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        When it came time to write What’s a Little Duelling Between Friends, both Etty and Tristan insisted on having their say. I tried to explain that these books are supposed to be told from Etty’s point of view, but they refused to listen. Given these are their tales, who was I to refuse their demands?
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        As you read the book, all of Etty’s chapters have her cameo at the top. If you see the cameo of the man, that chapter is told by Tristan. If you happen to catch a glance of this poor writer pulling her hair out because of having to jump between the two, please turn a blind eye.

        Happy reading!
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        Redgrave Household:

        Miss Edith Redgrave - also known as Etty

        Lady Redgrave - Etty’s mother

        Viscount Redgrave - Etty’s father

        Anna - Etty’s lady’s maid

        Johnny - Footman (and Anna’s beau)

        Mr Frost - the family butler

      

        

      
        Bankes-Fernsby Household:

        Tristan Bankes-Fernsby - The Duke of Rockingham

        The Dowager Duchess of Rockingham - Tristan’s mother

        Lord James Bankes-Fernsby - Tristan’s brother

        Mr Hunter - the family butler

      

        

      
        Friends and Otherwise:

        HRH Princess Louise - daughter of Queen Victoria (and Etty’s best friend)

        Lord William Seaton - Etty’s childhood neighbour (and nemesis)

        Lord Samuel Haynes - friend of Lord William

        Lord Godfrey  - friend of Lord William

        Lord Alfred - friend of Lord William

        Lady Arabella Clifford - fiancee of Lord Samuel Haynes

        Mr Payne - owner of Payne, Richardson

        Lord Shrewsbury - Earl of Shrewsbury
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      The groom made the final adjustments to my saddle and then guided my mare, Atalanta, to the mounting block. For a moment, I allowed myself to imagine what it would be like to throw my leg over the horse and gallop off dressed as a man. To wave goodbye to the household and set off for parts unknown.

      Parts where my mother did not dog my every step, asking if I was expecting any callers.

      “None today, Mother,” I had replied day after day.

      “A note, perhaps?” she had added, hope pinkening her cheeks. “Some idea of when he might return?”

      There was no need to voice his name out loud. For the first few days, I had felt a pang of suffering each time I shook my head. That soon gave way to annoyance, both with the man in question and with my mother.

      My faux courtship with the Duke of Rockingham had ended almost as quickly as it had begun. With the matter of the royal blackmailer settled, the Queen had assigned him some new mission outside of London.

      To his credit, he had sent a note letting me know he was taking his leave. Short, bland, and entirely lacking any hint of whether he was pleased to be done with me, or regretful that the farce was over.

      Two weeks was long enough for society to move on, and for my rising star to sink below the horizon. Long enough for the invitations to thin, and for my mother to realise I was no closer to finding a real suitor. Still, she clung to her dreams of playing mother of the bride.

      Part of me hoped he’d stay gone for a month, maybe even two. Surely by then Mother would resign herself to the inevitable truth that I would not marry. She’d stop pestering me about my choice of clothing, cease dragging me to every event where I might cross paths with an eligible bachelor.

      Yet, I could not deny that somewhere deep inside, I wanted the duke to return.

      That thought had pushed me to search for an opportunity to clear my head. Hyde Park was a far cry from the freedom of the open fields of my country home, but I relished the opportunity to get some time on my own.

      As if echoing my thoughts, Atalanta gave an impatient snort and shook her head.

      “You are eager today, my lovely,” I murmured, stroking her velvet muzzle. “Don’t fret. We shall have our gallop, but only if you can remember your manners.”

      Atalanta, a regal, light dapple grey mare, had been a gift from my father when we’d arrived in London for my debut, two seasons earlier. Headstrong and intelligent, she’d put me through my paces before deciding to accept me as her rider.

      By now, we were fast friends. I ran my hand down her neck as I circled around to the mounting block where my groom stood waiting patiently. I placed my gloved hands upon his shoulders, felt his steadying grip at my waist, and in one practised motion was lifted into the saddle.

      My skirt settled in a disciplined cascade over the mare’s flank as I hooked my right knee over the pommel and found the stirrup with my left foot. I adjusted the reins as the groom made his final checks of the girth. Then, with a nod of my head, he climbed onto his horse, and we were off.

      We settled into an easy cadence. My groom kept close behind on the busy streets, but allowed the distance between us to grow once we reached the safety of the park grounds. The air smelled of damp grass and horse, threaded with the faint sweetness of the early-blooming hawthorn hedges that edged the bridle path. My impatience grew as we wove our way around the few slow-moving carriages out that early and avoided the people taking their morning constitutionals.

      Finally, the last of the cautious riders veered aside, leaving the track ahead temptingly clear. I adjusted my grip on the reins and leaned forward. “Shall we show them how it is done?”

      With a flick of my wrists, Atalanta burst free of her restraint and launched into a pounding gallop. I laughed in sheer delight as the wind whipped the loose strands of my hair from my face and threatened to rob me of my top hat.

      The trees on either side of Rotten Row faded to a blur as we flew past. My heart pounded in time with her hooves, my breathing quickened as all my worries and obligations disappeared.

      For a brief moment, there were no voices in my head. Nothing but blessed silence. The world narrowed until there was nothing but speed, sky, and the wind.

      I let myself imagine, just for a moment, that I was well and truly free. That I was, for once, alone.

      I should have known better.

      A blur of dark horseflesh broke from between the horse chestnut trees to my left.

      There was no warning shout, no courteous signal. Only the thunder of hooves as the reckless rider cut across the track, arm waving in the air as he whooped with joy.

      Atalanta saw him a fraction before I did.

      My mare jerked violently beneath me, swerving from the intrusion. Her stride broke and her head flew high. The rein caught hard against my gloved hands as I fought to remain in the saddle.

      Before I could gather her, another horse drove in from the opposite side. A bay surged into my periphery, its rider leaning forward, seat low and balanced.

      My stomach dropped. Another rider coming too close.

      I tightened my hold on the reins, uncertain whether I faced a saviour or a second disaster.

      The rider veered my way, cutting across Atalanta’s shoulder and seizing the ring on her bridle. He held tight, refusing to yield.

      “Down,” he ordered. Not to me, but to her.

      Atalanta fought the check for half a heartbeat before yielding. Her forelegs struck unevenly as she regained her footing. The wild twist in her body steadied beneath me.

      I dragged in a breath and tightened my grip, working with the stranger’s hold rather than against it. The other rider held her only long enough for the danger to pass. Then he shifted his weight, guiding his own mount between us and the reckless fool who had caused the chaos.

      For a moment, we remained dangerously close, my knee nearly brushing the top of his boot, his gloved hand still inches from mine.

      I lifted my gaze to thank my rescuer and found myself staring into a pair of icy blue eyes.

      His eyes.

      Recognition flared there an instant before it reached my own thoughts. He looked no less startled than I felt.

      Yet, he recovered first. “Are you hurt?” he asked in a low voice.

      I shook my head, not yet trusting myself to speak. I swallowed and fought for my composure. “He caught me off guard, that is all.”

      “He caught everyone off guard,” the Duke of Rockingham replied. “Had you been a less-skilled rider…”

      He didn’t need to finish the sentence for me to imagine the outcome. A grey haze edged my vision. I latched onto the compliment he’d paid me to keep the fear of what might have been at bay.

      Finally, my groom arrived at a gallop, drawing sharply alongside as he took stock of the situation.

      The duke was still there protecting me, his mount angled to keep Atalanta steady.

      Approval flickered briefly across the groom’s face before discipline smoothed it away. I forced one hand to unclench from the reins, and raised it to my chest to calm my racing heart. For one suspended second, the three of us formed a tight knot in the centre of the Row.

      Before I could utter a word of thanks to either man, the world came crashing down upon us.

      “Good heavens!” a woman cried from somewhere to my right. A carriage had drawn up scarcely a dozen yards away, its occupants leaning forward in alarm.

      “Shall I call for a carriage, Miss?” my groom asked, already reaching for the reins. “I can guide her home.”

      “I am well enough to continue,” I managed, though my pulse still thundered in my ears.

      The duke relinquished his place at my side, stepping his bay half a length back. The movement was smooth and deliberate. With a touch of his heels against his mount’s flank, he had restored the distance propriety required.

      More riders approached, followed by those who had been walking. A murmur travelled down the Row.

      “It’s Miss Redgrave. She was nearly run down.”

      “Did you see it happen? Who was it?”

      I could have lived with those whispers, such as they were. But I caught another name floating through the air.

      “The Duke of Rockingham saved her.”

      “The duke? He’s back? Was he riding with her?”

      “He got there before anyone else!”

      He’d played the hero, and his reward was once again to be saddled with the burden of our false relationship.

      I glanced at the man in question, but found him staring off into the distance, his hand shading his eyes as he searched for the culprit.

      Far ahead, the reckless horseman who had caused the chaos reined in at last. He urged his horse back towards us at an easy trot, as though returning from a pleasant diversion.

      I recognised him then, though I wished I didn’t. Lord Samuel Haynes, heir to Lord Haynes and close companion of Lord William Seaton.

      He slowed his speed until he was directly in front of us, and raised his gloved hands in applause.

      “Splendid show, Miss Redgrave. I would wager half the Park envied your speed.”

      “You mistake hazard for sport,” the duke replied, his tone as frosty as his glare.

      “Who says they cannot be the same?” Lord Samuel said, brushing aside the duke’s criticism. “Lord William claimed you rode well for a woman, Miss Redgrave, but he should have said you have the seat of a cavalry man.”

      I kept my chin up, refusing to let his insult land. “I’ve bested Lord William in more than one race, and you should be grateful for the hours I spent in lessons. Had you pulled that stunt with anyone other than me, you’d be riding for a doctor rather than spouting your usual nonsense.”

      “Perhaps we should send for a doctor anyway,” the duke murmured softly enough only I could hear. “The man appears to be missing his mind.”

      I bit back a laugh as I cast the duke a sly smile. For a moment, the world shrank again until there were only the two of us, sharing a private joke.

      Despite my desire to linger in that atmosphere of closeness, the crowd around us roared to life.

      “You’re a fool, Lord Samuel. A fool and a miscreant,” an older dowager countess spat from her carriage. “I’ll see that your parents hear of this, even if I have to tell them myself.”

      If she thought to cow Lord Samuel, she was in for a rude awakening. The man bent at the waist, executing a flourishing bow from his seat in the saddle.

      “I shall tell them to expect you, Lady Marston. My dear mama can always do with some company.”

      “Well, I never!” the dowager countess gasped, affronted by his not so clever remark.

      I pitied her, Lady Haynes, myself… Everyone who was forced to endure irresponsible imbeciles like Lord Samuel and Lord William.

      Lord Samuel tapped his heels against the side of his mount, urging it back into motion. “Come now, Thor. If we are to be scolded, we may as well earn it.” Then he raised his hand in a careless salute and sped off without so much as a backwards glance.

      And in doing so, he left me there to deal with the fallout from his lack of caution. Men such as him never suffered from consequences.

      Lady Marston pressed on, not done making her opinion known. “Rockingham, you will see Miss Redgrave home safely, at once.”

      “I assure you, Lady Marston, I am perfectly capable of reaching my own doorstep,” I cut in before he could accept his charge. The situation was already bad enough for word of it to reach my mother’s ears. If I returned home with the duke at my side, I’d spend the rest of my day fending off her questions.

      To his credit, the duke did not argue. He inclined his head at me in a show of confidence. “If Miss Redgrave requires no escort, I shall not presume.”

      “My groom is more than equal to the task,” I assured them all. “But first, I shall finish my morning ride. We have all been inconvenienced too much, as it is. Good day, Your Grace.”

      “Good day, Miss Redgrave.” He touched the brim of his hat, spun around, and cantered off, towards wherever his original destination lay.

      I pushed away from the crowd as quickly as I could, leaving behind their whispered comments. But no matter how hard I tried to focus on the wind, the sky, the flowers blooming in riots of colours in carefully tended beds, peace eluded me.

      The Duke of Rockingham was back in London. The question was, what was I going to do about it?

      And perhaps more interestingly, what were his intentions?
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      I passed the day pondering those questions, but was no closer to an answer by the time the evening arrived. It was only as I climbed into the family carriage, dressed in pale blue silk faille trimmed in delicate Valenciennes lace, that I realised my mother had yet to say a word about my morning incident.

      Had the wings of gossip failed to descend upon our home?

      It was too impossible to believe, and so as I took my seat across from her, I braced myself for what she would inevitably say. After all, we were off to a gala where the Duke of Rockingham was almost certain to make an appearance.

      For once, my mother had more pressing concerns on her mind.

      “You are to be on your best behaviour tonight, Etty,” she said in a voice laced with steel.

      “I am not a child, Mother,” I replied automatically. “I am well aware of what is and is not allowed.”

      “Aware? Yes,” she concurred. “Willing to turn a blind eye to such constraints when it suits you… that is what keeps me lying awake at night.”

      “And here I thought it was Father’s snoring,” I remarked, mostly to pull my father into the conversation.

      “It is both things,” my father said, wading into the discussion before it digressed into an argument. “Leave Etty be, Margaret. If she is old enough to wed and start a family, she is old enough to determine how to best behave.”

      If he thought to quiet my mother, he was in for a rude awakening. She whipped her head around, sending the ringlets at her neck flying.

      “If Etty has her way, she will never wed. Is that what you want, Grant? Have you no dreams of holding a grandson in your lap?”

      “I— well, that is to say—” My father stumbled through his words, my mother having landed a direct hit on his one sore point. He did want grandchildren. “I will not go so far as your mother, but I will say this. If your spirit should war with reason, let reason win the day.”

      My mother added a stern glare to his suggestion. I decided to take his advice immediately, and to avoid getting into a spirited argument I might not win.

      “Princess Louise will be in attendance tonight and has already expressed a strong interest in passing the evening together. I trust that is sufficient to allay your concerns, Mother. Unless you wish me to stay by your side…”

      That news perked her up enough to restore peace to the carriage.

      “You should not let Her Highness down. She is sure to be a steadying presence.”

      If only Mother knew… but I halted that line of thinking before some hint of it might display on my face. Louise and I were close friends because we shared a love for testing the boundaries of what society deemed as polite.

      Once we reached our destination, I was quick to separate from my parents, with the excuse of going off to search for Louise. As I drifted through the various rooms, I had to admit that Mother was right to be concerned.

      This was no ordinary high society ball. Our hosts, Lord and Lady Shrewsbury, had turned their spacious London townhouse into a gaming hall, all for the sake of charity, of course. Each guest handed over a generous donation upon arrival, in exchange for bags of tokens that could be used at the games.

      It was not strictly gambling on offer. Torches lined the garden paths, drawing guests outdoors where they might try their hands at croquet or ring toss. The parlour rooms were crowded with debutantes playing the most innocent of games.

      Louise, however, was not in any of those spaces. I found her chatting with an older gentleman in the hallway leading to the ballroom. I positioned myself within her line of sight, waved a hand to get her attention, and then pointed ahead to where I would wait.

      While she extricated herself from the conversation, I edged closer to the ballroom doorway.

      The scene inside wasn’t what I had imagined. It was better. A string quartet provided background music from the far corner of the room, with the smoke of candles and warm bodies scenting the air. There the traditional ballroom set-up ended. Tables filled the space, each with a uniformed man standing at their helm. These were not ordinary servants, but were dealers and game masters.

      I watched in awe as they shuffled the cards with ease and tossed them in front of each player. I had heard about such things, but never imagined I would get a chance to try my luck at the more scandalous games of chance. Louise had heard enough tales of her brother Bertie’s exploits to want to give them a go as well.

      Alone, neither one of us would have dared to enter the ballroom. But together…

      “Here I am,” Louise announced, sliding into place at my side. Like me, she had her gaze fixed on the room before us, or more specifically, at a pair of young women hovering near one of the gaming tables. “Look at those two.”

      “Fools,” I murmured loud enough for only Louise to hear. Indeed, one of the matrons standing at attention near the walls hurried over to where they stood. I didn’t need to read her lips to guess what she was saying. The matron’s heated cheeks and finger wagging conveyed her displeasure.

      Louise nodded her head in agreement. “It is far too early in the evening for any debutante to set foot in there. The only women playing cards are either married or widowed.”

      “Then we proceed as planned: lawn games until the matrons abandon their posts.” I latched arms with Louise and off we went.

      We found a pair of young bucks willing to join us in a friendly match of croquet. While the men quickly fell into heated competition, Louise and I made purposeful error after error. For every point they earned, we knocked our balls into the rough. What should have been a quick match devolved into a good hour spent hunting for lost balls and tossed mallets. When Louise’s team was declared the winner, the men said their goodbyes and took off as fast as they could.

      “Where to next?” Louise asked.

      I checked the watch I’d tucked into the pocket of my jacket. “Time for us to put in an appearance with my mother. We’ll likely find her playing whist.”

      Indeed, Mother was exactly where I expected her to be. We sipped glasses of punch while we waited for her to finish her current hand. Her brow was creased, her attention so complete that she failed to notice us at all.

      Though she would never admit it, we were far more alike than we were different. She was just as competitive as I was, just as wise at manipulating the social circumstances in her favour, and just as savvy at finding ways to achieve her objectives. Yes, I had spent hours reading my father’s books, but I had spent even more time at her side. I suppose that was why I was both her pride and joy and the frequent bane of her existence.

      “Etty, dear, stand up straight,” she said when she caught sight of me leaning against the wall. She saved her flattery for Louise. “Your Highness, your gown is particularly fetching this evening.”

      “Etty recommended this cut,” Louise replied. “She said it would suit my figure well.”

      “She did?” My mother cut a glance my way. “I was not aware you had any interest in fashion.”

      “I dislike wasting hours of my day in the dress shop, being stuck with pins and tied up in tape measures,” I corrected her. “But I do pay attention when you speak, Mother. I simply recounted to Louise what you and the modiste discussed on our last visit.”

      My compliment caught her off guard, just as I had intended. I further distracted her by telling her all about our croquet match, particularly how attentive our partners had been. She accompanied us to the refreshments room, smiling in approval when we opted for more punch rather than anything stronger. By the time someone else clamoured for her attention, she was convinced Louise and I were on our best behaviour.

      “Your Highness, you are a steadying presence for Etty. Please accept my thanks for being so generous with your time this evening,” she said, fluttering her lashes at Louise.

      I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep a straight face while Louise accepted my mother’s gratitude and replied with the most genuine of smiles.

      As soon as we got out of earshot of my mother, I elbowed Louise. “Steadying presence? You? How did you keep that smile plastered on your face?”

      “Years of practice, my dear friend. I think about how nice it feels to pull the wool over someone’s eyes and the smile comes naturally.”

      “Then let us put your skills to the test in the ballroom,” I suggested, angling us in the right direction. This time we approached from the garden terrace, where the row of doors leading into the ballroom gave us a much wider view.

      “The matrons have abandoned their posts,” Louise whispered.

      “Not abandoned so much as been reassigned,” I countered. I nodded my head towards a fierce dowager standing to our left. She had her back to the ballroom and her gaze fixed on the pebbled path leading into the garden. “At this hour, reputations are lost in the shadows of the hedges, not at the gaming tables. Still, we should not count on getting away with this for long.”

      “Let’s play Hazard,” Louise suggested, but I shook my head.

      “Far too scandalous for us. We must start small, something just shy of completely innocent.”

      “Vingt-et-un?” she proposed. “Lord Carrington is down to his last tokens, and there is an empty seat beside him. When he leaves, we can claim them both.”

      Within minutes, Lord Carrington tossed his cards on the table and shoved back his chair.

      With my attention so focused on his actions, I failed to see who else was eyeing the vacant seats. Louise and I darted forward. From across the room, another man did the same. Our shared destination put us on a collision course that neither of us had foreseen.

      I laid my gloved hand on the back of one of the chairs at the same time as he did, our fingers brushing against one another. I glanced over. The apology forming in my mouth turned to ash when I saw who it was.

      Lord William. My nemesis.

      He was as caught off guard by my presence as I was of his. “What are you doing here?” he hissed.

      “The same thing as you. Now if you will be a gentleman and cede the seat⁠—”

      “You can’t be here,” he insisted, refusing to release his hold on the back of the wooden chair.

      “I most certainly can. This is no gaming hell, Lord William, but the home of Lord Shrewsbury. I am as much an invited guest as you are.”

      We might have continued to argue over the seat had another gentleman at the table not decided to take his leave and free an extra place.

      “Sit down, both of you,” Louise said, her voice taking on the weight of a royal command. Almost as one, William and I dropped into the empty chairs.

      I shifted around, angling my shoulder so that I did not have to look at him.

      “Place your ante on the table, lords and ladies,” the dealer ordered as he shuffled the cards. In a flash, he gave us each our first card, face down on the table. A second pass put one face up. I peeked at my bottom card. A ten down and an eight showing. When it came my turn to request, I declined the hit. The dealer ended up being the only one to go bust, leading to a round of congratulations for all.

      “You’ve had your fun, Etty. Now go,” William muttered under his breath.

      I refused to let him get a rise out of me, instead placing my token on the table in preparation for the next hand. Lord William had the temerity to pick it up and hand it back.

      “Must you always plague me?” I said, narrowing my eyes into a fierce glare. “What has got into you this evening?”

      He gulped, glancing away from my face, before finally saying, in a tone so quiet I could barely hear it, “I do not wish for you to lose more than you can bear.”

      I confess now that I did not react well to his taunting assumption that I was unequal to such a simple game. For most women of our set, vingt-et-un was a game of chance.

      I’d played enough rounds with Anna and Johnny, my maid and her footman beau, to have learned a few tricks. Namely, how to keep a cool head and track the cards as they were dealt.

      I won the next hand, then won again, when everyone else went bust. Seats changed again, but I didn’t pay any attention to who joined our circle. There was only me and William, right back to our childhood rivalry.

      “I say, Miss Redgrave is cheating!” a voice blurted from my right. Not William, but the man on the other side of him.

      “What did you say?” William replied before I could get out a word.

      “She is cheating. No beginner has such good luck.” He leaned forward then, giving me a good look at his face.

      Lord Samuel! Had nearly running me down in Hyde Park not been enough disrespect for one day? Did I tremble at his accusation? No. I rolled my eyes and huffed in annoyance.

      “How can I possibly cheat? Are you suggesting I have an ace hidden inside my glove? Do not blame your misfortune on me.”

      At any other time, with any other person, that would have been enough to draw the matter to a close.

      Lord Samuel, fool that he was, chose to raise his voice and carry on with what was bound to be a losing battle. “It is unnatural for a lady to win so many hands. Either she is cheating or she has spent significant time in the company of gamblers.”

      All around me people gasped at the insult. Even I, for once, was stunned into silence. To disparage my reputation so openly, based on nothing but a few rounds of cards in a perfectly acceptable ballroom… Mother had long warned me that society would not forgive defiance. I had not realised how swiftly it would condemn it.

      The last person I expected to speak up, leapt to his
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PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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