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          Chapter One

        

      

    

    
      Bree glanced up when the heavy wooden door to her suite of rooms shuddered closed. She looked at her handsome husband as he entered the parlour. With his blond hair, blue eyes, tall figure and broad shoulders, he dominated the room. Lu had previously used chambers in one of the front towers of the palace, but he had moved in with Bree after their wedding at the Festival of Mabon. Along with his large hound, Kuon.

      Kuon ran to Bree, placing his head in her lap.

      ‘There’s one thing I don’t miss since we’ve been married,’ Bree said.

      Lu stared down at her where she sat on the settee. Seraphina, her twin sister, was on one side of her, her aunt Áine on the other. Niamh, her little fairy companion, sat on Bree’s shoulder. ‘What’s that?’

      ‘I don’t miss how you used to pound on my door to announce your presence and request to enter; the door used to shake. Now it only shudders when you close it,’ Bree teased him.

      The three females laughed. Niamh’s flower circlet almost fell off her short blond hair. Kuon whined.

      ‘Most amusing,’ Lu said, and twisted his features into a grimace.

      ‘We were discussing celebrations for Imbolic.’

      ‘That’s why I’m here.’ Lu folded his arms, his biceps bulging beneath his shoulder gauntlets. He glared at the three women. ‘When was I going to be told that Imbolic is yours and Seraphina’s birthday?’

      ‘Ah, we were going to tell you, but…’

      Pounding shook the door once again.

      ‘We can’t win!’ Bree exclaimed.

      ‘That will be Bearach. I’ll open it.’ Seraphina started to rise. It was not an easy task as she was nearly nine months pregnant.

      ‘I’ll get it.’ Lu turned, and strode to the door. Bearach followed him back into the parlour.

      If anything, Bearach looked more annoyed than Lu. A great bear of a man, broader than Lu, he put his hands on his hips, and demanded, ‘When was I going to be told Imbolic was your birthday?’ He glared at the three women.

      The two men standing side by side overwhelmed the parlour with their combined size and presence. The room, with its divans and cushions and soft drapes, had a more feminine appearance.

      ‘Exactly what I just asked,’ Lu said. ‘We had to hear it from servants.’

      Bearach scowled at his wife.

      ‘I’m sorry, darling,’ Seraphina muttered.

      ‘We’re both sorry,’ Bree said.

      Bree and Seraphina weren’t identical twins, even though at first glance, some people could not tell them apart. Both had red hair and green eyes. Bree was slightly taller. She was also the elder twin and, as such, after the death of their mother, Bree became the Triple Goddess of the Tuatha Dé Danann. Although the Tuatha Dé Danann were immortal, Bree and Seraphina’s mother Brigid had been killed by dark magic wielded by a necromancer created by Mór, an evil goddess, who wanted to rule Tír na nÓg—land of the Tuatha.

      Áine, sister of Brigid and aunt of Bree and Seraphina, had taken her nieces after their birth, at the behest of their mother Brigid, to hide them from Mór. Brigid knew they would be vulnerable. Áine had hidden Seraphina in plain sight in the village of Baile Meánach in the Outer Realm, giving her to foster parents, who had kept her safe, even when Mór rampaged through the Outer Realm killing people and destroying villages.

      Her aunt had taken Bree to a cave in the Otherworld, where Áine had lived with Bree until her mother had died, and Lu had come to take her to the palace to rule her people.

      With the help of Lu’s army, Bree had defeated Mór. The enchantments that had been placed on the Enchanted Veil to protect the people in the Outer Realm and the gods and goddesses in the Inner Realm were strengthened. Mór and her horde of evil creatures could no longer break through the Enchanted Veil. They’d had relative peace since then, even though only recently Mór wreaked havoc on a land that lay beneath the mist, now known as Mag Mell.

      ‘It is perhaps my fault,’ Áine said. ‘I should have encouraged the girls to tell you. Last year we didn’t celebrate, but we were thinking of doing so this Imbolic.’

      Both men grunted, not appeased.

      Sorcha entered the parlour carrying a tray of refreshments—ale for the men, mead for the women. Sorcha was Bree’s handmaiden, but she also served food in Bree’s rooms. A matronly woman with grey hair, her kind grey eyes and warm smile always welcomed and placated angry husbands. Also, she usually had a plate of some of her baked biscuits or gingerbread.

      Kuon was the first one to the plate.

      ‘Sit down, Kuon, you hairy oaf,’ Lu said.

      Kuon ignored his master and sat in front of Bree, waiting for a biscuit.

      Lu and Bearach both stretched out on rugs on the floor. They never looked comfortable sitting on soft settees with cushions. However, Kuon loved the settee and was happy to drool on the soft cushions.

      When the men had eaten all the food, Lu said, ‘We must celebrate both your birthdays at Imbolic.’ His gruffness had dissipated.

      ‘We should have some banners made,’ Bearach said, also sounding mollified.

      ‘Not too much celebrating,’ Seraphina reminded her husband. ‘I am about to have a baby.’

      Bearach chuckled. ‘As if I didn’t know it!’ He turned to Lu. ‘Do you know how many times a woman has to use the chamber pot during the night when she’s with child?’

      Lu laughed.

      Seraphina threw a cushion at her husband. Bree’s cushion hit Lu in the face.

      ‘What’s that for?’ Lu protested.

      Bree shook her head at her husband and then said, ‘We also thought we would visit Sidhe, the Fae Realm, for Ostara. Áine would like to be there for the Spring Equinox.’

      ‘Oh yes,’ Niamh clapped her hands, flew in the air, did a pirouette and sat back on Bree’s shoulder.

      Áine was Queen of the Fairies. Even though she was human size, the rest of the fairies, both male and female, were about six inches high. Pixies were a little shorter. Áine spent her time between the palace, Milngavie—the village within the Inner Realm, and the Fae Realm. Bree always felt a little guilty that Áine had lived with her for eighteen years in a cave in the Otherworld, and could not visit her people.

      ‘You won’t be able to go,’ Bearach looked at Seraphina.

      ‘Of course, I will go. There’s nearly two months between festivals. Our baby will be born.’

      ‘You will not take a baby on a long journey?’

      ‘You fuss too much, Bearach. Of course, I will take the baby. It will be fun for the child. Painting eggs and dancing under the moonlight.’

      ‘I won’t be dancing beneath the moonlight!’ Bearach exclaimed. ‘Anyway, the child will be two months old and too young to paint eggs.’

      ‘Then you will have to do so for your baby,’ Seraphina said.

      ‘Me? Paint eggs?’ Bearach grunted. ‘Do you have more ale, Sorcha?’
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        * * *

      

      Preparations for Imbolic progressed and, with the dual celebration of two birthdays, it became frenetic.

      Bree felt that she had little to do, except to organise and oversee proceedings. However, she did make three interwoven triskelions forged from the golden metal her mother had created—dath an óir draiochta. She kept this a secret until the day of Imbolic—the day she and Seraphina had been born. Imbolic was more the Triple Goddess’ day, but Bree wanted to celebrate it with her sister as well. She would give the third triskelion to her niece or nephew once they were born.

      More banners were painted and sewn. Candles were made of wax, and bonfires were built outside the palace bailey, in readiness for Bree to light them. A much larger bonfire was built on the plain next to the palace.

      Sorcha took on more duties and organised the maids to clean the entire palace. Bree had to smile. Sorcha was a hard taskmaster and made certain every speck of dust was removed from every corner.

      ‘The palace is rather large,’ Bree said to Sorcha. ‘Perhaps we don’t need to clean every room.’

      ‘It’s Imbolic, my Lady, the time for renewal as Winter leaves us. In every home all over Tír na nÓg, people are cleaning and purifying their cottages, and preparing their land for the agricultural year ahead. It is such a special time, made more so with it being the birthday of you, my Lady, and Lady Seraphina.’

      Bree smiled and hugged her handmaiden. ‘Thank you for your dedication.’

      Sorcha moved and gazed around, as if checking if they were alone. ‘I believe Lady Seraphina will have a daughter.’

      ‘Really?’ Bree chuckled. ‘I didn’t know you were a seer.’

      ‘I can’t see everything, my Lady, but I can when it comes to babies.’ Sorcha frowned. ‘Can you see, my Lady? When we travelled last, you discovered your powers of sight.’

      ‘Yes, I can foresee it, but I didn’t want to spoil the occasion for my sister.’

      Sorcha’s eyes brightened. ‘Did you see a girl?’

      ‘I did,’ Bree whispered. ‘Shall we make it our secret?’

      ‘Yes, my Lady.’ Sorcha grinned, then spied a maid who was not cleaning but standing daydreaming. ‘Aisling, wake up, girl, and dust!’

      Bree laughed and watched Sorcha go.

      Late on the evening of the thirty-first of January—Imbolic had begun, and Seraphina went into labour. Clodagh, Seraphina’s maid, woke Sorcha, who in turn woke Bree and Áine, both of whom quickly dressed.

      Sorcha then woke Úna, a young brunette and another of Bree’s handmaidens, and together they went to Seraphina’s bedchamber. Seraphina and Bearach’s rooms were next to Bree and Lu’s.

      Before Bree left her bedroom, she said to Lu, who was partly dressed, ‘You can go back to sleep.’

      ‘Bearach will need company.’

      ‘Ah, very true.’

      Bearach had been banished to his parlour, striding up and down. It resembled Bree and Lu’s parlour with soft chairs and cushions spread around, and thick rugs on the floor.

      ‘You should settle down, my lord,’ Sorcha told the big man. ‘This might take many hours yet.’

      ‘Come, my friend.’ Lu draped his arm over Bearach’s shoulders. ‘Let us play a game of Maw. Where do you keep your cards?’

      ‘I don’t know.’ Bearach ran his fingers through his hair.

      Clodagh returned to the parlour. ‘Where do you keep the cards to play Maw?’ Sorcha asked.

      Looking flustered already, the maid went to a drawer in a writing desk and extracted the deck of cards. She handed them to Bearach.

      ‘Sit down, my friend,’ Lu said.

      ‘Can you bring tankards of mead for the men?’ Bree asked.

      ‘Yes, my Lady.’ Clodagh bowed and hurried away.

      Bree, Sorcha, Úna and Aine, who had joined them, went into the bedchamber. It was a spacious room with pastel coloured drapes at the windows. Cushions were scattered over the settee.

      Seraphina cried out when she saw her sister and her aunt, and reached out her arms.

      ‘I’m here,’ Bree said, climbing onto the bed to hold her twin. ‘We’re both here.’

      ‘Me too,’ Niamh flew to Seraphina’s bed.

      Sorcha and Úna moved around, organising clean cloths, towels and whatever else they needed to do. Bree was at a loss. Seraphina seemed to have some idea, as she was raised in a village and would have seen many births.

      At first, the time between pains stretched to about ten minutes, but gradually this shortened. By comparison, the pain lengthened and intensified. Occasionally, Bree heard a table or a piece of furniture tip over in the parlour. She would have thought it was because of too much mead if they hadn’t accompanied Seraphina’s cries.

      Clodagh kept the occupants of both rooms refreshed with mead and ale. When the door opened as the night lengthened, Bree could hear other male voices. Some of the Immortals had obviously joined Lu and Bearach.

      As the first of the dawn’s golden light pushed its way into Seraphina’s bedchamber, her daughter was born. Sorcha washed the squirming new life and swaddled her before lifting her into Seraphina’s arms.

      ‘Bree, she is so beautiful.’ Seraphina cried, tears running down her cheeks.

      The door from the parlour opened, and Bearach, followed by Lu, entered the room. Bearach stared down at his wife and child but was speechless.

      ‘We are not all cleaned up yet, my lords,’ Sorcha said. ‘I must attend to the Lady Seraphina.’

      ‘We have a daughter,’ Seraphina said.

      Bearach sat on the bed next to them. ‘A daughter. How are you, sweetheart?’

      ‘Exhausted but happy.’

      Bearach pushed some of his wife’s damp hair off her forehead.

      ‘Would you like to hold your little girl?’ Seraphina asked.

      Bearach’s expression turned to alarm. ‘Oh no, she is too small.’

      Bree watched Lu and noted his tender expression. It warmed her heart.

      Sorcha made a shooing motion. ‘Outside, my lords. I will call you back when Lady Seraphina is settled.’

      Bree chuckled at the way Sorcha chased the two strongest men in the palace out of the bedchamber.

      ‘I’d love to hold her,’ Bree said.

      Sorcha placed the baby in Bree’s arms, while she and Úna washed and changed Seraphina. They also managed to change the sheets and bedclothes around Seraphina without overly disturbing her.

      ‘We decided if we had a girl we would call her Eileen. It means shining one.’

      ‘Eileen, that’s lovely. She was also born at Imbolic, the same date we were born.’

      When Sorcha allowed Bearach back into the bedroom, he went straight to his wife. Seraphina was washed, her nightgown changed, and she was leaning back on the headboard of the bed.

      Bree walked outside to give them some privacy. Niamh sat on her shoulder.
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        * * *

      

      Bree recalled the first time she had seen the palace. She had thought it magnificent, with its columns and towers that rose in yellow and white shimmering light.

      By the middle of the morning, the bailey was packed with people who had travelled to be at the palace at this wondrous time of Imbolic. Tables had been set up with food, both from the kitchens and from the feasting cauldron. Barrels of mead stood row upon row, with tankards in front of them.

      More people than last year attended, probably because of the dual celebrations of Imbolic, and Bree and Seraphina’s birthdays, and now the extra joyous occasion of Eileen’s birthday. Word had spread rapidly through the use of pigeons that carried messages, and many thought transferences between family members sharing the word.

      The dais had been set up, where Bree would address her people. A couch had also been placed on it with plenty of thick warm rugs.

      Bearach carried Seraphina down to the dais and placed her under the thick rugs. Bree carried baby Eileen. Cheers and applause went up when they appeared. Bree placed Eileen in Seraphina’s arms.

      When Bree stepped forward to address her people, she nodded to Hilde and Heremon, two centaurs who had served her well, along with Oisin who was the senior villager of Baile Meánach, Seraphina’s old village, and Ciara, a tall, dark-haired woman who was the leader of Figid, the next closest village to the palace.

      Various goddesses stood before the dais—Lady Rhiannon, Goddess of the Night and the Underworld; Rhiannon had travelled with Bree to the land beneath the mist. Arianrhod, the Moon Goddess, with her long silver hair, stood next to Rhiannon, with Goddess Armid on her other side. Armid was a lithe young woman with green hair and a short green gown, ornate sandals, with straps that wound about her legs like vine tendrils. She looked as if she had stepped out of the forest, leaving her plants and herbs behind.

      Many of Lu’s Immortals stood close to the dais. Domhnall was a rugged man, battle-worn, and with a good heart. He towered over the shorter Padraig, who compensated for his low stature by being thick set and muscular.

      Since Fionn and Diarmuid had died—Lu had still not recovered—Cormac, who had been one of the lesser Immortals, younger and strong, had stepped up. He was still learning his swordplay, but he had defended Lady Seraphina not long ago. His hair hung forward in a straight fringe across his brow. He was of a similar height to Padraig, and his strength was to be envied. Cathal was another great warrior who had proven himself.

      Lord Ogma, who was Patron of the Bards, and the God of Language, Literature and Eloquence, stood near the end of the dais. Ogma taught Bree and Seraphina the ancient language of Ogham, the first language of the Tuatha Dé Danann. Aengus, the god of love, summer, youth, and poetry, was also there.

      One young goddess took Bree’s attention. She stood towards the back on the bailey, and yet Bree saw her as if the sun itself had shone a shaft of light on the young woman’s bright blonde hair. Within seconds, the light had vanished, casting the goddess in shadow. A chill went through Bree’s bones. Later, she would seek the young woman out. There was something not right, something dark and fearful about her. For now, Bree had to continue with the formalities.

      She stepped forward to begin the ceremony. She had worn the golden cloak her mother had made over a green velvet gown. On it was pinned the dath an óir draiochta brooch she had forged into the shape of a triskelion.

      With all eyes upon her, she placed her palms together, drew in several breaths and then opened them. The assembled crowd let out a collective sigh as a flame burned brightly in the palms of her hands. They did not burn her. She was one with the fire, the ancient fire her mother had left for her.

      She chanted, ‘I am the Triple Goddess. I am maiden, mother, and crone. I am the poetess, the smith and the healer. I am creativity, inspiration and vision. Bean an ti, I am she who cares for everything. Beatha, I am the livelihood that sustains my people. I am Comhluadr, the harmony of being together. Dochas, I bring hope to the future. I am Draiocht, the magic that is unseen. I am Fios, the knowledge and understanding. I was at the beginning of creation, in the middle of life and at the end of existence.’

      Silence followed. Bree brought her hands together and, this time when she opened her palms and the flame burned, her persona split into three different aspects, wearing the faces of the girl, the woman, and the old crone. Yet three remained as one. Bree felt the fire blaze within her, searching out every particle of her being. Then she bowed her head. When she raised it, her three parts had rejoined together.

      The hush endured, lingering over the assembled inhabitants of Tír na nÓg.

      Bree addressed her people, ‘With the blessing of the Triple Goddess, I wish you a happy Imbolic.’

      Another cheer went up, but everyone stayed in their places, as if they knew more was to follow.

      ‘Imbolic also marks the birthday of myself and my twin sister, Lady Seraphina. Now, a new life has begun, also at Imbolic, Lady Eileen, the daughter of Lady Seraphina and Lord Bearach.’

      The crowd cheered, applauded and stamped their feet.

      Bree raised her hand for quiet. ‘I have forged three golden Triskelions from the magic dath an óir draiochta, one for myself, one for my sister and one for my niece.’ Bree took the gifts to Seraphina. She kissed her sister’s cheek. With the third Triskelion, Bree handed it to Bearach for his daughter.

      Bree turned back to her people. ‘The triskelion represents the cycle of life, death, and rebirth and the triad of mind, body, and spirit. I will now light the Imbolic bonfires.’

      Bree turned back to her sister. Tears swam in Seraphina’s eyes.

      ‘Are you cold?’ Bree asked.

      ‘No, not under all these furs, but I should feed Eileen.’

      Bree kissed her sister’s cheek. ‘You look after your daughter.’

      Bearach scooped his wife and child into his arms and took her back inside the palace.

      Bree, with Lu beside her, stepped off the dais to mingle with some gods and goddesses, the Immortals and the villagers. The goddesses Rhiannon, Armid, and Arianrhod came up to Bree. Another goddess, Oonagh, moved forward to join them. She was known as the Goddess of love and relationships. Her long, silky golden hair went all the way to the ground, and she wore a long sparkling silver gown that shimmered with dew that looked like little diamonds sprinkled all over it.

      Lu missed Diarmuid and Fionn, two of his Immortals, who died during their journey to the land beneath the mist. Bree could see that he hadn’t recovered from their loss. Grainne, Fionn’s wife, had perished as well.

      Bree halted in front of the first bonfire outside the bailey. She used the ancient fire that danced in the palms of her hands and blew on the small tower of kindling to ignite it. She moved along and started more bonfires in the same manner.

      When she and Lu walked onto the large plain, a huge following walked behind them.

      Bree went through the ritual of igniting the main bonfire. It flared into life.

      Moments later, Bree heard a shrill, wretched scream. Those closest to the fire and the source of the commotion moved aside. Bree and Lu walked into the passage that opened up.

      Bree recognised the young goddess who had stood at the back of the bailey. Now, she stared into the flames.

      ‘What is it?’ Bree asked. When the young goddess remained frozen, Bree took her arm and turned her. ‘Tell me.’

      ‘The dark fae… I see the dark fae in the flames. It is prophesied that a dark fae will rise.’

      ‘I’ve not heard of it.’ Then again, Bree had only been rescued from her cave home approximately two years ago, and was still learning about her people.

      ‘Ask the Lady Áine. She will know of the prophecy,’ the woman said, her face pale.

      ‘Who are you?’ Bree asked.

      ‘My name is Fedelm.’

      As Bree turned away from Fedelm, she caught a brief glimpse of a dark shape. It looked to be a man, but he blended into the night, and she couldn’t be certain. ‘Did you see that man?’ she asked her husband.

      ‘What man?’ Lu glanced around.

      ‘He was behind Fedelm. Something about him made my blood chill. I’m not even certain why. I couldn’t see him properly, but it was the way he hovered on the line between the light from the bonfires and the darkness. Then he disappeared into the blackness.’

      ‘I’ll keep an eye out for him. Or do you want me to search for him now?’

      ‘No, no, we have Imbolic to celebrate.’

      ‘We have your birthday to celebrate,’ Lu said.
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      ‘The dark fae?’ Áine asked. She hadn’t followed Bree to the plain but had gone back into the palace with Seraphina. Once her niece was settled, Áine had gone to her rooms. The palace was vast, but they all lived in rooms that were close together. They sat in Áine’s parlour. It was like Bree’s with soft settees and cushions and drapes of green. ‘Who said this?’

      ‘She said her name was Fedelm.’ Bree sat down.

      ‘I know her,’ Áine said. ‘She is a seer.’

      ‘She certainly saw something. She said it was a dark fae.’

      ‘You are also a seer, a prophetess.’ Áine looked deeply into her niece’s eyes. ‘Did you see this dark fae in the flames?’

      ‘No, I didn’t,’ Bree replied. ‘Should we doubt Fedelm’s word?’

      ‘Not necessarily. You are new to being a seer and may not have been able to envisage it.’ Áine frowned. ‘She said there was a prophecy.’

      ‘She did, but I don’t know of a prophecy.’

      ‘One exists,’ Áine assured her. ‘I had forgotten about the prophecy, but yes, it exists. The words were written long ago.’

      Bree sat forward in her seat. ‘What does it say?’

      ‘It says that a dark fae will rise and destroy Sidhe, the Fae Realm. The only thing that can stop the dark fae and heal Sidhe is a leaf from the Tree of Life.’

      ‘And the Tree of Life is in the Otherworld, isn’t it?’

      ‘Yes, it is.’

      ‘Where does the dark fae come from? I mean, do you have any evil fairies in your realm?’ Bree asked.

      Áine sighed, huffing out her breath. ‘The structure and hierarchy of Sidhe is complicated. The truth is, I have neglected Sidhe. I have tried to make regular visits since we’ve returned, as you know, but…’

      ‘You spent eighteen years in a cave with me.’ Bree stretched out and took her aunt’s hands. ‘I’m sorry.’

      ‘You have nothing to be sorry for, macushla.’

      ‘The dark fae wouldn’t be Mór, by any chance?’ Bree didn’t even want to say the name. Mór had killed her mother Brigid, attacked the Outer Realm, and more recently nearly killed herself and Lu. Although the Tuatha Dé Danann were immortal, they could die under certain circumstances, such as her mother had, stabbed with a dagger made with dark magic by Mór’s necromancer.

      ‘Mór is not a fae.’

      ‘No…’ Bree breathed a sigh of relief. ‘That’s right. Nor should she be able to penetrate the Enchanted Veil to reach Sidhe.’ After Mór had decimated the Outer Realm, they had strengthened the enchantments around the perimeter of the Enchanted Veil, making it impossible for anyone to enter unless they possessed the correct passwords. After Cythala and Phoebe’s wedding in Daoine ollmhór, the land of the giants, Bree had discovered that some giants lived beyond the Enchanted Veil. They had extended the veil to
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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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