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      The Ringed City claimed its name as a gentle snowfall graced the evening. Lit lanterns gave shape to sloping rooftops, to pleasant shadows in quiet alleys. The populace, and there were so many, laughed and sang, bartered and bought their way to the day’s end. Wax, after two weeks in the city, no longer jerked his head around at the myriad noises, no longer crinkled his nose at the smells as sewage raced down to the sea. He wore thick Rana linens, buttressed by Whent furs, a new Foti-forged blade on his hip, thicker than a Kance rapier and less likely to get Wax into trouble. Tufted boots and a wool cap added themselves to his new wardrobe, provided by Eujo’s largesse.

      Kance’s Second Queen walked nearby, the two making their way back to her vessel for what its captain, Deux, declared was a special dinner. A recent warm spell, despite it being early winter, had opened a path through the sea ice, or so the rumor said, and they had a chance, now, to make it north to Whent. A celebration tonight, and soon an embarking to that rocky isle.

      Neither Eujo nor Wax seemed to find a smile in their slow wandering. Wax couldn’t guess at Eujo’s reasons for seeming reluctant, but he knew his own lay in the quest itself, in taking up a Renewal’s mantle yet again and throwing his family, himself into harm’s way. They’d barely survived the last fiend assault, not to mention the traitorous Kance guards, and the nightmares from both had plagued Wax ever since.

      How many more would he earn before someone took the new seat on the Wound’s throne?

      The whispers in his mind flickered at the thought. Three skars, from Vis, Foti, and Rana set their small gemstones into Wax’s necklace, one he kept tucked beneath the layers. For all the honors bestowed among the Renewals, he’d learned the isles were often a desperate place, with skars just one more valuable to be stolen or traded. Best to keep them hidden, best to keep his eyes from meeting others.

      Such a far cry from Cassignol’s casino on Foti’s southern coast, when Wax had been feted, paraded about like a celebrity. Now, searching looks seemed to pace his steps, and every sound carried an invisible menace.

      “It’ll be good to leave,” Eujo said, breaking the silence. “A city like this infects you if you stay too long.”

      “Most things do.” Wax fought free of his dour suspicions. Those feelings could take hold when he was alone in his cabin, in the dark. Now, here, he had a standard to uphold. “Think I’ll be missing the ale though. Beats our sweet wine any day.”

      “Really? I love a good mango twist.”

      Wax’s heart twinged a bit at that. Sawi’s favorite drink too. Fermented mango juice, spiced with some lemon and a bit of sugar. Like all the best Vis wines, they’d store them deep under the water in airtight barrels, the only place the wine could get cool, get stable enough to keep its flavor. Then, at the right time, the rope and buoy marked with the proper date would get pulled back to the surface, tapped or traded.

      “Best find some to take with us then,” Wax said as they turned down a narrow, sloping road. The last bit of Noctia’s living districts before they hit the port proper. “Can’t imagine Whent will have anything like it.”

      “Oh, they’re closer than you think.” The Queen adopted a getup much like Wax’s own, hiding her royalty beneath standard Noctia garb, dull browns, grays, and furs everywhere. “A little ice wine is a delight.”

      “You know all the best drinks from the isles, then?”

      “Do you know what a Queen does, Wax?”

      “You’re giving me a good idea.”

      For all the time they’d spent together while Deux had the Storm’s Edge repaired, Wax and Eujo had avoided getting much into their pasts, their real lives. As if, after the Rana adventures and their near deaths, both needed to adopt a fresh persona. Instead, they’d bandied about the Ringed City trying restaurants, exploring various shops, and seeing how far into the Najahn fortresses they could get before being noticed.

      That last had been Torny’s idea, a contest from the bandit to, Wax suspected, keep her from simply drinking all the hours away. The four of them—Quik, Wax’s brother and a distant presence these days—had set targets, like this Tenet’s tower or that school’s library, and the first to manage a successful infiltration won, well, more ale.

      So it hadn’t done much to reduce the drinking, but when you were stuck in port during winter’s frosted chill, entertainment was hard to find. Tonight, Wax figured, would be little different.

      But at least it would mark an end.

      Deux put forth a generous table, overlaid with Kance dishes Wax still hadn’t grown used to. The isle, with its avian population and reliance on massive berry groves, crawling ivies, and stiff tubers, had a taste far less sweet than the sugar-filled fruit Wax loved. Even so, tonight, Wax found it hard to keep his mouth from watering as Deux set a personal quiche—cooked with fresh eggs—at every plate. Inlaid with red pepper flakes and asparagus, sprinkling with green onion and steaming, the offering suggested no small award had gone to Noctia’s traders that day.

      Then again, this was the first meal in more than a week that the whole group had been together. Bliss and Torny, paired off as they often were, held the left side. Their fingers flashed beneath the table at one another, Wax only catching some of the conversation but needing no more to guess at the jokes flying back and forth. Plans, too, for later parties at one of Noctia’s endless revels.

      Parties Wax would’ve crashed if it’d been a month or two ago. The jubilation felt wrong now, at odds with what they’d been through, with what was being visited on the isles by the fiends. When Wax had confronted Bliss with the same, she’d delivered a defiant rebuke, signing that if they were going to die, then better have their fun now.

      After that, she’d stopped asking Wax to come along.

      To Wax’s right sat Quik, more distant than ever, but at least no longer reeking with disappointment. He’d been even more a ghost, disappearing for days at a time. Deux muttered that it’d taken multiple messengers to even find Quik and deliver the invitation. As to what his brother had been doing, that marked Wax’s post-dinner agenda. Information gathering on his wayward Guardian.

      Eujo, at least, filled Wax’s schedule with less abrasive opportunity. She used her royal rank and their mutual Renewal status to score dinner and lunch with well-to-do Najahn and city dwellers, all loving the chance to boost their reputations with the Renewals’ presence while salving their consciences by helping the pair to a meal, to a gift of some useless trinket, or a promise of future aid should either one become the Aegis.

      Wax held back a grin as the meals, the shows, the invitations blurred by. At first he’d been nervous, until Wax realized everyone on Noctia expected him to know nothing of civilized society. They expected a bumbling Vis, lost and confused away from the jungle. Once set, Wax found a devious distraction in playing into and then destroying the idea, leaving the hosts, the other guests in turns offended or delighted.

      The latter were the ones that gave the next invite, usually asking Wax to do the same, to prove Noctia’s assumptions false. That those people often came from other isles surprised Eujo and Wax not at all.

      The Kance Queen, meanwhile, kept her regal mouth shut, playing the diplomat. She praised the wind isle, pushed merchants and artisans to send their business Kance’s way, and acted in every way like the ambassador Wax supposed she was.

      Until, late at night, they would return to this ship and collapse in their respective cabins, mocking their oblivious hosts the entire way.

      “So you’re ready, then?” Quik asked, shaking Wax from his quiche and the reverie it brought along. “Back to the Renewal?”

      The question came without hooks, honesty his brother’s foremost currency.

      “She is,” Wax said, nodding at Eujo, who frowned. “And she needs Guardians.”

      “Not what I asked.”

      The whole table looked at him now. Torny at least spelled the stare with a long visit to her wine glass, the red a delicious Kance blend. Bliss matched Eujo’s frown. Deux, at least, offered a supportive nod.

      Maybe the captain wouldn’t mind holding fast, an excuse to avoid the wintry seas.

      “We don’t have much choice, do we?” Wax asked Quik. “If the other Renewals fail, then we’d be damning the world by giving up.”

      News on that score had been hard to determine, but what rumors persisted suggested no Renewal was having an easy time of it. While no isle admitted their Renewal had died, there was no clear leader either. Nobody knocking on Noctia’s door claiming a seat on the throne.

      “Still not an answer.”

      Always depend on a brother to press for the truth.

      “I signed up for this, didn’t I? I’m ready. Are you?”

      Quik glanced down at his quiche, as if debating whether he could sneak one more bite in before answering. A quick sigh said otherwise.

      “I’m not.” Quik nodded after he said it, doubt fleeing his soul. “I’m staying here. At least for a while.”

      Now the table truly was silent. Wax, at least, not the focus this time. Bliss recovered first, hands flashing an angry, obvious question.

      “Because I need to get better,” Quik replied. “The last two isles have been disasters. We’ve only barely survived, and we all have scars for it. The Renewal isn’t supposed to be easy, but we won’t live if this keeps up.”

      ‘Except now we have a ship,’ Bliss countered. ‘We can sail right to where the skars are. Easy.’

      “So easy,” Torny muttered. “Deux, you have another bottle?”

      “On it.” The captain stood, seeming grateful for the chance to get away.

      “Until a fiend attacks again, or someone else lays another trap and we’re left alone to lose,” Quik said. “We’re not ready.”

      “You heard Wax,” Eujo said. “He is. My ship is. We leave in two days. I would like you to come with us.”

      Quik shook his head. “I’ve already made another commitment. I’m joining the Najahn.”

      If quiet wrapped the table before, it never had a chance now. Bliss slapped the table. Torny cursed. Wax and Eujo both asked why and what and then how. Quik had answers to them all, gave them patiently, and took more wine when it came, and still more after that until the voices were exhausted and even Bliss’s fingers lay still.

      “You gave an oath,” Wax said later, on the vessel’s bow. Sichi, the pink moon, sparkled above the horizon and made a loving look at the Ringed City. “You’re breaking it.”

      Quik made no move to deny Wax’s words. “I’m doing what I think is right, Wax. The only thing that might let us live.”

      “Sure, until you remember those fiends you just talked about. When one attacks, we won’t have you helping us out.”

      “Then stay here. Let me get stronger. We can get more resources, more Guardians. March with, if not an army, then something close to it.” A fire Wax hadn’t seen in too long found Quik as his brother spoke. “I’m not just joining the Najahn, I’m going to try and persuade them to join us too. It’s not enough to watch the Renewal from the sidelines anymore. They have to help.”

      “One voice, one Vis voice, isn’t going to get their attention.”

      Quik sniffed. “It’s not just any Vis voice. It’s me, brother.”

      “Even you, Quik.” Wax, though, saw nothing save determination. He’d seen the same look on Pan’s face before the Great Sana. A choice had been made, and Wax wouldn’t be changing it. “Then promise me something?”

      “What?”

      “If I need you, if, somehow, you hear I need your help,” Wax said, not quite believing the request as he was making it, but knowing it was necessary all the while, “that you’ll come.”

      “You don’t think I would?”

      Wax put his hand on his brothers, gripped it hard. “You asked if I was ready in there. Truth is, Quik, the only way I’ll be ready is with all of you standing beside me.”

      “I am. We are. I’ll just be away a while, is all. But when you see those purple cloaks, that black armor coming to escort you home, you’ll thank me.”

      If, Wax didn’t say, they managed to live that long.
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      A thin satchel, his linens, and his gauntlets. The total accounting of Quik’s possessions, all strapped to his person as he climbed Noctia’s cobblestones in the early morning frost. Diligent workers kept the streets pebbled over to keep slipping to a minimum, effort Quik’s Kance boots, taken from a drowned deckhand who wouldn’t need them anymore, appreciated. The footwear felt like a second skin, but lacked Foti weight. Quik felt the same about most things Kance: fancy, sure, but too light and ephemeral to be worth more than decoration.

      Except the ships. The ships were as fast, as great as rumored.

      The Najahn hit the same mark as Quik reached their portion of the Ringed City. Occupying an entire cliffside, but barring entry to a large gateway halfway up Noctia’s crater wall, the Najahn controlled what some called a city within a city. Like the outposts they ran on every isle, safeguarding every skar for the Renewals, the Najahn operated outside the usual bounds.

      And not a soul dared challenge them.

      The why came as Quik approached the first gate. Standing outside, fresh into their shift, were Najahn guards in their full regalia. Purple tabards ran their chests and back, draping black armor that ran all curves, as if the soldiers were living blades. In one gauntleted hand, the four guards outside the gate each held a voulge. The spears stood almost as tall as the guards themselves, their curling points adding utility to lethality, able to hook or deflect as needed. On their backs, in various colors, rested chakrams, razor metal discs light enough to throw and mean enough to guarantee you only needed one.

      Next to the display, Quik felt his own gauntlets bobbing at his waist. On Vis, with their homespun spears, blowguns, and bows, the gauntlets and their hardened wood claws seemed more than strong enough. They could carve a hanoko’s hide, sure, but against armor like the Najahn wore, Quik wondered if a single blow wouldn’t turn his prized weapons to splinters.

      That, though, was why Quik was here. He needed better gear, better training, better everything to deserve his place with Wax. Quik just had to hope his brother would last till Quik could find him again, with all the Najahn and their armory at his back.

      Getting through the gate involved showing a letter and the seal inside, one granting Quik entry as a new recruit. The simple paper had been handed to him several days ago not far from these very walls, where the Najahn maintained a civilian office and, with it, a chance for society’s lost souls to find a new path. At least, that’s what the woman outside had said to the passing people, declaring in her purple-and-black that here was an opportunity to turn fear into ferocity, loss into vengeance, and horror into hope.

      The words worked on more than a few.

      Quik counted eleven in the room when he entered, all standing in the sparse stone chamber. A single Najahn banner with the Circle’s emblem, a gilded black-and-gold chakram in its center, hung on the back wall. The other recruits matched Quik in their shifting nerves, either looking at nothing or everyone, bouncing from foot to foot, or shivering in the cold. Quik, though, lost those affects as he found a spot in the group and took total stock of it, evaluating his competition as any hunter would and finding one, in particular, that didn’t belong.

      “Sawi?” Quik asked, the name blurting out at the sight, one taking a second to recognize her amid the violet robe Sawi already wore. “What . . . ?”

      Sawi didn’t seem to share his surprise, offering the same sly smile she shined when she spied some hidden fruit or a swinging path through the jungle. The other recruits, like Quik, had their eyes and ears open, looking around the place like, well, new recruits. Sawi didn’t have the same air, scratching a little at her wrist and resting with her back against the wall opposite the door. As if she knew what to expect, as if she’d not been magically transported from Kitaye that very morning.

      Nevertheless, Kitaye held that elders should be respected, and Quik had a few good years on Sawi. The old order brushed off the day’s confusion and let Quik stomp right past the other recruits, none of whom were Vis, right up to Sawi’s side.

      “You’ve a story to tell,” Quik said, adopting his older brother tone, the one that used to get answers fast from a rabble eager to avoid punishment or show off their tricks. “So out with it. What are you doing here, wearing that?”

      “Nice to see you too, Quik,” Sawi replied, letting the grin fade.

      She read him. A once over Quik wouldn’t have noticed save for the same thing happening every time he, Wax, and Bliss walked into anywhere. The people inside, some savvier than others, would slow their motions and evaluate the trio, decide whether they were risks or not, make a call on where they’d come from and what they wanted.

      A skill Quik had used on Vis beasts many a time, that he still lacked when it came to people.

      “I’m surprised,” Quik said. “That’s all.”

      “So am I. Aren’t you supposed to be with Wax?”

      “Long story.”

      The smile sprang back, “Then maybe we’ll have to meet up some time and share.”

      Quik squinted at her. “What’s with you?”

      Sawi nodded back towards the room, to the other recruits now watching the pair. “When we’re not performing for an audience, Quik?”

      The Vis hunter’s glare at the fresh faces served to turn a good many of them away, but before he could get back to Sawi, their instructor, greeter, commander—Quik wasn’t sure what term to use—entered the room. Like the guards outside the gate, the man had on his full uniform, clanking along the hard stone to stand before the purple banner. He rested his voulge on the floor, leaning its haft against his shoulder while he removed a scroll case attached to his waist.

      The man began by naming everyone in the room, confirming their presence. When the roll call concluded, two names were left unanswered. The man repeated them louder, and when nobody decided to claim a second title for themselves, the man declared them delinquent. As he did, outside in the hall, loud steps echoed as someone acted on the words.

      “They’ll soon find themselves brought in to explain their absence,” their leader said, showing no pleasure at the situation. “With good reason, they will begin next week. With bad, they’ll find themselves sweeping the sewers for a month.” He matched eyes with everyone in turn, not shrinking or speeding through any. “Understand this. The Circle, the Najahn, are fair. Just. But we are not lax. We carry the isles, and that is a duty we cannot forsake.”

      So far, so typical. Quik could admire the Najahn’s organization, their lethality without obeying their propaganda. He’d made his oath to Wax, and he’d keep it, marching in at the head of a Najahn host to escort him, and that Kance Queen if need be, all the way to the Wound.

      “ . . . and you will find yourselves paired through the rotations,” the man continued, shaking Quik from his daydream. “A full year may seem like a long time to learn how the Najahn work, how you will work, but it is a small drop in the rest of your life serving the Circle. Every Tenet you assist will teach you, and when your year is up, the area most suited to your talents will be your home. Best find one you enjoy, as there are no sadder Najahn than those without a true love.”

      A true love? Quik glanced at Sawi, hoping to see she thought the same about this drivel as he did. Indeed, she didn’t appear to be listening too closely, though not because of mockery, but instead a distinct concentration. Pondering something, her eyes narrowed to match her tight lips.

      What was she doing here?

      The Najahn speech then turned to matters ordinary, like food and facilities. Libraries open to new recruits, armories to visit for gear fittings, training grounds for exercises. This seemed to capture the others more acutely than the rules for their new lives, something Quik would’ve found surprising until he reassessed their outfits.

      Young, yes, but not wealthy. Slops, rags, and moldy clothes seemed the dominant fashion. Girl and boy alike bore dirt and soot, hands roughed up with days spent earning a hard keep. Vis had its poor and their betters, yes, but the distance between them seemed so much slimmer than what Noctia propagated.

      Up till right then, Quik had been faintly disgusted with the whole practice, the beggars and desperate rushing to the streets to find what they could before some Najahn guard hustled them away. Now, though, he understood: the Najahn had jobs that needed doing, that would only be done by those too lost to refuse them.

      He fought off the shudder. Vis wasn’t all the isles. Things were different here.

      “The Oath of Allegiance is sacred. Its words will mark your soul, and bind you forever to our calling,” the Najahn man said, his tone changing to the same steel he’d used when calling out the delinquents. “Repeat after me.”

      Quik found his voice rising with that of the other recruits, their words filling the chamber as they matched the man’s own, “I pledge fealty to the Circle, the Najahn, and the Seven Isles. I will face our enemies, protect our people, and put all my will to serving their needs, until Noctia takes me into her warm embrace.”

      As the last words faded, the Najahn commander gave them all a slow nod before announcing the ceremony’s close. They were all to report to their barracks, find their partners, and learn their first rotation.

      “I’ll see you around, Quik,” Sawi said, breezing by him towards the room’s exit.

      “Wait,” Quik tried, but Sawi didn’t hesitate a moment, slipping by recruits picking up their gear and making for the same door. “Sawi, just stop.”

      She did not, vanishing so fast as to be long gone by the time Quik made it into the hallway, leaving the Vis hunter to be pushed by his peers into his new life.
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      Torny timed it right, dashed out her tongue and snagged the snowflake as it drifted past, the silky chill tweaking the rose warmth offered by her Noctia leathers, overlaid with belts and pouches. Wrist braces offered compartments aplenty, as did similar loops around her thighs. Did the dress up take time? Absolutely.

      Did it make her feel like her most perfect self?

      ‘Is that it, then?’ Bliss’s fingers morphed off to Torny’s right as they walked Noctia’s port in the late afternoon. ‘Finally have all you need?’

      The snow drizzled down amongst the ships, bursting and bustling with the warmer spell to get one more journey in before winter put the northern isles in a deep freeze. Porters angled around the two young women, some throwing consternation their way, looks Torny ignored, just as she always had.

      “A good Guardian takes the goods,” Torny replied. “You might be fine with that stick, but I need accessories.”

      Bliss, her Foti-bolstered staff lost back on Rana, had found a metal pole cut to her size. She’d been scratching lines into it over their days here, etching Vis and Kitaye sigils and adding a couple razor lines to the end caps. The whole thing was adorable: a personalized smashing stick. Torny didn’t have the heart to tell Bliss any bum with a crossbow could still put the girl down without a sweat.

      But then, so long as Torny was around, Bliss wouldn’t have to worry about that sort of thing.

      ‘And now you have them all?’ Bliss signed back.

      “Almost,” Torny replied. True, she’d collected the knives, found a fresh grapple, replenished a stock of various minor poisons and the darts to deliver them. All well and good, ready to brave the Whent wilds. Save one thing. “There’s something I’ve been saving.”

      ‘Saving? Like, a treasure?’

      “Sure, why not. Let’s call it treasure.”

      Torny glanced towards the ocean as she replied. Bliss had a way of reading her face, and the fewer questions tossed Torny’s way now, the better. Or else she might reconsider.

      “It’s a bit of a walk,” Torny said. “You up for it?”

      ‘You know where I’m from, right?’

      Jungle hikes day in and day out. Bliss would have that endurance. Torny coughed into her glove to hide her own annoyance. Not at Bliss’s reply, no, but at herself for asking the obvious question. Be better. Don’t make mistakes.

      Or she might wind up on Foti again, slumming it with lava rocks to earn her dinner.

      Bliss kept right on up with Torny as they left the Ringed City’s port district behind. The Najahn quarter loomed behind them, a dominating force so far as afternoon shadows were concerned. All those inscrutable towers leering from the cliffs.

      If Bliss knew how many times Torny had taken a closer look inside those places . . .

      ‘Where are we now?’ Bliss’s hand flashed to Torny’s right as the pair walked up the rougher street side, smoother cobblestones in the center offering breezy passage to rumbling wagons, porters, and the hissing steam engines puttering them along.

      Climbing in the Ringed City meant changing the world around you, a slow morphing from the port district’s greasy business to, here, a residential strip’s stacked houses and sedate shops. Eateries lacked the coarse curses from dirty sailors, instead targeting families and locals with their specials. An inn or two broke up the parade, packed now with long-term stays as travelers found their winter residences.

      Yet Torny didn’t linger on any, only pointing things out as Bliss asked. These weren’t where her memories lied, and Noctia changed itself over—even now, in the cold, construction and destruction continued—too fast to give nostalgia a hold.

      No, Torny only came awake again as their walk curled around Noctia’s southwestern end. The Ringed City occupied that part of the smallest isle, enough to allow a dedicated walker to get free from the Najahn spires with an hour’s worth of footsteps.

      ‘Okay, this is cool,’ Bliss signed, stopping with Torny at Noctia’s Knee.

      The landmark, denoted by a forlorn stone with the name carved into it, jutted forth towards the sea. A mossy gray wall, less than Torny’s height and perfect for sitting, wrapped the cliff, springing up where the last house ended and going till the buildings began again. The stone centered in the space, and Torny walked past it to the absolute point, waiting a moment for several kids to catch her meaning and leave.

      “Take a seat,” Torny said to Bliss, motioning the Vis to join the bandit on the wall.

      Back to the North, from here, the Ringed City fell away along the rocky cliffs, a sprawl that, with the crater’s monstrous wall to the East, looked like a view cut in half. Ships crowded in, many at a final anchor in the port’s modestly protected surroundings. Pretty, but Torny’s heart lay the other way, and she found a smile when Bliss didn’t even bother looking back towards the Najahn side.

      “Noctia’s not only the Najahn,” Torny said. “There’s beautiful things here too.”

      The houses ran some ways further along the southern shore, spreading in irregular tranches through easier rock both up and down the cliffs. The density, though, wasn’t the same, paving the way for broader cliff side fields. Trees and bushes, skeletal now with winter’s onset but entrancing in their own way, crawled along the rock. Jutting terraces, built so many years ago, held plants and animals less able to scale the steep sides, but so essential to the Ringed City’s survival. Like scalloped handholds, the outcroppings ran along Noctia’s southern edge all the way to the isle’s far side beyond the horizon.

      “Everything here is real,” Torny said. “The real people of Noctia. Not merchants, not sailors, not the Najahn. But us. Me.”

      ‘Your family?’

      “Sure, they’re here somewhere.”

      Not that Bliss would be meeting them, but that wasn’t something Torny needed to discuss now. In fact, reading the sun, there wouldn’t be much more for them to discuss tonight.

      “Look,” Torny said, “I know it’s a long walk, but I wanted you to see this before we left. Most people don’t like Noctia. They think it’s this rocky, ugly place full of dangerous people, but it’s like anywhere else, mostly: just families trying to survive.”

      ‘You’ve never talked this way before.’

      “Home brings out a weird side of me.” Torny put up a frown, glanced in the falling sun’s direction. “Speaking of, think I might stop by there.”

      ‘Home?’

      “Yep. Not sure when we’ll be this way again. Figure I ought to say hi. Let them know I’m still alive.”

      Bliss nodded, waited a second, then nodded again. ‘You don’t want me to go with you.’

      “It’s going to be awkward, and long. Maybe next time.”

      As deliveries went, Torny figured the line went okay. No tremor in the voice, no slip in her eyes. She kept her hands on the stone wall, pressing them against the dirty gray hard enough to ensure no slipping.

      ‘Okay,’ Bliss signed. ‘Back at the ship, then?’

      “I’ll be there before Sichi’s too high in the sky.”

      ‘You better be.’

      Bliss, as she so often did, broke the conversation there, slipping off the wall, catching herself lightly on her feet and walking off with a flipping wave. Torny waved back, then tilted her head. Bliss wasn’t turning left, heading back home. Instead, she went right, joining the people heading towards the outcroppings, the houses, a life Bliss had no business digging into.

      Torny took a lower road. She’d tailed Bliss for a few minutes, keeping careful enough to drag behind townspeople and stay out of sight. The Vis did exactly what she ought to be doing, wandering along and scoping the buildings, the earthworks, the sheep and chickens on offer. Once Torny established Bliss didn’t have some ulterior motive, the thief slipped downward at the next break. The thin switchbacks descended alongside cavern crannies, not their official name but what everyone called the narrow homes build into the rock. Supported with heavy beams and not much larger than a small boat, the crannies served as housing for everyone that couldn’t afford something better.

      And that everyone included more than a few of Torny’s former friends.

      Thankfully, another not-so-written law of owning a cavern cranny was keeping your door shut. Most opened outward, right into the walkway, so Torny avoided any uncomfortable chance encounters as she wound back and forth several times, always getting closer and closer to the in-and-out waves.

      Noctia’s southern side bore the goddess’s angry whims, the shallows crusted over with jutting rocks and swirling pools. Black sand beaches offered options to those with little else to entertain them, and they were empty now with winter’s cold. A summer day would’ve brought laughing children, tired parents, and couples looking for a little romance. No ships would dock here, no business save some brave food stands, broke in on the fun.

      Torny fought away any memory, instead focusing behind the beaches, to caverns and cutaways too old and unstable for any sustained business, for any home. Any, that is, save the one she was going to find. Her boots crunched on the stiff grains as she walked past a few sightseers braving the surf, drawing little and less attention. Like on Foti, everyone here knew to keep to their own affairs.

      Catching the wrong eye could ruin so many good things.

      The third tidal cave, a sawtooth number whose rock overhangs crusted over with salt, still smelled true to Torny, a faint whiff of pipe smoke and boiled clam brine drifting out. The bandit gave one last look around, found nobody on her tail, and slipped inside. A few steps warmed the air with a fire’s comfort, those flickering flames soon drawing up on the dark, pitted walls. Noctia’s caves carried with them a bleak history, one written not in the purity of Foti’s black lava rock or in the packed sediment of Vis’s living caves—something Torny had only heard about. Instead, Noctia offered a lifeless swill, as if someone had taken a stale gruel, thrown in some old black ash, and swirled it together before baking it into bricks. Smooth, dull, and altogether worthless, was Noctia rock.

      Less so were the people clustered around the fire and the whole cave, a deceptively large room that looked like a spoon expanding out from Torny’s tight entry. The deeper the cavern went, the more the ceiling rose, and Torny could see all the way to the top thanks to the globes strung about the place. The lights gave sight to hammocks and beds carved into the walls, along with lockboxes aplenty. Racks on the floor held both weapons and tools of a certain trade, one practiced by all the faces now realizing who’d arrived.

      “You just letting people walk in?” Torny asked by way of introduction, directing her words at the older man crouching near the bonfire, pestering it, as he always seemed to be, with a metal poker. “A new recruitment method?”

      “Hardly need to look for new thieves these days,” the man replied, matching Torny’s look with a single-toothed one of his own. “Especially when missing ones return.”

      Yarvick delivered a lot with his stare, not least the sledgehammer blow of his own visage, so gnarled by vices unknown that he resembled a fleshy tangle of tree roots all coming in together. One good eye shown out from the mix, with a second replaced by an opal, one actually a Noctia skar for those savvy enough to see, or deep enough in the Nimble Fingers to know. His old hair had long since shriveled away save for a sole thick, black strand he kept tied and coiled about his neck, a dry and shifty snake. The rest of him lay buried beneath a cloak so patchwork any shot at identifying its original color or fabric had long since past.

      “What brings you back here, Torny?” Yarvick continued. “Come to offer some payment for your debts, or should I have let my boys skewer you outside?”

      “I’m here for a job, Yarvick.” Torny didn’t hear, didn’t see the shifting around the cavern’s edges, but she knew it was happening. She’d have a few more sentences to buy her life, and Torny planned to use them. “That debt wasn’t getting paid on Foti, so I’m back to do what’s right.”

      Yarvick laughed, full-throated and strong. “What’s right? Torny, I don’t care about what’s right. I care about what’s mine.” He pulled the poker from the fire, held its orange end up. His opal eye caught the glow, made it seem his face burned. “And what’s mine, what has always been mine, is you.”
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      The dive fell short and Sawi hit sand hard, the rocks between the grit gnarling into her hair and teeth. Her arms, reaching for vines that weren’t there, lay out wide. A moronic pose. Sawi closed her eyes, suppressed a curse, and waited for the verbal lashing.

      “You’re using your instinct again,” came her teacher’s voice, as expected. Ami never missed a chance to criticize. “This isn’t Vis. Stop acting like it.”

      Sawi rolled over, a move harder in these Najahn robes than it needed to be. She’d asked for and been denied a suit of Najahn leathers, Ami declaring Sawi hadn’t earned those yet. The Vis would be in a student’s robes until she could handle herself, a process that might take a day, a month, or a year.

      Right now, if Sawi had to guess, Ami had her bet on the latter.

      The flame-haired, golden-faced woman leaned on a thick dark blade as Sawi rose back to her feet, brushing sand off along the way. Why they always trained on the sea-side beach was another question Ami brushed off time and time again: footing, Ami would say during the long walk down the stone steps in the morning, was something you couldn’t guarantee. Learn to fight on the terrible dunes and you could dance anywhere.

      Sawi wanted to argue that the odds most of her fights would be on sand was a poor proposition, but Ami refused to hear it. As she refused to hear most of what Sawi spoke.

      “This time, I want you to attack me,” Ami said.

      “With what?”

      “Your hands.”

      Sawi blinked, “You’ve got a sword.”

      “Thank you for reminding me. I’ll use it.”

      Ami took a single long step back, drew the blade from the dirt and grasped its large, black iron hilt with both hands. The blade itself seemed pitted and in poor form, one of many battered training arms kept down here on the sands. A victim, so Sawi gathered, of sea salt’s devastating effect on the metals. Nevertheless, blunted and battered, the blade could still turn Sawi into a sliced sucker.

      “What’s the point of this, exactly?” Sawi asked. “Is this Gladdring’s idea?”

      “Gladdring’s not your concern. Attack, now. Knock me down.”

      Sawi sighed, spread her bare feet. The sand tickled with its chilly touch, but the Najahn boots were even worse. Their leather soles told Sawi no stories about where she stood, how much strength she’d need to move. Vis climbing shoes would be better, but Ami kept ordering Sawi to leave all those things behind.

      Behind the pair loomed Noctia’s craggy rocks, broken up into caverns and tunnels this near the sea. Lapping water occasionally flushed through, leaving the rocks glistening wet and crawling with critters. Gulls and other birds joined in the ocean’s song, despite the day growing long. She’d started the morning with the shock of seeing Quik, and now was ending it with a sword angled at her chest.

      What a great day.

      “Now,” Ami said.

      Sawi pushed left first, angling towards the waves and putting some sand-spraying distance between her and Ami. The Guardian held her position. A clue to the exercise, then. No active pursuit. Sawi could dawdle, could poke and prod.

      “A fiend won’t let you run like this,” Ami said as Sawi slowed, turned at the brown, wet edge where the waves stopped. A solitary pier ran out behind her, old wood creaking with every wave strike. “They’ll follow you as far as you can go and farther still.”

      “Guess I’ll worry about that when I’m facing a fiend.”

      Sawi bent her knees, reached down and scooped some wet sand. Pressed it into a flimsy ball. Stood back up. Ami, eyes narrowed now, studied her.

      Could she guess what Sawi meant to do? Probably.

      Ami had seen the world, had fought half of it by the stories the Guardian had told in Sawi’s first nights here, before their relationship became so brutal. Before Gladdring changed the game.

      Kicking into the sand again, shivering off the sharp gale swiping by, Sawi cut up the beach to the rocky cavern’s entry. A slow circle around Ami, forcing the older warrior to turn with the Vis gatherer.

      Was she still that, a Vis gatherer? After yesterday, was she not a Najahn recruit?

      A question worth answering when Sawi wasn’t being tested.

      “You’re playing,” Ami said. “Don’t waste my time.”

      “It’s my life on the line. I’ll take as much time as I want.”

      Sawi broke into a loping run, harder and more exhausting on the sand than it should’ve been, but the sudden speed put Ami on guard. She lurched in her turn, raised the sword as Sawi twisted the angle, putting her route close to Ami’s spot. A straight line dash now would bring her right past the Guardian, right on to the sea’s southern edge.

      As if Sawi would be so stupid.

      Two strides away, as Ami angled the sword for what would’ve been an easy skewer, Sawi dug in her left heel and broke hard right. A turn difficult in the robes, impossible in heavier armor. Sand flew up in a wave, but an angle that would’ve sent Sawi sprawling on a flat surface held on the sliding grains. Sawi’s cutback forced Ami to adjust, a fast turn made harder when Sawi’s mud ball smacked Ami right in that golden cheek.

      Ami cursed, the blade wavering, slow in its pursuit. Slow enough for Sawi to get inside its reach on Ami’s right. She grabbed for Ami’s wrist, found it and snared her fingers on the leather gauntlets. Sawi tugged, sending a kick at Ami’s shin, hoping together the pulls would send Ami tumbling to the dirt.

      The Guardian didn’t move. Despite Sawi’s pulls, her straining effort, Ami stayed right in the sand, the mud dripping off her face. As Sawi tried one more yank, Ami’s eyes met hers, and in them Sawi saw doom.

      

      “A clever tactic undone by idiocy,” Ami said an hour later over ales back in the tower. “When you made your move, you should’ve gone for my eyes, my throat. At worse, pulled the knife from my belt to arm yourself.”

      The pair sat at a small table in a chaotic room, one lit as much by skars as by the glowing lanterns on the stone walls. A single winding stair circled the space, crawling upwards and out to a hallway that’d lead to some bored, loyal guards before breaching into more open Najahn territory. The skars, the small stones from across the isles, lay in piles small and smaller, each encased in a glass seal far stiffer than it seemed. Sawi knew, because Annalyse, the odd scientist sharing their space—and soon to be returning with dinner—had Sawi test breaking those cages.

      She’d tried a staff, a hammer, and even a sword. Nothing.

      “A Whent creation,” Annalyse had said at the time, almost gleeful. “If Noctia knew what we were doing, they’d all freak out.”

      Annalyse said things like that all the time, though. Listening to her, Gladdring’s tower was a treasure trove of the strange and secret. Then again, that seemed to be why Ami and her skar-sealed golden face plate lived here. Why, according to Gladdring, Sawi would live here too. She’d be a Najahn recruit in name, but in all else, she’d be Gladdring’s assistant, or whatever he wanted to call her.

      “Eyes and throat?” Sawi asked. “You wanted me to hurt you?”

      Ami tapped the golden faceplate, right where a Vis emerald glittered. “You couldn’t if you tried. Not unless those tiny hands of yours could snap my neck in a shot.”

      Sawi glanced at her fingers around the ale mug. Tiny?

      “The point is to find your killer instinct, Sawi,” Ami said. “You said a fiend nearly killed you, that you’re still haunted by how close it came. I’m trying to teach you to take those feelings and turn them around. Use them to find control, to make sure you never feel so helpless again.”

      Yet she’d felt helpless almost from the second the Najahn boat had sailed off from Vis. Away from friends and family, the adventure Sawi had been expecting never materialized. Instead, Gladdring sucked himself into the intrigue and official nonsense the Najahn required, leaving Sawi to cast about on the vessel alone, watched by curious eyes and ignored by stuffy mouths. That feeling stuck with her when they arrived, with Gladdring casting Sawi off to Ami and Annalyse, promising only that he’d be back when he needed her.

      That’d been more than a week ago now, and since then Gladdring’s visits had been sparse and more for conversations with Ami and Annalyse than Sawi. Not that Sawi was jealous, no. Not that she spent the later evenings alone in her slim room, looking out the narrow window wondering how she’d made a terrible mistake. No, not that. Never that.

      Admitting her error was a step Sawi wouldn’t take. Not yet.

      “Trying to kill you won’t make me feel stronger,” Sawi said, then continued on before Ami’s opening mouth could lay out more suspect wisdom. “What I want is to know what I’m doing here, Ami. That’s what’s going to make me more confident, more comfortable. I’m lost.”

      At that, Ami sat back. Nodded slow. “I’ve been there. Was lost on this isle for damn near ten years, Sawi.”

      “That’s a long time.”

      “Goes by quick when you have enough ale and a sword to swing at training dummies.” Ami laughed, but it came out hollow. “Joking. It’s long as Rana’s rivers.” She drained her remaining ale in a single swig. “But you’re not that lucky. Sawi, it’s simple. You’re here to help us figure these things out.” Ami swung the mug around at the skars. “Learn to talk with‘em, how to get them to listen to what we want. Then, we use them to crush the fiends forever.”

      Too many questions in there to parse. Listen to the skars? Annalyse and Ami hadn’t mentioned that before, had barely talked up the gems in the days Sawi had been here. Annalyse only went on about her inventions, had Sawi wear the worst kind of gear while she tested this and that device. Ami kept pushing Sawi to the training ground. No skars, no noble goal.

      Only that, under penalty of a swift slice of the head, Sawi wasn’t to say a word about what she saw here. Even to Quik, who she’d already ditched tonight.

      “That’s the same face I made when Gladdring told me,” Ami said. “He’s probably upset I’m breaking it to you now. But he can go lick lava.” Ami glanced at her mug, as if hoping it’d refilled itself in the meantime, but alas. “The man’s right. Annalyse is a genius, but she’s not a fighter, and it’s fighters that will be shoving these magical stones down every fiend’s throat if I get my way.”

      “Why me, though? I don’t⁠—”

      “You’re loyal, or you wouldn’t be here.” Ami waved off the question. “That’s the most important thing, Sawi. Because what’s coming, what Gladdring’s planning? We can’t waver, we can’t doubt. When the time comes, the world’s going to need us to act. I will, Sawi, and so will you.”

      Sawi blinked. “And if I don’t?”

      “Then you’ll be dead. I’ll kill you myself.”
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      Like so many in the long line behind and around him, Svarde’s body told a story of toil. His beard, grown long and gangly, found kinship with snarled hair pulled into taut braids down his back. Whent armor, stiffer than Foti leathers but molded with the same rock pressing in around him now, creaked along with Svarde’s knees, arms, ankles at every step along the cave floor. Aches from a hundred wounds, both real and phantom, haunted his recurring headaches, a prize earned on the beach back to the South. Every breath pushed air past marred teeth, a face only clean thanks to a lucky pool some scout had stumbled upon.

      Yet his hands could still hold his axes. His stance still stood tall. His voice bellowed with the best of them, there in the Dark Below.

      At his feet, too, clawed his longtime companion, the stone-skinned ferrite Kivi. She vented as they walked now near the long column’s head, taking a shift leading the expedition ever onward. Ahead, flashes flickered along the craggy curves, candles blinking or the odd-colored mushrooms lighting up the walls in purples and blues. Those mushrooms would be scraped off as the army passed by, added to the food stores and replaced by pounded lanterns.

      As Jochi, the Whent warlord leading this charge put it, this wasn’t just a mission, it was a colonization. The rockbiters were tired of ceding territory to the fiends. Instead, they would control it.

      The tremors of that control pulsed up through Svarde’s soft boots now, the constant hammering behind him as engineers put in those lights, added buttresses to unstable walls, and plotted out places for way stations, inns, whole towns in the largest caverns. Where the people would come from to settle all these places, Svarde wasn’t certain, but that problem didn’t faze the Whent workers.

      Their warriors, too, marched with a conquering army’s gusto. Where Svarde and Maena’s initial foray into the depths came with quiet urgency, the Whent traveled with songs singing, drums beating, invincible confidence pushing them onward. The change, at first, was so jarring Svarde found himself ranging ahead with Kivi just to feel that solitude, that explorer’s edge.

      He would’ve brought Maena with, but the Rana captain seemed increasingly bent inward, tortured with some struggle she refused to discuss. Only during Jochi’s regular briefings would Maena light up, as if the logistical challenges inherent in leading thousands through endless caves were life’s greatest fascination.

      “It’s her choice,” Svarde said down to Kivi as the ferrite snorted, her orange vents closing in a steamy burst. “I don’t like it either.”

      The fiends, so terrible during the earlier expedition, fell back against Whent power. Crossbows, spears, and bone-crunching rock armor turned the haphazard beasts into so much gruel. More mysterious adversaries either fled or found themselves riddled with bolts from afar. A set of those giant eyes, the mind-warping monsters, found themselves boiled with Whent grenades, lobbed and rolled into their domain with devastating effect.

      All in all, Svarde was almost bored.

      Which was why he and Kivi were back at the front, with only the scouts between him and fresh fiend meat, or at least an interesting discovery. They’d passed the Aegis’s spidery shield two days ago, meaning every step from now on stretched into new territory. A thrill only somewhat cut by the sheer smell of the rumbling, mobile civilization behind him.

      “Is this what you had in mind?” Jochi, spoiling Svarde’s quieter walk at the column’s head, caught up and matched the axe-man’s stride. “Your grand mission, now with proper grandeur?”

      Svarde had long since decided destroying the fiends had precedence over holding any grudge, but every time he saw Jochi, the Foti Guardian found it hard to dismiss the trials forced at the man’s hand. The Pits, the beach battle against those fiends, and the draining wagon trips between both all came at Jochi’s direction.

      The urge to send the man’s head flying with an axe had to be tempered, was tempered by one thing: Catya.

      Seeing the Aegis’s web gave a warm, distant comfort. She still lived, however much of a shell that life was. A signal, too, that Svarde’s mission to ruin the fiends and their origins remained urgent. Both served to keep Svarde’s hands steady, to keep his response to Jochi’s question congenial.

      “If it serves to slaughter the fiends, then it’s what I had in mind,” Svarde replied.

      Jochi laughed. The two body men behind him, hands ever near their own spears, chuckled too. Whether that sort of servitude grated on Jochi—Svarde would’ve socked any follower acting that way—was a mystery. The warlord seemed unaffected, instead launching into the day’s march, or rather the night’s walk. Somehow, the Whent scientists following along with them, all stolen from the university city whose sacking Svarde and Maena had prevented, kept track of the time and, in so doing, preserved the army’s sanity. Shifts kept the people in line even as daylight fell further and further behind.

      For Svarde, walking the nights meant fewer people pressing his steps. A few hours unconscious during the day, rolling in a bedded wagon, was worth the sacrifice. Only the officers received that luxurious treatment, meant to keep them closer to the action even as the army moved and worked at all hours. Others simply had to catch up during their waking moments, a prospect simpler than it would seem, given the grinding pace.

      So it went when every few steps demanded a new lantern, a halt for some scientific observation or a fiend execution.

      “Yet you don’t seem at peace, my friend,” Jochi said. “What troubles you? Our inevitable victory?”

      “The slow speed that we’re going, for one.”

      Jochi nodded in that sage way leaders had when they pretended to care. “Everything comes with a cost. The more people, the more permanent our conquest, the longer it will take.”

      “And when the farmers have to return to their fields, what will you have then?”

      “The Winter is long in Whent, and our findings here are already making this a profitable journey.” Jochi reached out to his right, plucked a purple mushroom off the wall. Glowing bits fell to the damp cavern floor. “Already we’re learning how to grow these. Can you imagine, houses filled with both food and light in a single stroke? How much have we lost for fear of the fiends?”

      “Too much.”

      “Indeed. Yet, I must ask if you’re willing to lose more.”

      Jochi’s tone slipped with the words, gaining Svarde’s focus at the same time.

      “What do you need?” the barbarian asked.

      “Direction.” Jochi waved back at the expedition’s long line, though the curling caves put its bulk beyond sight. “My scouts inform me that these tunnels go in every way and for far longer than we can afford. You came down here once before and seemed set in your path. How did you know?”

      Svarde pointed at Kivi. “She can hear the stones better than I can. They tell her the warmer roads, the ones leading down and down some more.”

      “A pity we don’t have more ferrites, then,” Jochi replied, leaning to pet the lizard only for Kivi to snort and dodge away. Jochi laughed, again matched by his body men, and stood. “She still has the scent, I trust?”

      Kivi snorted louder. Vented steam.

      “She knows where she’s going,” Svarde said. “Your scouts have been doing well enough, though.”

      “A scattered, if valiant, effort. I want you to take the lead with Kivi. My scouts will work with you directly, running the route between you and our force. I aim to destroy the fiends, Svarde. Spreading our roots throughout the Dark Below can come after. Do you agree?”

      “You’re offering me a chance to get away from you and all your stinking soldiers? How could I say no?”

      This time, at least, Jochi’s laugh was genuine. This time, at least, his frowning body men didn’t echo it.

      The changed assignment took effect immediately, with a scout materializing around the next bend with fresh satchels packed to the brim. The woman, who’d skipped heavier Whent armor for light leathers and belts crowded with tools, asked if Svarde could match a faster pace. When he assented, they shot off through the caverns, with Kivi soon taking the lead and choosing rights, lefts, downs and, on rare occasions, short jaunts up and over to reach viable ways deeper into the dark.

      After hours tramping ahead, the Whent army vibrations replaced with a cave’s dripping water and hollow wind, Svarde expected to find exhaustion trailing his every step. Instead, his walk came easy, the heavy armor lighter on his shoulders than before.

      “It’s a sign,” the scout said, giving her name as one Olgata, “that you’re doing what you’re meant to.” Her only expressions seemed to be a serious scowl and a slapdash grin, and the latter filled her small lantern’s glow in their current rocky home. “We’ll take two hours here. Sleep, then move on.” She flicked a finger towards the ferrite. “Can that thing keep watch?”

      “Her name’s Kivi, and she’ll keep a better watch asleep than you and I could awake.”

      “Good enough for me.”

      Olgata dropped a bedroll on the hard ground, set her satchel as a pillow, and before Svarde could match it, her light snores shuffled through the cavern. Svarde would’ve smiled at the sound, at the delight in being, again, out in front on his own mission.

      Would’ve, save the other, more distant noises. Growls, scrabbling, a single roar like a forge lighting up for the first time.

      The fiends were never far down here.
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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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