jennings continued his intelligence gathering, and Vedet continued his learning.

      In 3148, when the Commonwealth sent a military force into the Collective—six months later than Jennings predicted—Vedet’s decision to stay out of the conflict was an easy one. Jennings’ analysis of the situation had sharpened to where he believed Widmer was going to lose and lose badly. Vedet’s own feeling was that the Collective was doomed, and he wouldn’t waste his First Hesperus Guards for a losing side. So he and the First had stayed on Rapla. When Widmer had sent one last plea, Vedet’s reply was simple and to the point: I hope you have an exit strategy.

      But while he would not get involved with the Collective, he realized the longer he and the First stayed outside of Archon Trillian Steiner’s control, the more of a threat he would become to those in power. So he had reached out to old contracts, including Gareth Dinesen, one of the generals in the cabal that had put Brewer on the Archon’s throne. Relations between the two were cool—Dinesen and his cabal had been just as quick to abandon him when the Jade Falcons and Wolves had come for Tharkad.

      Dinesen had agreed to talk to Vedet, but only face-to-face. The margrave was on Adelaide, one jump from the Jade Falcon border. About the same time, the breakaway Timbuktu Collective along the Periphery began moving to claim more Commonwealth worlds and Archon Trillian had requested that Vedet and the Hesperus Guards intervene.

      So Vedet and the Hesperus Guards began a series of jumps—not toward the Collective, but to the Falcon border instead. On Adelaide, Dinesen had finally agreed to back Brewer again with both money and influence. In return for the support, Dinesen wanted Melissia back from the Falcons—his Melissia theater was a victim of the Falcons’ rampage—and he had no forces to retake the planets he’d lost. He was willing to back Vedet and his people to do it, seeing it as a way to show how weak Archon Trillian Steiner was.

      Dinesen had thought Vedet Brewer was going to liberate Melissia to make Trillian look weak and reestablish Brewer’s claim to be Archon. But Vedet had his own plans, ones he kept to himself. Melissia was a theater capital, surrounded by planets controlled by the Jade Falcons, with enough infrastructure to make a perfect place to put his plans in motion.

      In short, a perfect place to start a new empire.

      There was a knock on the cabin hatch. “Enter,” Vedet called out.

      The hatch slid open and Jennings stepped into the cabin. “Your Grace.”

      Vedet looked at the chronograph on the bulkhead. “You’re up late.”

      The hatch slid closed behind Jennings. “As are you, Your Grace.”

      Brewer waved a hand. “The demands of leadership.”

      “Yes, Your Grace.”

      “What brings you here?”

      Jennings stepped over to the bunk and held out a noteputer to the duke. “Communications from the planet, Your Grace.”

      Vedet took the noteputer and started scanning the text. The longer he read, the less sense it made to him. “It sounds like the Falcons…have pulled out?”

      “It appears so.”

      Brewer looked up at him. “Could this be some sort of trap?”

      “Doubtful. It took time for those signals to reach us, and we have not been here long enough for the signals to be sent after we arrived. And three different people currently claiming to be Chapultepec’s leader? Assuming this is some sort of trap, it is unlike the Falcons. Malvina is as subtle as an avalanche.”

      “And just as deadly.”

      “But it does lend some validity to the rumors that the Falcons have abandoned their holdings and made a drive for Terra.”

      Vedet snorted. “It’s just that, rumors. There’s still that wall around Terra, remember? Or do you think Malvina figured out how to get past it?”

      “It would be more likely that Alaric has discovered a way to penetrate the fortress.”

      The Duke’s face darkened in anger, then he nodded. “Maybe.” He sighed. “I’ve been out of the loop for too long, Midori.”

      Wolf Khan Alaric Ward was the main reason Brewer had replaced Melissa Steiner as Archon, and then lost the throne less than two years later. When he had first met the Khan during the Lyran campaign against the Free Worlds League, Brewer found him to be impossibly arrogant, with an ego the size of a planet. Only after grudgingly fighting alongside him in the battle against Anson Marik and the Silver Hawk Irregulars on Stewart in 3138 did Brewer see the true warrior behind the ego.

      Alaric was the worst kind of opponent—one with the vision to rule and the skills to back it up. While that revelation had soothed Vedet’s ego somewhat, it left him feeling disappointed in himself for being outmaneuvered by a man more than twenty years younger than him.

      “Yes, Your Grace,” Jenning replied. “Anything else?”

      Vedet handed the noteputer to Jennings. “As of right now, my orders stand. Continue recharging and preparing to jump to Melissia. Also, see what you can work up on an enemy force on Melissia, assuming they pull all the garrisons in the sector back to there. Best and worst cases.”

      Jennings took the noteputer. “Yes, Your Grace.”

      “Then get some sleep. If the Falcons have pulled their garrisons back to Melissia, we could be in the fight of our lives.”

      “Yes, Your Grace. You should follow your own advice. If there is a fight coming, we will need your leadership.”

      “Don’t worry about me. I’ll be ready when the times comes.”
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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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