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Stupid messenger.


Stupid, stupid messenger who should have known better than to accept a ride from a black horse with a wild mane and flame-bright yellow eyes. The horse galloped up and down hills, through a cold river and a patch of brambles, ending at a swamp, where he bucked the messenger off.


The horse shook his head and spat something from his mouth, and the air around him blurred and a boy with black hair and yellow eyes caught the shifter-bone he’d spat out and shoved it into the pocket of his ragged shorts. Picking his way through the mud and cattails, the boy crouched at the side of the messenger.


“Cursed puck,” the messenger groaned, and struggled onto his knees. He was tall and willowy and had greeny-blond hair, rough brown skin, and long fingers. He’d been sent from the nathe, the court of the High Ones.


“Just stay down,” the boy said, and shoved him back into the mud. Then he reached into the messenger’s leather pouch and pulled out a letter. The paper was only a little damp at the edges. Cracking the wax seal that held the letter closed, he read it.


Hmm. A message for Lady Gwynnefar. Fer, that was.


The boy got to his feet and trudged out of the muddy swamp to dry land, where he paused to think about what he was going to do. He could throw the letter away. That’d cause some trouble. Or he could give it back to the messenger to deliver. What he should do was give it to his brother pucks to see what they would make of it. More trouble, to be sure. Or …


Or he could take the letter and its trouble to the Lady Gwynnefar himself.
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The girl named Fer pulled back the string of her bow, sighted down the arrow, and released it.


Thunk.


Not quite a bullseye, but almost. Fer shrugged her shoulders, feeling the tiredness in her muscles from an hour of archery practice. Time to stop. It was getting too dark, anyway, and Grand-Jane would have dinner ready soon.


After collecting her arrows from the target—and the one arrow that had gone past the target and was stuck in a clump of weeds—Fer went to sit on the back steps of her grandma’s house, and gazed up at the half-moon. The sky was the deep blue, electric color that meant the sun was gone and night was coming soon. As she watched the moon, Fer felt like she could practically see it walking across the sky as time rushed past.


In the Summerlands, on the other side of the Way and far from this human world, time passed much more slowly. There, spring was just ending. The forests would be bursting with new leaves, wildflowers, ferns, and mushrooms; the moss would be cool and dark underfoot.


A creak from the kitchen door, and Fer’s grandma came down the steps. She wore a cardigan against the chill of the early autumn night. Grand-Jane came to sit beside her. Fer leaned, and Grand-Jane put her arm around Fer’s shoulders. They sat in silence for a while.


Then, “I know,” Grand-Jane said.


Fer blinked. “You know what?”


“You’re thinking about the other land.”


Fer nodded. She was the Lady of the land on the other side of the Way—the Summerlands—and even though she wasn’t entirely sure, yet, what being a Lady meant, she did know that she was supposed to be there, not here in the human world. “I have to go back,” she said quietly.


Grand-Jane sighed. In the moonlight, her graying hair shone, making her look like a queen with a silver crown. “Yes, I know.”


“Why don’t you come with me?” Fer asked.


Grand-Jane shook her head. “Look at this place, Jennifer.”


What? Fer had lived here almost her whole life. There wasn’t anything new to see.


When Fer didn’t move, Grand-Jane got up from the steps and pulled Fer to her feet, then took her by the shoulders and turned her to look out at the fields beyond the house. The beehives at the edge of the yard glowed white under the moonlight. Past that was the lavender field, which they’d spent the last few days harvesting, cutting the stalks of purple flowers under the rich, late-September sunlight. Past Grand-Jane’s land were more farms, rolling out to a flat horizon under a darkening sky.


The land here had once been wild, and not even that long ago. Just over a hundred years before, it had been prairies full of wildflowers and grasses and buzzing insects, with patches of oak woodlands, and streams winding their way to the river. Lightning-lit wildfires would race through the dry prairie, leaving it blackened, and in the spring new green would sprout up.


Now this land was all tame. It had been shaped into farms that were like giant factories for growing corn and soybeans, acres and acres of fields laid out in careful squares and rectangles. The rich dirt was stained with insecticide and herbicide and chemical fertilizers. Just the smell of it made Fer feel itchy.


How could Grand-Jane want to live here?


“This is my home,” Grand-Jane said. “This is where I belong.”


Fer shrugged out of her grandmother’s grip. “Well, it’s not where I belong.”


“I know,” Grand-Jane said for the third time. In the rules of the Summerlands, saying something three times made it matter. Grand-Jane knew this, and it meant she understood; she really did know how Fer felt. She added quietly, “I won’t try to keep you here, my girl.”


“Thank you.” Fer breathed. She leaned in, and Grand-Jane gave her a hug. Under her feet, she felt the earth turning and the time flowing away, and suddenly, like a sharp tugging at her heart, she knew that she’d been away from the Summerlands for too long. She had to go back.


She had to go now.


Crouching, Fer rested her fingertips on the cool, smooth surface of the moon-pool that connected the human world to the other land. She felt the tingle of the Way opening, and the half-moon reflected in the water changed, rippling into a nearly full moon.


Fer stood up and took one last look around the darkening clearing, at the flowerless laurel bushes, the moss, the tangled branches. Grand-Jane hadn’t been happy about her leaving so suddenly. “At least wait until morning,” she had protested. But Fer couldn’t wait any longer. Taking a deep breath, holding tightly to her bow, she jumped into the pool.


Down through the Way she fell, feeling the wind and the pressing darkness, the dizzy thump when she landed on the bank of the pool on the other side. She kept her eyes closed until her head stopped spinning. When she opened her eyes, she saw that the golden, almost-full moon had moved into the sky, and the half-moon, the moon that belonged in Grand-Jane’s world, now lay reflected in the pool. She was through. The air felt softer here, the shadows deeper and more mysterious—and the pull of her connection to the land settled into her bones.


Unlike in the human world, the laurel here was in bloom, the white flowers glowing in the moonlight. A sudden wind sprang up and made the trees around the clearing toss their leafy heads. As Fer climbed to her feet, a tendril of cool breeze wound from her legs to the top of her head, making goose bumps pop up on her arms. She rubbed them down and looked around the dim clearing and into the dark shadows of the forest. Was somebody here? She gripped her bow tightly and got ready to pull an arrow from the quiver on her back. Another breeze wafted past, bringing with it the smell of dirt and fallen leaves.


The branches around the moon-pool rustled. She strained her eyes, trying to peer into the darkness. Suddenly she felt her connection to the land—the Summerlands—more strongly than ever before. It felt like a surge of green sweeping up from her feet to the top of her head, as if the forest itself was on the move, a stirring in the roots. Then all fell quiet, the clearing filling up like a cup with stillness. Fer held her breath, listening. She heard nothing but a humming silence. She blinked. Shadows crowded in. The clearing had been empty, and now she was surrounded by—


What were they?


Standing in a circle around the moon-pool were creatures that looked part tree and part stump, gnarled and covered with lichen and moss. Some of them were shorter than she was; others towered overhead like the tallest trees. In the dim light, Fer saw wise old faces watching her from eyes that glimmered like stars reflected in deep water.


These creatures—whatever they were—had roots that went very, very deep. They were more part of the land than anything she’d ever felt before. And they’d been waiting for her to return.


“Who are you?” she whispered.


The answer came on a breath of wind that brushed past her ears, making her shiver. We are the deep-forest kin. We have come to swear our oaths to the Lady of the Summerlands. Will you accept our oaths?


She hadn’t had enough time to think about this. She was the Lady, yes. She knew that because of her bone-deep connection to this land and its people, and because her mother had been the Lady before, until the Mór had killed her.


But the swearing of oaths? That was tricky. Oaths were—well, they were part of how these other lands worked. Our oaths and our rules bind us together, the Mór had told her once. The Mór had been evil, through and through, but she’d been right about that. Yet oaths felt wrong, too. The Mór had used oaths to bind her people so strongly that she had controlled their every move. Fer wasn’t sure about how to be a Lady, but she did know that she didn’t want to bind her people like that.


Will you accept our oaths? the deep-forest ones asked again.


“I—I don’t like oaths,” Fer said, stalling.


There was a swaying of branches and a rush of wind that sounded like whispers. It is the way of the land that we should be bound to the Lady, they breathed.


Fer shook her head. Her best friend, Rook, had been bound to the Mór by his sworn oaths, and it had meant he’d had no choice but to obey her every order. He’d been forced to do things that he’d hated doing. This just couldn’t be right.


Will you accept our oaths? they asked a third time. Three had power. She had to answer.


“No,” Fer said slowly. “I’m really sorry. I can’t.”


Her words hung in the air. Can’t—can’t—can’t. The deep-forest kin gazed at her, and Fer could feel the weight of their disappointment, as if she’d failed a test.


The deep green feeling faded, and so did the heavy moss and dirt smell in the air. When she looked up again, the clearing around the moon-pool was empty.
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The Lady Tree was where the Lady of the Summerlands lived, an immensely tall beech with a straight trunk covered in silvery-smooth bark. At the base of the tree, the trunk was so wide that six badger-men could hold hands around it and still not span its girth. It was so tall that it towered over the rest of the forest. Overhead were spreading branches tipped with leaves, turning the light a dappled green. In the lower branches perched the wood-shingled tree house where Fer lived, and other houses, and ladders hanging from branches down to the ground, and swaying rope bridges leading from one platform to another. A whole tree village.


If she closed her eyes, Fer could feel a faint thread of connection to every one of the people who lived in that tree village and in the rest of the Summerlands, a thread just like the connection she felt to the land itself. It was her belonging; it meant she was home.


As Fer stepped out of the forest, one of her wolf-guards came bounding over the grass toward her. It was Fray—brown-haired, sharp-toothed, and rangy tall. All of the people of the Summerlands were people, but they had a wild part—a tree part, or a flower part, or an animal part. Fray was a person, but she had a little bit of wolf in her too, and it made her fierce and brave and loyal, perfect for guarding and fighting. Fray was only a little bit older than Fer, but she wasn’t a friend. She was way too serious about her duties for that.


“Lady Gwynnefar!” Fray panted, coming to stand before Fer. She bowed. “You’ve returned!”


Fer felt a smile bubbling up, and she grinned at Fray. “I have!” It was so, so good to be home. But then the weight of the deep-forest kin’s disappointment settled onto her shoulders. “Fray, I saw the deep-forest kin.”


Fray’s eyes widened. “They came all this way to swear their oaths to the new Lady, didn’t they?”


Fer nodded and pulled her long braid around to tug at the end, nervous. “I didn’t let them.” She held her breath, waiting for Fray’s reaction. Had she done the right thing?


Fray stared. “They asked to swear their oaths and you said no?”


Fer’s heart sank. “That’s right. I said no.”


“But Lady,” Fray protested. “You must take their oaths—and ours, too.”


“Fray,” Fer said, frustrated, “it doesn’t make any sense. When you had to swear oaths to the Mór, it was a terrible thing.” Really terrible. All of the people in the Summerlands had been slaves to the Mór, bound by their oaths to serve her, even though she was evil. “Why do you want to be bound like that again? It’s wrong.”


“No,” Fray said stubbornly. “It’s right. We need oaths to keep us together.”


Fer shook her head. “But I feel connected to all of you!”


“No,” Fray repeated. “It’s supposed to be the other way.”


“What way?” Fer asked.


Fray stared mutely at her, as if Fer was just supposed to know.


And maybe a true Lady would know.


Frustrated, Fer turned away and headed toward the ladder that led to her tree house. Fray trotted after her. At the tree, Fer started up the ladder, then paused, looking down. Fray looked up beseechingly at her, and Fer felt the wolf-girl’s confusion. “I’m sorry,” she said, shaking her head. “I just can’t take oaths the way the Mór did.”


She hurried up the ladder, Fray following. As Fer reached her house on its platform, a swarm of fat golden bees swirled out the door and buzzed loudly around her head. Startled, Fer flinched away from them and felt Fray’s strong hand at her back, keeping her from falling right off the platform. A bee zipped past her nose; another one bumbled into her ear, buzzing loudly. Fer gasped a very unladylike “Eep!”


“It’s all right,” Fray said. “They’re the Lady’s bees.”


Fer brushed a bee away from her face. “Mine?”


“They were your mother’s bees,” Fray explained. “The Lady Laurelin’s. They never came for the Mór, but they’re here for you. They can talk, but the only one who can understand them is …” She paused and gave Fer a significant glance. “… the Lady. You, that means. You see, Lady Gwynnefar?” Fray went on. “The bees showing up like this, it means you’re the Lady, and you need to let all your people swear our oaths to you.”


That was not what it meant. Fer shrugged Fray’s hand off her back and ducked inside her house to drop off her bow and quiver full of arrows. Then she headed up the ladder that led from her house platform, climbing higher and higher into the tree where nobody would follow.


When she got to a high branch she swung off the ladder and, balancing carefully, crawled out a little way and lay down. Closing her eyes, feeling the branch solid under her back, she reached out to feel the land. Her land. It was mostly forest, the trees like a leafy ocean washing up over hills, pooling in shady valleys. She felt the Lady Tree itself, stretching its graceful branches up to catch the summer sun’s rays, pushing its roots ever deeper into the ground. And it was wild, all of it—a wild and untamed land that would never be turned into neat, square cornfields.


She heard the sound of buzzing and opened her eyes. The bees had joined her, swirling lazily over her head. “Hello, bees,” she said.


The bees swarmed around her with a sound like drowsy summer afternoons in her grandma’s lavender fields. But these weren’t honeybees, not like Grand-Jane’s bees. In the greeny-gold light of the tree, the Lady’s bees looked like plump golden bullets, each with a vicious stinger at its back end. Fer strained to listen, trying to hear words in their humming.


Hmmmmmm-zzzm-zzm-zm went the bees, round and round. Fer closed her eyes. Nothing. She listened harder. A breeze blew and the leaves whispered, but if the bees said anything, Fer couldn’t understand what it was.


Hmmmm-zmm-rrrm-zm, the bees grumbled.


From way down below came the faint sound of growling, a shout and a shriek, and then three fierce barks.


Fer’s eyes popped open. Did she know a dog who barked like that? A dog who might be down there fighting with the wolf-guards?


The bees spun out of their orbit around her, and Fer let them go, sitting up and peering down. She was so high in the tree that she couldn’t see much, just a few of her people moving around, two of them at the edge of a platform looking up at her. The fox-girls—Twig and her sister, Burr—both of them short and thin as saplings, with reddish hair. Fer waved at them, and they waved back, then pointed at the tree’s wide trunk. She looked over at the ladder and saw a dark form coming up, the top of a black-haired head. The form became a person, who swung off the ladder and onto the branch above hers.


“Rook!” Fer hadn’t seen him since she’d become the Lady back in the early spring.


He crouched and glared down at Fer. “Stupid wolves,” he growled.


Rook wore ragged shorts and nothing else; his hair was tangled, and his bare legs were muddy and scratched, as if he’d been running through a bramble patch. He had scars on his arms and shoulder from the wolf bites he’d gotten while serving the Mór. They looked like jagged white slashes against his tan skin.


Without saying hello, Rook lay down on the branch. He glanced at her, and she grinned at him.


“Don’t be looking at me like that,” he said.


“Like what?” she asked, still smiling.


“I don’t know. As if you’re glad to see me.”


“I am glad to see you,” Fer said. “You’re my best friend.”


He stared at her. “No, I’m not. I’m a puck.”


Before, when she had first met him, Rook had been oath-bound to the Mór, the false Lady who had ruled this place after she killed Fer’s mother—and that meant he’d been like the Mór’s slave and had to obey her every order. Rook had sworn those oaths to save his puck-brother Phouka’s life. Even so, he had found a way to help Fer defeat the Mór, though he had almost died doing it. With the Mór defeated and gone from the Summerlands, Rook had been freed from his oaths—he was a puck unbound. Grand-Jane had warned Fer that this Rook would be a different creature entirely from the Rook Fer had known before. Don’t trust him, Grand-Jane had said with a dire frown. He is a puck, and that means it is his nature to be false, a liar and a trickster. He is not your friend.


“I missed you,” Fer found herself saying. “What have you been up to?”


Rook shrugged.


She shrugged back at him, crossed her eyes, and grinned.


He turned his face away, but she caught a glimpse of a smile.


Fer had heard Grand-Jane’s warnings, but she couldn’t help the happiness that bubbled up inside her. He could be surly and rude, but that was what made him Rook, and the Rook she knew was a true friend. “Well,” she went on. “Why have you come back?”


He looked as if he was weighing a decision. Then he dug in the pocket of his ragged shorts and pulled out a packet of paper. “I met a messenger,” he said, “and I offered him a ride in my horse form.”


As a puck, Rook had a shifter-tooth that turned him into a black dog when he put it under his tongue, and he had a bit of shifter-bone that turned him into a horse.


“So where is this messenger now?” Fer asked.


“He accepted the ride,” Rook said, shooting her an evil grin.


Uh-oh. “What did you do with him, Rook?” she asked sternly.


Rook shrugged. “He’s all right. If he can swim. He was bringing you this.” He tossed the packet of paper toward her.


Fer reached out to catch it and felt herself slipping. She grabbed the packet out of the air and with her other hand clung to the branch; her head spun, and her stomach lurched, and below her she saw a whirl of branches and leaves and empty space. It was a long way to the ground. When she righted herself, she found Rook was watching her, a gleam of mischief in his flame-bright eyes.


He’d done that on purpose, thrown the paper so she’d reach for it and almost fall. Grand-Jane’s warning echoed in her head: He is not your friend.


“See?” Rook said. “Puck.”


“Puck or not,” Fer grumbled to herself, “you’re still my friend.” With shaking hands, she unfolded the paper and saw that it was a letter that had been sealed with a blob of scented golden wax stamped with a foxglove flower. A good medicinal herb, foxglove, if used properly, but deadly poison in larger doses. A strange choice for a seal. She wondered whose it was. The seal was broken and the paper smudged and wrinkled. “You read this?”


Rook lay back on his branch again and closed his eyes. “So what if I did?”


Fer took a deep breath and didn’t answer. She read the letter.




To Gwynnefar of the Summerlands, greetings from the High Ones.


We have received word that you defeated the Mór, who was your mother the Lady Laurelin’s betrayer and who stained the land with blood, and that you have cleansed the land of this stain. We have been told, too, that your father was one Owen, a human man.


We are aware that you have the ability to open the Way between the human world and our own lands, and a Lady’s glamorie, and that you have a Lady’s power to feel the Summerlands and its people. And we hear also that you are a healer of some note.


You would claim to be Lady of the Summerlands, yet you yourself are a human usurper until you have proven yourself worthy to us, the High Ones who rule over all the Lands.


Thus we summon you at once to the nathe, where you may compete with those who would also claim the right to rule the Summerlands. Should you fail to win this competition, you will be cast back into the human world and the Way to our lands closed to you forever.





“Wait,” Fer muttered. “They say I have to prove myself?” She read the letter again. It sounded bad. As if the High Ones, whoever they were, didn’t believe she was really the Lady, even though the Summerlands sang in her blood, and she felt a spiderweb thread of connection to every one of the people who lived here. “What’s the nathe?” she asked Rook, not sure if he would answer or not.


Rook hopped from his branch to crouch next to her. “It’s the High Ones’ court,” he answered. “It’s where they live.”


And the High Ones ruled over all the Lords and Ladies and all the lands on this side of the Way, it sounded like. Fer frowned. If she ignored the letter, she risked losing the Summerlands and its people, and she couldn’t bear that, not after all she’d done to free them from the Mór, not when being here felt so right. But proving herself in a competition? She shivered. Still … “I have to go, don’t I?”


“You do, yes,” Rook said, his voice quiet, without a trace of mischief in it.


She looked over at him, straight into his eyes. She could easily see the wildness in him, and the darkness. He was a puck, yes. He followed no rules but his own. But that didn’t matter. She’d saved his life three times, and he’d risked his life again to help her defeat the Mór. He was the best friend she’d ever had. “Will you come with me?” she asked.


He flinched as if she’d hit him, then shook his head and jumped to his feet. “I won’t, no,” he snarled, and then stalked off along the branch to the tree trunk, where he swung himself onto the ladder and climbed down.


Fer stared after him. It hadn’t been such a terrible thing to ask, had it?


This new Rook was going to take a lot of getting used to.
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In his dog form, Rook raced away from the Lady Tree, cursing himself. Going to see Fer had been tame, and stupid, and he’d really done her a favor, hadn’t he, delivering the letter from the High Ones when he should have given it to his brother-pucks to make trouble with. It was a good thing his brothers would never know that he’d had the letter in his hands and had given it away.


Panting, he trotted on, his paws silent and sure on the mossy ground, his black fur blending with the shadows of the late-afternoon forest. Arriving at a clearing at the edge of Fer’s land, he spat the shifter-tooth from his mouth and felt the blurring dizziness of the change. He caught the tooth in his hand and shoved it into his pocket. His head down, he went on. No, he wouldn’t go back to see Fer again. Fer, with her strange, human ideas about friendship. As if a puck could ever truly be friends with anyone but another puck.


Yes, it’d be better for her if he stayed away.


The sky, what he could see of it through the trees, grew darker, and shadows gathered in the branches overhead. He set off across a clearing gray with twilight.


“Hellooooo, Rook,” came a voice from behind him.


He whirled, but nobody was there.


He turned back, and Tatter stood before him, grinning. “Rook!” Tatter exclaimed, and pulled him into a rough hug.


Rook grinned back at his brother-puck. Tatter was older—almost all of the other pucks were older than he was—and taller, and wore his black hair in a matted mane down his back. His skin was the red-brown color of oak leaves in the autumn; for clothes he wore a shapeless wrap made of tattered and stained yellow silk. His flame-orange eyes danced. “Haven’t seen you in ages, Rook-pup.”


“I’ve been around,” Rook said.


“No you haven’t.” Tatter gave him a quick cuff on the side of the head. “You’ve been playing hard-to-find.” He looped an arm over Rook’s shoulders, then pulled him closer to kiss the spot where he’d hit him. “Come on,” he said, bringing Rook along with him. “Asher wants to see you.”


In his chest, Rook felt a surge of longing mixed with a curl of fear. Pucks didn’t like to be alone; they tended to gather with other pucks, and wherever they gathered, that was their home. Ever since the trouble with the Mór, Rook had been keeping himself apart. He mostly wanted to see Asher and the others, but part of him wanted to run away and hide. Asher was not going to like what he’d gotten himself mixed up in. Still, if Asher called, a puck did well to answer, or his life would get very tricky.


Tatter shifted into his dog form, and Rook did too, and they trotted through the growing night to the nearest Way. Ways that led from one land to another, like doors that led from one room to another, were kept open so that anyone—even pucks—could come and go as they wished. This Way led from the twilit clearing in Fer’s Summerlands to another Way that lay at the bottom of a steep hill crowded with brambles, then to the next Way, which waited in the shadow of a huge boulder, to a last Way that led to the Foglands, where a chilly wind whistled through the bare branches over their heads and leaves crunched under their paws. They passed over that land like two dog-shaped shadows until they came to a high cliff. Overhead, a half-moon shone down. Tatter spat out his shifter-tooth, and so did Rook.


The chilly breeze brushed across his bare shoulders, and Rook shivered, missing his black fur, and wishing for more clothes than just his ragged shorts.


“Not far now,” Tatter said, and led Rook along the cliff until they reached a path so narrow they had to go up it sideways, clinging to handholds that were bumps of shadow in the harsh moonlight.


Rook felt the cold cliff face grating against his chest and tried not to look down at the dark ground below as they climbed higher. His fingers grew numb from gripping the knobs of rock that kept him from falling off.


“Just here,” Tatter said, crouched down, and disappeared.


Rook edged farther along until he saw a deeper shadow in the cliff face. An opening. Stooping, he crawled through, then around a corner, coming out into a cave. It was wide and high ceilinged, with smooth, sand-colored stone walls and a bright fire burning at its center. His eyes automatically searched for another way out, then found it—two openings in a side wall, tunnels, no doubt, that led outside. No puck would let himself be caught in a place without a back exit.
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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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