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      Camp Grafton, North Dakota, wasn’t much to look at post-invasion. In my defense, it hadn’t been much to look at before we showed up, either. I won’t lie, though, the fireworks and such hadn’t done it any favors.

      I strode across the runway, long-legged stride eating up the tarmac, and the nods, salutes, and greetings I exchanged with damn near everybody I saw didn’t make me miss a step. I was an old hand at this life, and I was determined not to be late. Scuffed up and rough around the edges, maybe, but never late. Fifteen minutes early was on time. I’d learned that a long while ago.

      I’d made the executive decision—well, technically the Chief Warrant Officer decision, I reckon?—not to clean myself up before meeting my boss. I wanted her to see the three weeks I’d just had, written all over me. I hadn’t shaved, hadn’t had my hair trimmed, hadn’t even cleaned up my fatigues beyond what basic, basic, hygiene demanded. I was mud-stained, not blood-stained, as my only nod towards decency.

      If she wanted a debriefing before I got to rest, she was gonna get one, and I’d look like I hadn’t rested. I was in an outfit that was a little more lax on that sort of thing than usual, so my looking sloppy maybe wasn’t the gamble it could’ve been. Camp Grafton was crawling with Sioux Defense Force soldiers—you’re welcome, fellas—but I wasn’t one of them, I was just with them. Same with the smaller group of Salish-Shidhe Council troops here, Rangers.

      I, on the other hand, was a merc. Embedded with and deployed alongside the Sioux and their Salish allies, my intent had been to ride along with their boys and girls taking Grafton from the United Canadian American States, or UCAS, Army. My intent had been to provide my expertise, which was just about perfect for their mission. My intent had been to serve as a technical advisor and contracted observer, firing only if fired upon.

      My intent hadn’t mattered very fragging much once the bullets, bombs, grenades, and spells started flying. My boss wanted to know just what had happened, so here I was.

      I stepped into the hangar, usually full of attack helicopters and armed drones, now holding only my executive officer. The door behind me swung shut, and we were left in cool, comfortable privacy. Lights flickered overhead, but with the main hangar doors shut, the place was almost spookily big and empty.

      “Ma’am.” I snapped to attention and gave her a salute, which she waved off with not-quite-an-eyeroll of amusement.

      “Relax, Chief. That is what most of them call you, isn’t it? Simply Chief?” Her voice rang in my head, she communicated with magic, as was her wont. Hard to be spied on that way, or recorded, or quoted.

      “Yes, ma’am,” I replied, lifting an eyebrow to the folding metal chair set up in front of her desk. She wasn’t sitting in one. “May I?”

      She nodded. “By all means, then, ‘Chief,’ have a seat. You’ve had a busy few days.”

      “Weeks, ma’am,” I said with a tired half-smile.

      “Consider me duly corrected,” she said, her mind-voice tickling at my brain and leaking wry amusement. Apparently she didn’t get corrected often. “May I?”

      It was nice of her to ask. I nodded, and felt the mindlink strengthen and widen. It was two-way, now, not one, and a highway instead of a city street. Higher broadband. More traffic. She had more magic than anyone I’d ever seen before, and she knew how to use it.

      “There we are. More private this way, and we’ll be able to communicate much faster. Are you…familiar with such? Your files tell me you’re…” A mental chuckle tickled at me. “…well, not ‘powerless,’ no. But perhaps I’ll simply say ‘mundane.’”

      “I know how the spell works, yes, ma’am. I’ve been in this game a long time. Mundane or not, I’ve learned a thing or two.”

      “So you have, all things considered.” She nodded again, and I felt her satisfaction mingled with curiosity. I could almost feel her eyes on the gray at my temples. “Your records tell me as much. You have an impressive file, Chief.”

      “I’ve mostly just survived, ma’am.”

      “Piffle. That’s the term, isn’t it? Piffle?”

      “Something like that, ma’am.”

      “Well, then, yes. ‘Piffle,’ Chief. You don’t get a folder like this, and commendations like those, simply by keeping your head down. You’ll have a few more coming after this month.” She smiled, and despite how it looked, it felt genuine over our mental link. “Speaking of which, I believe a ‘happy birthday’ is in order?”

      “Just a coincidence, ma’am. The only gift I’m after is some sleep, don’t you worry.” I really didn’t want more medals. Not for this. Not right now.

      “All the more reason for the mindlink, and accelerated communication,” she nodded, mind-made-up, matter-of-fact. “But you’ll have to indulge me.”

      Just as much as she wasn’t used to being corrected, my executive officer was a woman very much used to being indulged.

      “It’s not simply this operation I’m curious about—though I am, and hope we’ll get to it in due time—it’s you. Thick as it is, your file doesn’t truly tell me much. I’ve been lax with that, my apologies. You’ve only been with us a few years, you and I haven’t had a chance to…chit-chat.”

      “Ma’am?” Great.

      “I should like to get to know you better, Chief. I’ve conducted rather in-depth interviews with the other members of our little organization, every single one. You are, all of you, unique assets to us, after all, and the better I know you, not merely your records, the better I know how best to use you.”

      She settled in comfortably, and gave me another predatory smile. I was stuck, and I knew it. So did she.

      “Exercise the mindlink well, then. Tell me. No! Show me. Start at the beginning, Chief, or near to it. Tell me how you got to be…you.”
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      I was young, and the wind blew, hard.

      My family and I, and everyone I ever really knew, lived off an unnamed state road that connected Highway 2 to the north and I-90 to the south us, and all around me, all around all of us, were mountains. The Cascades, which held up my sky. I was certain, as only a child could be certain, that the bottom of heaven rested on the peaks around me. As I was held up by my mother, my father, and my granddad, the blue overhead was held up by the Cascade Mountains. The wind knifed at us from the gaps between the peaks, and there was never a moment of true stillness in all my youth.

      My home, Fairbairn, used to be in Kittitas County, Washington State, in the United States of America. Fairbairn was founded in 1887 as a coal town by Mr. Sebastian Rogers Fairbairn, Vice President of the Pacific Northern Coal Company, and our mayor until the day he died. I got (most of) that right on a quiz, once.

      When I grew up, we were still Fairbairn, but we were in a new country now. We were Cascade Ork, in the Salish-Shidhe Council, part of the Native American Nations. We were small, and everything around us felt big. We were poor, and everyone that passed through felt rich. They were on everybody’s way to someplace else, and they stopped long enough to eat or drink or fuel up, and then they left us, sometimes with a small tip, sometimes with a joke at our expense, most of the time with nothing. They barely noticed we existed, and we barely noticed their comings and goings. We were unchanged by them. The wind carried them to us, the wind carried them away. We were eternal.

      The people of Fairbairn were made of simpler stuff, and the outsiders always stood out. We drove old cars rusted by the salt that kept our busiest roads de-iced, pick-up trucks thick with last spring’s mud, or dirt bikes, and quads that spent as much time off road as on. We wore plain synthcotton tees, flannels, denim, or firehose-canvas work pants. Folks my grandpa’s age smoked pipes or cigars, the ones Mom or Dad’s age smoked cigarettes or chewed tobacco, and the ones my age tried one or the other until we got sick at least once. Everyone in Fairbairn spoke with a drawl, a lack of haste, with the accent that had spread from the American South and Southwest into every rural corner of the once-great-nation thanks to tv sets and tridshows. We all looked and smelled and sounded the same, to me and my sense of self. We were the baseline, the standard, my universe’s idea of normal.

      When people wandered off the larger highways to come through for whatever reason they had, they rolled up in huge half-automated big-rig trucks, in roaring vector-thrust thunderbird hovercraft, in Whippet or Golden Eagle busses, or in shiny city cars that struggled with our snow and ice. The outsiders from Seattle wore the rare suit and tie, or leather with chrome spikes and chains. Outsiders from the east, the rest of the Native American Nations, sometimes wore feathers and beads and moccasins and furs. Some outsiders, from either or both, wore a wondrous variety of military surplus outfits, dresses, coats, thick hats, trucker caps, and team jerseys from places far away. Sometimes they had outrageous cyberware nobody in town could dream of or afford or imagine a good use for.

      The people of Fairbairn were bucks and does, squirrels and black bears, bull moose, jackrabbits, and mountain lions. We were drab, practical, creatures, colored in browns and greys and the occasional faded blue-jean denim.

      The outsiders were a crazed variety of brightly-plumed birds, red foxes, or gaudy butterflies. They were reds and bright blues, yellows and oranges and purples. To my young eyes, they were absurd, impractical, pointless. They stood out for no reason, and that made me ignore them.

      Home was home—everyone else was strange.

      Our little community was cradled between Goat Mountain and Mount Daniel, Summit Chief and Chimney Rock West, Chikamin Peak, Lemah Mountain, Hawkins Mountain, and ridges like Polallie and Box. They were high. We were halfway to heaven, but kept in this little basket, walled in by mountains that touched the sky. People from outside here didn’t understand us, and we didn’t understand them, and the beautiful part was that we didn’t ever really need to.

      We had all we needed. I had all I needed. Mom, Dad, Granddad. My world.

      The places that surrounded me were cold and hard, but still green and full of life. The waters of our creeks that fed into the Cle Elum River or Waptus Lake were shiver-frigid but pure, and I swam them even when Momma and Daddy said it was too cold to. I lived in a place where the names were a mixture of white and Native, where stone jutted out from snow and dared you to challenge it. In Fairbairn, the sun rose late, but when it shone down from over a mountaintop it was the brightest, cleanest, warmest, thing in all the world.

      And the wind blew. Hard.

      Always. Forever. The wind was a never-ending presence, a friend when I walked with it at my back and it pushed me forward, a burden when I walked against it, eyes stinging and cheeks wet with cold tears as I trudged home after school. The wind made our trailer creak and sigh like a living thing, it made the trees sway and the snowfall dance and my mother’s long black hair whip, and it made my father curse when he lost his sweat-stained ballcap to it.

      The wind blew here when this place belonged to the first people, the ones who are gone now, the ones who we honored with remembrance. It blew and carried the words of the Waptailnsim and Stkamish and Taidnapam and Sinkakaius and more. Later, the wind blew colonizers here, and carried their germs and their guns and their hollow words.

      The wind blew outside our classrooms when those lessons come up, the history lessons that got the other kids—kids with darker skin and hair and eyes than mine—to start giving me dirty looks. I tried not to let it bother me. The Salish-Shidhe Council was a new thing, not much older than me. My mom reminded me that our country is only in its teens, and my dad reminded me that teenagers are cruel as they figure out the world. Granddad just muttered and shook his head and talked about the world changing.

      Some of the mountains we drove through were Cascade Ork land, ours, the tribe we belong to. Some of the mountains nearby were Cascade Crow, and on longer drives—like when Dad went 150 kilometers to Wenatchee Valley College ever Monday Night to teach classes at the trade school, Introduction to Welding in the spring and Intermediate Automotive Mechanics in the fall, and sometimes I got to come—sometimes I saw mountains that belong to other Salish-Shidhe Council nations. It’s all a mess, a mix, all made-up. So am I, sometimes.

      Dad spent a lot of time at the shop, and Mom sometimes had to close at the Stuffer Shack pharmacy, so lots of the time it was just me looking after Granddad, and sometimes Granddad looking after me. He helped me with my homework when he could, like when we got school assignments to go with the new census forms last year. All the adults in the Salish-Shidhe had to fill in their official stuff from the government, so the school had all us kids do our own little worksheets, too.

      I learned the details of my mom’s Native blood, or at least the details she had. She was more Native than Anglo, but she called herself a mix, a cocktail, a Bloody Mary that came about from all the tribes mixing and mingling during relocations, forced adoptions, reservations, and stuff. She was still proud, though, of the history she knew. The history they’d let her keep.

      “Cherokee, my grandma used to tell me.” She’d nodded to me as I ignored my breakfast to scribble down her hurried answers. “And Choctaw, and some Oglala, I think. But, sweetie, the important thing isn’t this or that tribe, you know that. We’re all human underneath it, right? We’re all just people. Human beings.”

      Granddad and my dad weren’t any of those. They weren’t really any tribe. My dad was on the roster of the Cascade Orks—they said he was one-sixteenth Native—but everyone in town knew it was a lie. He and Granddad were only on the rolls because of Granddad’s time as sheriff and because Dad was such a good mechanic for the Bigtops.

      “Some kind of English, I think.  Or, no, Scottish, Irish, something like that, right?” Dad scratched his head, fixed his ballcap, then looked to Granddad for an answer over a cup of coffee. “What was Pops again, Dad? Irish or Scottish?”

      Granddad shrugged back. “Hell, I don’t know, boy.  Just write ‘Texan.’”

      Genealogy was not one of Granddad’s passions. He had traced the family history back to the era of that first Mayor Fairbairn, had discovered a retired Texas Ranger who had settled here, and had found no good and godly reason to research any further.

      Which left me a mess. A big mess. I was all of those things, and none of them. Cherokee, Choctaw, Oglala. Scottish or Irish or something, and Texan for sure.

      But I was listed as Cascade Ork, officially. Same as Dad and Granddad. Technically Native. Just like that mountain was Cascade Ork, and that one Cascade Crow, and that one something else. All made up. Like the lines on a map, the ones Granddad complained about them just drawing and redrawing every damn time they felt like it.

      It was home. That’s all I knew. Fairbairn was where I was from, period. I’d been born in our double-wide snowed in during the last day of 2020. I’d bled in the gravel of our driveway, eaten the dirt in our yard when I was too little to know better, been baptized in the cold waters pouring off our mountains, and peed in the creek out back more times’n I could count. I was a part of this place, and this place was a part of me. It didn’t matter what nobody else said.

      I was Dashiell Riggins, and by the gods and my Granddad, Fairbairn was my home.
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      I was thirteen, and knew it. I knew I was on the verge of something great. I knew I was just about to hit my stride. I knew I was about to start big things. Every thirteen-year-old is filled with potential, and knows it in their bones, in their hearts, in the core of their souls. Not a single thirteen-year-old in the history of thirteen-year-olds has had the words to tell anyone that, though.

      The news was all abuzz with some of the Sinsearach breaking off from us Salish-Shidhe and making their own country. Granddad shook his head at how we’d been whupped by the Tír Tairngire army, and Mom blamed it on them cheating with elves and wizards and dragons and such. Dad didn’t have much of an opinion, he’d just been busy with work. He usually was.

      “Finished up another Bigtop special today. Big tires, suspension, bull bars, winches, impact glass, the works. The sons of bitches keep me busy, I’ll give ’em that,” Dad said at the table, but he was really talking to Mom and Granddad, not to me. “There’s sixty-eight hundred and seventy-seven people on the census for Fairbairn, and I swear half of ’em are goddamned Bigtops.”

      “Or might as well be,” Granddad sighed, still not to me. “Married into that damned clan, or buying from them, or driving for them, or cooking for them. Them and their mayor and their new ‘sheriff.’”

      “I swear, that family bred like orks before they were orks.” Momma nodded matter-of-factly, passing the potatoes.

      “Never been no good,” Granddad agreed, jabbing the air with his table knife. “Half their family selling their pills and patches, the other half using that money to buy property, like that damned car lot.”

      Mom, Dad, and Granddad rattled off a list of grievances, Mom at the size of their family and how it felt like the orks would take over if they kept at like they did, Dad complaining about how they muscled out other customers to see their rigs finished first, and Granddad…just…well, complaining. Old Hank Riggins had been a lawman for a long time, and losing that had left him awful bitter. The fact a Bigtop wore the badge now, enforced local tribal laws, and made up those laws as he pleased, rubbed Granddad the wrong way.

      Wesley Bigtop, the Old Man, was the patriarch of the sprawling clan, and if Fairbairn today had a man like Sebastian Fairbairn—the town’s founder, who owned half of it and ran the rest—it was Old Man Bigtop. He’d bought his way onto the Cascade Ork rosters, conveniently finding he was one-sixty-fourth Crow or something, and as such indigenous enough to not leave with the other Anglos after the Ghost Dance War. He’d taken the tribal name Bigtop, and then done great things with it. Somewhere near sixty, Old Man Bigtop sat atop a pyramid of six sons and three daughters, most of whom had goblinized into orks, and who had given him dozens of grandchildren (a couple of whom were absolute pains in my behind). On top of his blood, like it weren’t enough, he’d welcomed into his band a great many goblinized natives who’d fled, or been tossed out of, their old tribes and families.

      Johnny Bigtop was the eldest of his sons-by-blood, and his face, his circus tent logo, and his hideous tie were all over our town, thanks to the used car lot he’d taken over from his father. Johnny had three billboards scattered around the county, and he bought up all the time he could for his cheesy commercials on all the local access tridchannels. Old Man Bigtop’s second-born ran Fairbairn as the mayor, Buddy.  His third son was the sheriff, another ran two silver mines and one zinc. The Old Man had a daughter who was county treasurer, and another that had married Representative Pawl Shaggy Mountain’s middle boy, which gave the Old Man ties straight to our tribal leadership. All these Bigtop brothers and Bigtop sisters and all their husbands and wives had all spat out little Bigtops, kids my age or near to it, and it felt like there wasn’t a pie in this town they didn’t have a finger in.

      I nodded along like I got it, looking from grown-up to grown-up, the pillars my life rested on. Sometimes Granddad forgot what year it was, and he talked like a Bigtop hadn’t been mayor for as long as I could remember, and like Dad didn’t do half his work on Bigtop trucks, and like a Bigtop didn’t franchise the Super Stuffer Shack where Mom worked in the pharmacy. Tonight was a better night, though. He was keeping up okay, talking to Dad about how things were, not about how things used to be.

      They talked to each other, all agreeing the Bigtops were no good but were rooted deep, all talking about grown-up things I pretended to understand, all talking about things I didn’t quite get and didn’t quite need to. I was growing into an understanding that there was something very wrong with Fairbairn, and that the Bigtop family was worse than just a few kids that were jerks to everyone at school.

      “Eat your broccoli,” Mom said. Finally someone talked me, and it was the thing I wanted to hear the least in all the world.

      That was all I got?

      I started to open my mouth to complain, but I got cut off.

      “Eat it.” Dad pointed my way with his own fork. “Your momma fixed it up, you eat your food.”

      I looked to Granddad for a reprieve, hoping to appeal to the simplicity inside him. Granddad had always been a meat and potatoes type of guy, so sometimes he’d stick up for me when Mom tried to make me eat too much green stuff, and broccoli was green as heck.

      Later on, I’d learn the word ‘spartan’ for how Hank Riggins lived, sequestered away in the back room of our little trailer on this strip of land he’d gotten from his granddad (way back in the 1900s) and that we sold a little bit of every year. My Granddad Riggins didn’t owe anyone, he didn’t want much, he’d never lived on a dirt road in his life, and had no plans to.

      Granddad sometimes bragged he’d only owned three shiny things in his whole life; the stainless Ruger revolver he’d kept on his hip for thirty-plus years as a deputy and then sheriff, a state championship football ring that was about five times as old as me, and the simple white-gold wedding band Grandma had given him, once upon a time.

      Every once in a long while, I could count on Granddad to intercede on my behalf, when Mom was coming down on me. Especially over vegetables.

      That night wasn’t once in a long while. He just glared at me under snowy white eyebrows, face as craggy and distant as the mountains all around us.  Vegetables bothered him, but insubordinate grandchildren did, too.

      “Finish.” She shot me The Look, and the situation escalated. “If you don’t want to keep your mouth busy with broccoli—but you will finish it, young man—why don’t you talk to us about what happened at school today?”

      “Wha…what do you mean?” I lifted my eyebrows just like Dad did when Mom accused him of farting.

      “Dashiell Hammett Riggins,” Mom kept up The Look, and she busted out my middle name, so I knew I was heading towards trouble. “You know very well what I mean. Ms. Talks-Fast came by the store today for her mother’s medicine. Now tell me, son, just what do you think she and I might have talked about?”

      “She should change her name to Ms. Talks-Too-Much.” I tossed my fork down in disgust and crossed my arms.

      My family was unmoved by my bluster, like the mountains ignored the wind. And patient. Dad stopped eating to look at me, hard. Granddad chewed a mouthful of pork chop and waited to see if he ought to be mad or not.

      “Fine,” I rolled my eyes like only a thirteen-year-old can, going for melodrama if I couldn’t go for wide-eyed innocence.

      “First off.” I set the stage with my hands wide at them, palms up, in a universal “calm down” sign a tridshow had told me helped to ease angry predators. “I want you to know the Bigtop boys started it.”

      Dad frowned.

      “Second off, I want you to know there was more of ’em than there was of me!” Keeping them calm didn’t work, time to try copying them. “I swear, half of this town are gosh-danged Bigtops!”

      It didn’t work, either. My stomach churned with anxiety, but I worked to maintain what I thought was an adult aura of calm and reason. “And third off, I did it to help someone smaller than me. Sallie-May Wind Blows. They was—”

      “Were,” mom corrected me.

      “They…were…picking on her ’cause of her parents.” Sallie-May’s family was like mine, a mix of Native and Anglo. All human, no orks. More of the Bigtops were orks than not, and they were proud of it. “So…I…asked them to stop.”

      “Ms. Talks-Fast says you did a little more than ask them.” Mom arched one perfect eyebrow.

      “Well, Tommy Bigtop shoved her! And then Jimmy Bigtop took her backpack, and Ken Griffey Junior Bigtop smacked her right on the butt!”

      I got louder as I kept going. “What was I supposed to do?! There was three of ’em and just one of her, and they’re all so big, and remember, Granddad, you used to say that thing about, uh, about the…the…sheepdogs and the wolves and whatever? So, like, I…I…tried to stop them.”

      “Your son.” Mom turned her glare from me over to the family patriarchs, including the one who’s life lesson I’d tried to invoke in my defense. She was using that extra calm voice she used when I was in trouble. “Punched Ken Griffey Junior in the face, then took his bike and rode off on it.”

      “You stole?” My grandfather’s eyes turned hard.

      “From a Bigtop?” Dad put down his knife and fork.

      “So that they’d chase me and leave her alo—”

      “You stole a Bigtop’s bike?”

      “I didn’t steal it, I took it to, like, to distract ’em! It ain’t like I stole a whole chunk of country like them Southern Sinsearach did, it was just a, a, a, combat ploy! To draw them off! Like, the, uh…sheepdog, something something, uh, flock? Shepherd? You know! The thing!”

      Mom had turned her look to Dad and Granddad like this was entirely his side of the family’s fault, which sometimes meant I was off the hook. I was left with the impression it wasn’t gonna get me out of trouble this time.

      “Go to your room,” my dad said in that quiet, certain, voice that meant this wasn’t over, he just wanted me gone before he got loud again.

      “But my brocco—”

      “Go.”

      He was still, and not looking at me, and I was pretty sure he was scared, not just angry. Had I just gotten him into trouble, somehow?

      I went. I sat on the floor next to my door and tried to listen in. Our trailer was small enough I could hear them, even if I couldn’t make out the exact words, I could hear the emotion in their voices. None of it was good. Granddad sounded confused, Mom sounded angry, Dad sounded that special kind of loud that meant he was afraid. Then I heard the door slam, and I scrambled to the window to press my face against the cold glass and peer outside.

      “—can’t believe she didn’t tell me ’til now,” Dad muttered as he stomped across the driveway, hauled his Carhartt jacket on, and puffed out steam as he hurried toward our battered old Toyota Gopher. “Get ahead of this thing, Pete, get ahead of it.”

      I heard the tires spit up gravel as he raced it away like he was putting out a fire.

      Nobody talked to me about it the next morning, or the day after, or ever again. But I knew less than a week later, paperwork went through, and another slice of Granddad’s-Granddad’s land was sold off. Whatever apology Old Man Bigtop finally accepted, it was taken out of Riggins land.
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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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