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      The first time he met the agent code-named Indigo, Raj Stoker had just blown up the Peace Prospects building in Finderstown. Inhaling a deep breath, hoping for fresh spring air even as he knew better, Raj tried not to choke on the disgusting smells of the city. He was perched on the ledge of an apartment complex a block away, chuckling to himself as the explosions rocked the buildings nearby.

      One hand lazily poked at pieces of broken brick by his feet as fire burst up into the sky like a magnificent orange jellyfish floating to the surface of the ocean. The smoke accompanying it joined the smog that lay like a dense blanket over the city. The shattering glass was grating on the ears, even from this distance, but damn, did he love the sound. Something about an explosion gave him such an adrenaline rush. When he inhaled again, finally able to ignore all other scents, Raj couldn’t help grinning at the smell of the fire burning everything in its path.

      Burn to the ground, you fucker.

      If he were a smoker, he would have lit one up to congratulate himself on a job well done. As it was, he merely laughed quietly as he balanced on the worn and crumbly brick that made up the two-foot ledge of the flat roof area. As much as it delighted him to destroy such a place, he still felt a twinge of disappointment in his gut. His little excursion tonight had rendered too few results. Too few answers to his questions. But, no matter. Raj would get to the root of it one way or another. All he had was time.

      A door slammed behind him and his hand immediately went to the axe shoved in his belt. The worn handle was warm against his palm. Fight or flight instincts had the muscles in his thighs bunching in anticipation.

      That was when Raj saw him. The most beautiful man he had ever laid eyes on, outside of magazines and ads on The Box, had emerged through the tattered metal door to the roof. Even as Raj rose to his feet, turning to face him, his eyes were feasting on the man.

      Black hair that held a bluish tint in the sunlight blew across his face in the breeze, the long locks appearing soft to the touch. He had bangs that were a bit too short but didn’t detract from his face. Raj recognized the uniform for the Sentinels of Light.

      The form-fitting white shirt, tight enough to show every curve of his pecs and abs, with sleeves cut just below the shoulder. The usual protective fingerless sleeved gloves ran from his palm to above the elbow and, from what he had heard, though the color matched the shirt, the material was thicker and tightly woven with fibers that resisted blades. The tight white pants were under the loose yifiwawa, the traditional warrior skirt of the ancient Wahilomi clan. The long, pleated skirt even had the slits on the outside of the thighs for ease of movement during a battle.

      Black boots accompanied the uniform, which almost had Raj lifting a brow. Weren’t they supposed to wear all white from head to toe? A small act of rebellion on this man’s part? Or was he simply a new recruit who didn’t own the right shoes?

      Drawing his axe from his belt and flicking his long, loose braid over one shoulder, Raj continued to drink the stranger in. The Sentinel approached with his own hand clutching the handle of the sword at his hip. Judging by the shape of the scabbard, he carried a double-edged sword.

      The man was fit but not overly muscular, as the men on the recruiting posters around the city were, or the few Raj had had run-ins with before. He seemed almost small in comparison; toned but lean, like Raj himself was. They might even be close in height, Raj realized, as the man slowed his steps. Caution rather than fear drew the man’s face into tight lines when Raj unfurled his wings. 

      The stranger was breathtaking, even as he scowled at Raj. His eyes seemed as dark as his hair when he was finally only five feet away. He had a tiny cleft in his rather pointed chin. 

      “This was you wasn’t it?” The voice accompanying the sharp angles of his face was deeper than Raj expected. Another explosion had the building trembling below their feet. Raj grinned.

      “It was. What’s it to you, Sentinel?”

      “I’ve heard of you. The Red Raven.”

      Raj’s smile was immediately replaced by a grimace. He hated that stupid name the media had given him. Red wings and black hair were all they had to go on and producing such a ridiculous nickname for him only fueled his rage. Idiots. It’s not even a cool name.

      “And what do they call you, Sentinel?” His grip tightened on the axe handle, his knees already bending slightly, more muscles tensing. The Sentinels of Light had their own reputation: they attacked first and worried about one’s innocence afterwards. He had seen it often enough. This man, however, was an anomaly. He continued to study Raj as he paused, his left hand creeping to the sheath of his sword as the other still gripped the handle, the overly-large round pommel glinting from the light of the fire behind Raj. His thick lips pouted.

      “It doesn’t matter. But I would like to know your reasons behind all these arsons before I apprehend you.” His eyes were drawn back to Raj’s wings and he couldn’t say he blamed him. The beauty of his large wings with their blood-red feathers was a source of pride for Raj.

      Raj scoffed at him. “Like a Sentinel would understand. You’re just a tool. You don’t actually care about the people you claim to protect. It’s only about results for you. A numbers game.”

      Something flickered in those dark eyes that now focused on his face, and Raj knew he’d hit a nerve. The man began to unsheathe his sword, the metal whispering against its scabbard as it moved.

      “I care about justice,” the man said, his voice gravelly. Low, dangerous.

      Raj wanted to roll his eyes. Great, a self-righteous one. These were usually the most dangerous foe. Blinded by their convictions. So sure that what they were doing was right and just. There was no reasoning with them. I’m done talking, anyway.

      Raj darted forward, pushing off the ledge, using his wings to give him momentum. He rushed the man, raising his axe to intentionally ram it against the half-exposed blade. He could have easily lopped the Sentinel’s head off with his power. But he chose not to. And judging by the look in the dark eyes that widened as they locked on his, the man knew it.

      “Stay out of my way, kid. You’re in over your head, here,” Raj growled. His face was so close to the man’s that he was able to witness the tiny beads of sweat popping out on his upper lip, could see the exact shape of his narrow nose. He smelled like that industrial detergent the government loved to use on the authorities uniforms. The Sentinels must use it, too. Raj hated the smell. It was sharp and too strong, like lye soap. Surprisingly, the man’s thin arches of eyebrow hair were a light color, maybe white. It clashed with his dark hair and lashes. Beautiful, indeed. But stupid.

      Throwing a shoulder forward, the Sentinel pushed Raj back enough so he could fully release his sword. He was stronger than Raj had anticipated. Once the glimmering blade was in hand, his adversary dodged away with the grace of a bird avoiding a moving vehicle. Then he was suddenly behind Raj, aiming his sword low, both hands white-knuckling the grip as he moved with a speed Raj had not predicted from a man his size. Oh, so he is a fighter.

      Raj laughed and pushed off the roof, hovering in the air a few feet above his attacker, his wings flapping loudly, sending dust into the air. The Sentinel didn’t slow but leapt up to meet him, thrusting his sword at Raj’s torso. Tenacious little shit. He actually had to swoop away to avoid the blade, and even then it was close. The man twisted his body and flung an elbow out at the last minute, landing a solid blow to Raj’s thigh before he fell, pale skin flushed pink in the light of the last explosion behind them. 

      Even as pain ruptured in his thigh, the one hit like a stab to his muscles, Raj found himself smiling as he flew higher, well out of reach. He had had a couple run-ins with Sentinels of Light agents before. They usually ran in, swords swinging, magic like fireballs or lightning rods flying, yelling about justice and mindlessly making assumptions about him. They were sloppy and stupid. More brawn than brain and very little skill to speak of. Fighting them wasn’t worth the trouble and Raj usually flew away without a second glance. But this man, this pale-skinned, dark-eyed beauty; fighting him was actually entertaining. He was a challenge and Raj could respect that.

      Even as Raj hovered far above him now, those eyes gazing up at him narrowed in a calculating look. The man pointed towards the collapsing Peace Prospects building. “Are you proud of your work, criminal? How many lives did you take today?”

      “None. Unless you want to have another go.” But when Raj glanced towards the building in question, he heard a soft grunt below. He turned his head back in time to avoid the sword aimed at his face. It whooshed through his hair, lopping off loose strands as it passed, nearly severing his braid. The little shit had actually used a distraction and thrown it at him. Heaved it like a damn throwing knife. 

      Fury made his blood boil. Calm down. He’s only a nuisance. He can’t really harm you.

      Darting upwards, he snatched the sword from its trajectory and flipped it over, sending it speeding back to its owner. “Think you lost this!”

      The Sentinel didn’t avoid the blade. Instead, he gave a little leap and caught the handle with a grace that had Raj sucking in his breath. Still angry, he avoided watching the man land. Turned his eyes away as he sheathed his blade. He shouldn’t be marveling at this guy’s physique, at his form. At the way the sun caressed his face like he was some kind of god sent to the mortal realm. At the way his stomach muscles rippled when he moved. Raj sucked in deep breaths and shoved his axe back into his belt loop. It was past time to go. The authorities would catch sight of him any minute now. He planned to fly away without looking back but the Sentinel’s voice rang up at him over the rubble crashing nearby. More dust and smoke began to fill the streets below. 

      “I’ll be seeing you again, Red Raven. Count on it.”

      Even as half his brain warned him against it, Raj turned and flicked a mock salute to the man. “Looking forward to it.”

      As he rose higher, the air growing colder and thinner as he ascended, Raj chastised himself. He had spent far too much time with him. Why bother having a tussle with a Sentinel of Light? What did it matter if he was gorgeous? Who cared if he was actually skilled with his weapon? If his movements were mesmerizing? He was as clueless as the rest; as brainwashed as the other robots they employed downtown.

      But his mind kept replaying the way he snatched his own sword from the air. His long fingers so nimble when they extended. His speed and elegance as he moved. The way the sun highlighted the tints of blue in his hair and how the locks fell past his shoulders. A part of him wanted to hate the man for everything that he stood for. A part of him was also impressed. Here was a worthy foe.
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      Raj tried to enjoy a program on The Box as he lounged in bed but he couldn’t get into it. Another cheesy drama where the love interest was an upstanding, well-off citizen. Another show where the other love interest ended up being a duplicitous villain because they initially lied about being hollow-boned. Now the character was considered repulsive. Because, of course. Wasn’t that always the case in these fictions? They didn’t even hire an actual hollow-boned man to play the part, donning obviously fake wings on a human instead.

      He changed the channel to find an ad for a concert coming soon in Finderstown. A popular band whose name was known throughout Tar. And, what do you know, scrolling across the bottom of the screen, a disclaimer that the venue was free to discriminate against certain individuals entering the premises. It didn’t take a genius to figure out exactly what sort of individuals they meant.

      This was almost immediately followed by the ad running during damn near every commercial break for small businesses about how affordable and accurate the new Feather Test for their employees was. It made Raj sick to his stomach to see it. 

      Raj wasn’t sure when the government had started subtly slipping the hate messages into the ads or entertainment programs on The Box, but it had been going on for as long as he could remember. And they were getting less subtle about it as the years passed. Any time hollow-boned were mentioned in news reports, it was about a crime. Never about any good they did in the community.

      If only the actual citizens had control over The Box and not those assholes in power, Raj thought as he changed the channel to a mindless comedy show. Hell, if nothing else, the writers would have better shows out there. The dialogue in most of them left much to be desired.

      But the government’s plan had worked too well. Cities were already crowded, treacherous places. Crime was at an all-time high. As if the stench of the oil-powered vehicles and the constant noise of people practically living on top of each other wasn’t enough, those born with wings were cursed to be hated. It didn’t matter if you were a good person or even what color your skin was. Your skill set or personality were irrelevant. If you possessed magic or not made no difference. Hollow-boned were considered a menace to society. Which was ridiculous, since they made up almost half of the population.

      Convincing humans that hollow-boned were low-lifes prevented them from getting suitable jobs. Kept them from finding decent housing. Ensured racist assholes were randomly torturing them with hate-crimes or vandalizing their property. And now, since some stupid doctor had found a way to detect hollow-boned by using saliva, the Feather Test, there was no longer the simplicity of merely hiding your wings. You could be tested anywhere, any time. Called out in public and immediately looked down upon merely because you were born different. It all boiled down to winged citizens practically forced to turn to crime to survive. They became the criminals they were already accused of being.

      But that wasn’t the case for Raj. He was a criminal by choice.

      Bored with the program on The Box, he leafed through his stack of recycled-paper-turned parchment. He really needed to separate his sporadic bits of poetry from his actual work. Scribbling random verse on the back or even in the margins of his blueprints, notes, and employee profiles was not exactly professional. Then again, who will notice but me? It isn’t like anyone will ever read my poetry. Not like I even have anyone to share it with. I certainly wouldn’t bring someone to this dump.

      Not that he had brought visitors to the last hideout he had occupied. Not that he ever brought anyone home. He had no friends now. When he used to have random hookups, they were usually at the other participant’s place or in an alley outside a bar. Raj had never been against fucking in public. Any dark corner would do.

      His last hookup had been a woman who wouldn’t even give him her name as he fucked her against a dumpster. The guy before that had roaches crawling around on his bed while he was sucking Raj off. At the time, it had disgusted Raj, but he couldn’t say he was living any better these days. Cockroaches were the least of his worries. 

      But that was months ago. Fuck, I need to get laid. Even as he thought it, his heart wasn’t in it. Taking the trouble to get up, go out, and try to woo a stranger didn’t seem worth the effort. Masterbation wasn’t a better option tonight. Thinking about squeezing one off as he sat on a stolen mattress on a dusty floor of a place outside of Tarja City wasn’t appealing in the least. He could hear rats scratching around in the walls as it was. No, his hand was not an option tonight with the mood he was in.

      Muting The Box, Raj tossed the papers to the side and flopped back on the mattress, his black hair flying out around him. His thoughts were all over the place. For once, his anger was quiet. A beast slumbering inside him until some small external trigger set off his uncontrollable rage. Then it was clambering to life, scorching throughout his body until he found some way to release it before he burned alive. But not now. Now, melancholy took its place.

      His eyes were drawn to the long, splintering crack across the ceiling and the few water stains that accompanied it. As depressing as this place was, this was how he chose to live. The last two years of his life he had spent dedicated to one purpose. One goal. But on nights like this, when he had no one to chat with and no energy to write, he felt the loneliness in his bones.

      It can’t be like this forever. One day, everything will change.
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      The second time Raj met the beautiful Sentinel of Light was when he found out his name. His code name, anyway; the one the agency had given him for public use.

      Raj despised Tarja City. It was, in his opinion, the dirtiest city in the country. Raj had been cursed with an overly sensitive nose and though some might consider that a good thing, even pleasant scents could overwhelm him and give him a damn headache. Every city he entered stunk and Raj had associated certain smells with certain cities. Tarja City, the capital of Tar, reeked of old, wet socks. Besides the obvious things he hated about cities in general, this is what he detested the most about this particular one. The smell made him want to hurl. But he had a job to do, so he needed to suck it up.

      This rather shabby old brick monstrosity was one of a few secondary locations for the Society for the Betterment of Mankind; another front the government had created to hide their nefarious deeds. At least, that was what he intended to prove. 

      After entering the lobby as inconspicuously as he could, Raj headed right to the door leading to the stairs. Once he ran up the staircase to the floor he needed, he tapped the fire alarm. In minutes, employees were shuffling out the door. Which made moving around much easier. In a small room with a few desks and computers, Raj lucked out when he located the employee he was looking for. He recognized the man from the picture placed with his employee file. The file Raj had recently stolen.

      The man was the last person left in the room. He didn’t seem in a hurry at all as he vacated his desk. Raj snatched him by the arm. Silencing the employee’s surprised scream with a hard slap to the mouth, Raj hauled him to the window to begin his interrogation/torture. He had planned this to the minute and knew exactly how much time he had before the authorities, private agencies, or any vigilantes showed up.

      Honestly, vigilantes were the worst. They were often untrained with hand-to-hand combat and ended up hurting themselves more often than not; apprehending criminals be damned. Luckily, the authorities had been cracking down on them lately. Or the Sentinels of Light were recruiting them.

      The pudgy office worker was terrified, his brown eyes wide as he screamed useless questions at Raj. He even tried stabbing him in the forearm with a quill he swiped from a desk, which stung like hell, but it only managed to annoy Raj. It almost had that uncontrollable anger boiling to the surface but Raj managed to clamp it down. He didn’t have time to go off the handle. He had plans. He had a schedule. He had to remain calm and focused.

      “I’m asking the questions today, buddy.” Raj grabbed him by the collar of his plain blue shirt. “I need access to the files involving the basement. You know which one.”

      “There–there’s no basement here!”

      Raj shot a fist out and broke the window behind the man’s head. He had gotten pretty damn good at breaking windows without cutting himself. Shoving the flailing man backwards, he gripped only one of his shoulders as he positioned a knee to his chest. He knew by the hiss accompanying the screams that some of the glass had penetrated his victim’s back. The man’s upper half hung outside, his shrieks barely audible to any below over the roar of traffic and people. That was one good thing about the noise level of the overcrowded cities. The constant cacophony suited Raj’s purposes on such occasions. Hell, the passerbys in the street probably wouldn’t even notice the broken glass raining down from high above.

      “Not this shitty branch. You know what I’m talking about. You have security clearance for the main hub. The main location. I want access to their files. The secret labs beneath. I want all their research notes.” Raj gave him his most penetrating glare. He was guessing for the most part. Lack of concrete evidence had Raj grasping at straws, but the man’s answers would verify his suspicions. Hopefully.

      Sweat had the man’s shirt growing damp and his hands slick as he gripped Raj’s wrists in terror. He made a few blubbering sounds until Raj lifted his knee slightly and his victim’s body inched a bit more out the window.

      “Okay, okay! You know I can’t give it to you.” He was shaking his head now, pure terror in his eyes. “They’ll kill me. Ruin my entire family.”

      “That’s a shame.” Raj intended to threaten him a bit more, but stomping feet from behind drew his attention. The dark-haired Sentinel from that day on the roof came running through the open office doorway. One glance at Raj and the man hanging halfway out the window and he drew his sword.

      Well, fuck. There goes that plan. How did he get here so quickly? Irritated, Raj still flashed the intruder a smile.

      “Couldn’t wait to see me again, huh? Had to follow me to a different city? I must have made quite an impression.” Even as he spoke, he found his eyes raking over the man again. He’s just too pretty. His too-short bangs had grown out a bit, which suited the shape of his face better. Raj noticed that he still wore black boots. It had been months since their first encounter, which meant the color choice was on purpose. Interesting. Maybe he is a bit of a rebel. 

      “Release that man. I can’t fathom what you could possibly want from him. He’s merely an office worker.” The Sentinel took a couple slow steps towards him, sword at the ready.

      Raj tsked him and gave his best pout. “Oh, bad choice of words.” He gave his victim a tiny shove that sent him right out the window. There was a satisfying yelp before a sickening thud on the pavement below. More screams could be heard outside now but Raj was busy crossing his arms over his chest and grinning at the Sentinel. He honestly couldn’t find it in him to feel bad about killing the guy. With a toss of his head, he flicked his braid off his shoulder. “You’ve really got a hard-on for me, huh?”

      Shock had the Sentinel’s eyes widening and his mouth dropping open. “You fiend! How can you murder so many and stand there smiling about it?” The agent now seemed infuriated, his hands trembling in rage.

      Raj merely narrowed his eyes at him, though he was subconsciously measuring their distance and the desks and chairs between them as he did so, ever alert in confined spaces. Spaces where he had to rely on his fighting skills to save him and not his wings. “So many? This is my only murder to date, kid.”

      Shaking his head, the stunning man began his slow steps anew. “Liar. There were bodies found in the Peace Prospects building in Finderstown. Hollow-boned, like you. How could you kill your own people?”

      His words surprised Raj so much he actually lost his carefully collected composure. He gawked at the man. What the fuck? They planted bodies? Even as rage had his hands clenching into fists, he knew he shouldn’t be surprised. It made sense. What better way to get rid of the dead bodies they were done experimenting on than to plant them in a building a known terrorist had destroyed? Blame it on the criminal. Easy cleanup. They fucking would.

      “That building was empty. I would never kill hollow-boned, or innocents,” he blurted.

      The Sentinel scoffed at him before he charged and Raj was forced to snatch up his axe to deflect the blade of his attacker’s sword. As the clashing metal rang out and they faced off, the man’s expression was pinched in disgust as he said, “Why should I believe you when I just watched you murder an innocent man?”

      Swerving his feet quickly, Raj shoved him back and darted to the side, kicking a chair in the agent’s way as he went. “The innocent employees are gone. That man was in no way innocent. He had his hands right in the mud with the heads of this ‘organization’. But why explain it to a robot like you? I bet you have a power button on the back of your skull.”

      He leapt over a desk and slammed his axe into the swinging blade aimed for his legs. Smashing a computer to pieces on the desk beside him with one fist, Raj reached inside and grabbed the orange gem used to power it. He hefted the heavy magic gem at the man’s skull, hissing through his teeth when the Sentinel ducked just in time, still pushing against the axe with both hands on his sword. 

      “They just turn you off between your little assignments, huh?” Raj whispered in his ear before jumping away again as the man tried to headbutt him. “You need to open your eyes to the real world, kid.”

      The Sentinel, his body crouched for an attack, narrowed his eyes and gave a cry as he rushed Raj.

      Shit, almost forgot how fast he is. He barely had time to dodge as the sword sliced near his throat. But even as his pulse raced and he realized his axe was no match for the man’s swordsmanship skills, Raj chuckled again. He circled back around and headed for the window. There was a stab to his side as he dove out. The damn Sentinel had finally landed a blow. Searing pain had his wings faltering, but only for a moment. Raj rose into the sky before gravity could claim him. Flying back to the window, he hovered a few feet away as the dark-eyed beauty stood there, glaring at him. He couldn’t resist messing with the beautiful idiot.

      “Too bad you are a tool and not a detective. Maybe then you would be able to figure out my motives,” Raj said.

      “Evil has no motive.”

      Textbook. He should do a recruiting ad on The Box. Raj rolled his eyes. “Sure. Whatever helps you sleep at night, oh bringer of justice.” He cut the sarcasm long enough to groan as he clutched his wounded side. Blood oozed between his fingers. “Can’t believe you stabbed me. Fucking rude.”  His next question seemed to pop out without thought, surprising even him. “What’s your name, kid?”

      For a moment, it seemed as if the Sentinel wouldn’t answer. He twisted his thick lips and continued to glare as he resheathed his sword. But when his eyes fell to Raj’s bleeding side, the words seemed to tumble from his mouth unbidden, much like the question itself. “They call me Indigo.”

      More shouts from below had both their heads turning. The authorities had finally arrived. Men in gray uniforms were swarming below, heading inside the building. Time for Raj to make himself scarce. He glanced back at the Sentinel, Indigo, and gave him another mock salute.

      “A face that pretty is wasted in your line of work. Before long, you’ll be as scarred up as the old timers in your little agency. Such a shame,” he said before taking off into the sky. 

      Raj muttered a curse. He would have to assess the wound, see if there was any internal damage. It didn’t feel too deep, but he would have to be careful. He knew of a pharmacy nearby where he could steal some antiseptic and gauze. Shit, he would need to sew this up, too. His biggest worry was infection. 

      Even now, Raj tried to scrape together some guilt about killing the office worker, but he could find
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-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

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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