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      Tiffany VanDerHoven started speaking to me the moment I finished the last book in the Fates trilogy. Tiffany and her sisters lost their magic at the end of that series, and that might’ve been it for them, if I were a different kind of writer.

      But I write in multiple genres, and the moment the girls lost their magic, I realized they all had a real problem on their hands. Their lives weren’t just changing. Their lives had been blown up.

      That kind of story interests me, as does a story about sisters who have been separated, and people who are unfamiliar with the worlds they find themselves in.

      I had only written about the girls from the perspective of other characters, many of whom did not like them, and that, too, intrigued me. Particularly when I woke up one morning with Tiffany’s (very strong) voice in my head, telling me what she had done on the last day she had magic, and how she was hoping to survive a move into one of the most middle-class of small cities in America—Eugene, Oregon.

      I used to live in Eugene. I had moved there after visiting for only an evening. Eugene had an amenity for me: Damon Knight and Kate Wilhelm lived there. Damon and Kate were writers in their own right. Damon was also a critic and a teacher. Kate was an acclaimed mystery writer who had gotten her start in science fiction.

      They held workshops once a month in the winter at their home, so my husband (also a writer) and I moved to the area to be closer to the writer community.

      I had moved from Madison, Wisconsin, which is a college town like Eugene. Madison is a small city with a lot of amenities, as well as a diverse (for the Northern Midwest) population. Madison is also the seat of government for the state, so a lot of different kinds of people travel in and out of it at the same time.

      Eugene is nothing like Madison. Eugene is not diverse, and did not (when I lived there) have much outside of a (very small) university to bring in visitors. Eugene of that era was insular and quiet, the opposite of what I wanted when I moved there.

      That’s the Eugene that Tiffany finds herself in. No one in that city knows what to make of her, except maybe…well, you’ll see.

      Tiffany is a smart, strong survivor. That’s one of the things I love about her. I love her intelligence and her outspokenness, and that voice of hers, which still speaks to me sometimes. Tiffany has a lot of opinions, and she has a lot to deal with in that insular town.

      So take a listen to what Tiffany has to say. I think you’ll find her as fascinating as I do.

      
        
        —Kristine Grayson

        Las Vegas, Nevada

        December 11, 2018
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      My first day of school—ever—and I’m wearing a pair of blue jeans my mom picked out, a shirt my dad gave me that says Interim Fate: You Better Believe It, Baby all in pink glitter, and a pair of Jimmy Choos (also pink) that I conjured the last day I had my magic. I was going to wear pink beads at the base of my cornrows, but I couldn’t fasten them right, and so twenty-four hours before I’m heading to a place my mom calls high school and her neighbor calls hell, I’m heading to the beauty parlor (where no one is beautiful) and getting my locks chopped off.

      Now I’ve got a modified afro (that’s what Mom calls it) that only needs a pick to keep up, some glitter eye shadow Mom let me buy at a place she calls the mall, but whose sign out front says Valley River Center, and some matching glitter polish that was harder to put on than I remember.

      Not that I ever did anything the old-fashioned way when I had magic. Back then, I’d snap my fingers and get what I wanted. Literally. Sometimes I had to say a spell, and sometimes I said it wrong, but mostly, I was good at magic. So good, my dad appointed me and my sisters the head of all magic for about a year.

      Now I’ve got to be driven places in a car that’s older than I am. My mom goes everywhere with me, and she’s explaining stuff in this really fast voice because she knows I spent my entire life (except vacations) on Mount Olympus—not the one on mortal maps, but the one where the gods (mages, really) live—and she’s a little worried I’m not going to survive my first day on my own.

      I’m a little worried too. I’m learning too much to absorb—and I’m the smartest of the three of us sisters. The other two have been farmed to their moms (we all have the same dad, but not the same mom—more on this later), and we used to work as a team. Brittany and Crystal would remember things I couldn’t. Right now I don’t have my backup memories—one’s in New York (which is kinda cool) and one is in Northern Wisconsin, wherever that is, and we’re not going to see each other until winter holiday break.

      I didn’t even know there were such things as winter holidays before, even though I’ve seen movies about Christmas. More on that later, too.

      First, a little bit on now:

      I live in Eugene, Oregon. I can give you the street address if you ask, but Mom says I shouldn’t go divulging information to strangers unless it’s necessary—which I find to be mystical talk of the first order. Same goes for the landline and the cell numbers. Mom didn’t want to give me a cell, but she finally decided to give me my own with extremely limited hours. She decided to give me mine after sending me shopping in that so-called mall—three stores on my own before I saw something I liked, and then I learned about this concept of paying. Weird and a bit cumbersome. But most stuff here is cumbersome. A lot of work for very little reward. Which, my therapist says, is One Of The Reasons I’m Here.

      My mom’s name is Serena VanDerHoven, which makes my name Tiffany VanDerHoven because my dad, Zeus, doesn’t have a last name at all. He’s like Madonna or Cher—so famous he doesn’t need one. He met my mom when she was on some college-sponsored year abroad in Greece, and the rest, as Mom says, is history. Only I’m just beginning to find out about all the delicate negotiations that went on before history could happen.

      Mom says that in order to explain things to my teachers and future friends, I have to say that my dad had custody for the first fifteen years of my life, and I lived everywhere (kinda true if you add “and nowhere at the same time”) but never spent any real time in the United States. Because of our weird lifestyle, my dad home-schooled me (not true; I learned mostly from my older sister Athena, who hated that we younger kids didn’t have much education, so she set up this little temple and…oh, never mind. That’s one of those digressions Mom says I can’t make), and because of that home-schooling thing, I didn’t spend a lot of time with people my age.

      I’m having trouble keeping track of the lies and the half-truths—the things I can say and the things I can’t say—and, as I said, that’s weird for me because I’m the smart one.

      Although I don’t feel that way as I stumble through the doors of Central High (Home of the Cougars! whatever that means). We have to go through metal detectors, which I recognize from the movies, and which seems kinda strange just for going to school.

      Mom’s beside me, looking stern, which I’ve never seen before. She’s taller than me, and has that whole world-class beauty thing going for her. If I had to describe her, I’d say she was a cross between Halle Berry and Wonder Woman (see, I know some cultural references) but that description doesn’t quite get at the whole I’m-smarter-than-you-are-and-you-better-respect-it thing she can do with her face.

      She’s wearing that face now as she drags me down this wide hallway filled with badly dressed kids who are, I guess, my age. They all watch me stumble, looking at me like I’m the strange one, when half the guys wear pants that hang off their butts and bag at the knees. Don’t they watch TV? Don’t they know that’s—in the words of Alicia Silverstone of Clueless fame—so five minutes ago?

      The whole place is in Sensurround—everywhere something new. You come in the main double doors to more double doors, only this little airlock part smells like bubblegum, hairspray, and cigarettes (which I thought were illegal). Then you go through those doors and the metal detectors and you’re in this big echoy room with brick walls and a high ceiling and a lot of glass.

      Trophy cases line up near the open window that leads to the office, and hallways branch off each side. Only you can’t see all that right off because the big room is filled with kids my age. Some of them are talking really fast and some of them slouch against the brick wall and some of them have coupled up and are groping near the trophy cases (where, I guess, you can’t easily see them from the window). Everybody has backpacks except me, and everybody knows everybody except me, and no one looks at me, but all the guys stare at my mom, which is, I gotta say, totally normal.

      She marches right up to that window, says, “Serena VanDerHoven for Principal Meyers,” as if she’s my stepmom Hera (wife of Zeus and one of the Powers That Be) and Principal Meyers is some poor captain of the guard. The woman behind the window, who is clearly younger than Mom but nowhere near as pretty, says she’ll take care of it, and we should wait, and we do, and I watch these kids move around like amoebae in that one science experiment I got to do in Athena’s temple class before Dad pulled me out to be head of all magic.

      In movies about high school, there aren’t this many students, and all of them dress better than they do here, except for the handful of losers and the theater club (upgraded losers) and of course, our hero (or heroine), who learns how to dress and how to talk and how to Fit In.

      I watched a lot of movies to get ready for this, not to mention lots of TV shows and tons of YouTube videos. So while I’m prepared for lots of drama and tons of backbiting, I’m not quite ready for all this space filled with so many people who haven’t even noticed me, even though I’m the best-dressed person in the room.

      The woman behind the desk bleeps open a door that almost magically appears in the wall (I say “almost” because once I stared at it, I realized the door was cut into the wall; I just hadn’t noticed it before). Mom yanks me through the door, and I trip over the sill, and Mom says something about my Jimmy Choos, which I don’t think anyone should say in the office of someone in authority.

      Back here, it smells like coffee. Computers run on nearby desks and so do some security feeds, mostly of the outside of the building, which surprises me (there are kids out there smoking and, from what I gather from some disgruntled employee, one teacher). Lots of desks are sprawled haphazardly and there are dying plants on most of them, along with stacks of files and uncapped pens in pen containers. A few chairs have sweaters hanging off them, which seems weird to me, given how warm it was out front, but the longer I’m in here, the more I realize it makes sense, because air coming from the vents is icy cold.

      A wood door is open in the back, and on it is a sign that’s got to be older than Mom. It says Principal’s Office, and since I’ve heard such awful things from so many movies (or maybe because everything’s so dang new), my stomach clenches up like I ate a bad oyster or something.

      “Ma,” I say, “I don’t think I can….”

      Then she turns that look on me, that look that says one-more-word-and-I’m-sending-you-back-to-your-father-in-disgrace, which is somehow worse than staying here where everything’s so new. (You see, my dad’s really mad at me. I’m the one who started the whole you’re-an-unfit-parent dialogue in the therapist’s office, but I’m always the one who starts conversations, and besides, that day I was really mad [and, according to Megan, my therapist, I was right, too. Like beyond right. All the way to who keeps letting this man have children? But more on that later.])

      Mom clenches my arm real tight and drags me through that door into a pretty room (all wood) with living plants and a large window with a view of the parking lot. The woman behind the desk is tiny—not even five feet tall—and pretty in a wholesome way, and as she leans forward, extending her hand, I realize that this little person is Principal Meyers.

      Now, if you watch the movies and stuff, you know that principals are either ugly middle-aged mortal men or even uglier not-quite-so-middle-aged mortal women. Their meanness shows on their face, and you just know they’re going to be the bad guy.

      But she doesn’t look mean. She looks nice in a tough, sort of don’t-mess-with-me kinda way.

      “Take her hand,” Mom hisses, like I don’t know what a handshake is (which I guess is logical on her part, since I don’t know a lot of basic mortal stuff), and I do, and Principal Meyers shakes my fingers authoritatively, and then lets go.

      She says, “Welcome to Central High,” but she doesn’t add Home of the Cougars, so I guess that’s not always required. Then she sweeps her hand toward the two uncomfortable looking wooden chairs in front of the desk, which is, I guess, a command to sit, and we do, and she does, and she smiles at me.

      “I hear you’ve had quite the exciting life, Tiffany.”

      I look at Mom, surprised that Mom would tell Principal Meyers about my past, but Mom shakes her head just enough that I realize she hasn’t said a word except the lies and half-truths that I’m supposed to remember, and I blush, which is embarrassing in and of itself.

      “Yeah,” I say in my best slouchy American manner (even though I know I don’t have the accent exactly right), “I guess.”

      “It’ll probably be hard for you to adjust to the regulated lifestyle we have here at Central High,” Principal Meyers says, as if my slouchy attitude is something she expected. “If you have any troubles, just let one of your teachers know that you’d like to get in touch with me.”

      I don’t see how come I can’t get in touch with her directly if I want to be in touch with her, and I open my mouth to say that when Mom kicks me in the shin.

      “Okay,” I say, and Principal Meyers thinks I’m talking to her when I’m really talking to Mom. I’m beginning to wonder how I’m going to get through the day without Mom hanging on my every word, when Principal Meyers slides a sheet of paper in front of us.

      “Here’s your schedule,” she says to me. “We’ve done the best we could with what’s open and the fact that you’ve been home-schooled overseas. We’ve learned that our overseas students are often ahead of our local students in areas like math and science, so we put you in advanced classes there—”

      I look at Mom, terrified. I had arithmetic, thanks to Athena, but real math—like, hello!, who needs math when they can conjure anything they want?

      “—and we’re putting you in three remedial social studies classes, figuring your American history is probably a bit behind, and—”

      “Actually,” Mom says, “I think we’ll have to redo this. Tiffany will be excellent in things like Greek Mythology.”

      I glare at her again. Doesn’t she know that “myth” word pisses off the Powers That Be? And then I remember that the Powers That Be aren’t monitoring my every move any more. I’ve been demoted from head of all magic (actually, that was me, as Interim Fate) and my powers taken away until I’m menopausal (like, y’know, a thousand lifetimes from now) and no one cares if I say or do something bad because it won’t have magical consequences.

      And while I was censoring all that, Mom was going on about my schedule and the fact that I need remedial algebra (whatever that is) and basic science and she and Principal Meyers are staring at the various openings on the computer and finally, Principal Meyers turns to me and says,

      “Good heavens. What did you study at your father’s house?”

      I shrug and say, “You know. Basics. Like History of the Magical Universe, and Spellcasting 101-200 and—”

      Mom kicks me again, and my blush gets worse. “Her father is very New Agey. You can see why I was finally able to get custody.”

      The principal looks at her in sympathy. “I should say. Well, we’ll just redo this, and let Tiffany find her way.”

      Then she looks at me and says, “You know, there’s a large fundamentalist contingent in this community. While we try to be open-minded, you might want to keep some of your magical history to yourself.”

      I swallow real hard, then the principal goes back to her computer and I glare at Mom. I mouth, You said she’d have trouble with this, and Mom glares back (probably because she can’t understand me) and I have a hunch we’ll talk about this later. That’s Mom’s answer to everything. Talk. Which is better than Dad’s, which is to pat me on the head and tell me it’ll all work out. If he listens at all.

      So they hand me this schedule, tell me I’ve already missed P.E. (Principal Meyers proudly says they’re one of the few schools in Oregon that can still afford regular P.E., whatever that is), and send me off to American History (Overview) which is one of those remedial social studies courses that somehow stayed on my schedule. The principal also gave me a map (!) and a few directions, and Mom waved at me, saying she’s going to stay to wrap up a few things—probably clean up some of the dumb things I said—and off I go, into the sea of people I’ve never met.

      All mortals. Of which, apparently, I am now one.
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      Okay, here’s the thing, and I know it’s going to be hard, not just because Mom and I spent most of last night talking about it, but because I can already feel it.

      My dad broke the rules. He’s always broken the rules, which is beside the point, but usually he breaks them for him. Only he also figures his kids are part of him, so they don’t get any rules either.

      What you need to know, and what you probably don’t know (not that I know who you are, but I like to pretend that you’re there), is that there are two classes of people: the magical and the mortals. We’re all mortal, but the magical live longer (like hundreds of years longer), so we call the short-lived, non-magical creatures mortals. Confusing, I know, but it gets worse.

      The magical don’t come into their powers until after menopause for women and around twenty-one for men. Unfair, and lots of people are fighting that rule right now because it is arbitrary (and has something else to do with my dad, who is a conniver of the first order), but that’s neither here nor there. What is here and there is that Dad let all us kids have our powers right from the very start, which is how he got custody of us.

      He was really careful. Except for a few Greek women waaaaay back at the dawn of time, he never slept with mortal women. All the women he’s been involved with (and seriously, that’s like a thousand) have been mages-to-be. They haven’t come into their powers, but they will.

      He’s been married to my stepmom Hera forever. But he has affairs. In fact, he’s famous in literature for his affairs, and he always has kids from them, and the kids are magical, and my mom knew about the affairs when she got involved with him in her senior year abroad or whatever graduate program she was doing in Greece before I was born.

      He treated my mom like he treats all the women: he has his fun, sends them home (usually pregnant), and waits. They’ve all had these magical babies who, because they’re Zeus’s kids, have fully formed powers. So the baby can create fire just because it sees a fire, and the mom can’t do anything about it, and so the mom calls my dad, who appears and makes a deal.

      The moms are tired, they’re angry, they’re feeling alone and overwhelmed. They agree to whatever my dad wants if he’ll only control the baby’s magic. And the deal is always this: Dad’ll raise us (he doesn’t, though. He usually sends us off to Naiads or someone else for the bulk of the time) and he’ll take care of everything: education, food, clothing. The mom has to agree to spend the summer at Mount Olympus with all the other moms and all the other kids, which is great for us, but, I never realized until this year, lousy for them.

      Because my mom is so tough, she got Dad to agree to give her time alone with me in the place of her choice once my magic got a little under control. So I know my mom as a mom, unlike Crystal, whose mom got tired of the whole thing, gave up the Olympus trips, and remarried. I think about Crystal a lot, and I worry, but we can only talk on the weekends now—we have a conference call and it’s not long enough—and we’re not allowed e-mail until after the winter holidays for the sake of adjustment.

      At least, that’s what our therapist says. Mom says it’s so we have time to bond with our mothers. Yeah, right.

      Anyway, the tough part of all of this is that until a few months ago, I thought of the world as mages and mortals. I figured I was a mage and then there were these little mortal creatures wandering around. I had no idea that all mages have a few decades as mortals (except for Zeus’s kids), so they have more empathy for mortals and some of them even have sympathy for them.

      But here I am, mortal now in that I don’t have magical powers anymore, and I am, in Mom’s words, worse than a baby in my approach to what she calls the real world, and I’m supposed to interact with all these people that I used to think of as nothing, and I’ve seen the high school movies.

      These people are going to be mean to me. And I’m ashamed to say it, but I’m scared.

      I’m walking down this hall, looking for a room called 201A, when this kid—he’s tall and gangly and he wears clothing two sizes too big—sidles up to me, and he says, “So what’s an Interim Fate?”

      I can’t give the real answer. Mom said the shirt would be a problem, but me and Brittany and Crystal all promised each other we’d wear these shirts on our first day of school, so I am.

      “Well?” he asks. He’s got great brown eyes and a strong chin. He’s kinda cute in a Zac Ephron sort of way. Which makes him a little too nice-guy for me.

      “It’s a rock band.” I had a bunch of other prepared answers, but they seem too lame for a guy like him.

      “You’re in a rock band?”

      I shrug and keep walking, pretending to be cool, because as everybody knows, pretending is halfway to being cool.

      “Seriously, you’re in a rock band?”

      “I was,” I say, clutching my little pink purse against my side. “We broke up.”

      And for some reason that makes me tear up. I don’t want him to see it (besides, it would mess up my mascara), so I blink really hard.

      “I’m Josh,” he says.

      “Tiff.” And then because he looks like the kind of guy who’ll ask too many questions, I beat him to it. “You know where 201A is?”

      “Down the hall to the left. You got Mr. McGuillicuty, huh? I thought he was only for losers.”

      I glare at this Josh, wishing I could turn him into a toad, like I would have done (even if it would’ve made Athena mad), but he doesn’t seem to mind. He laughs, and says, “Good luck,” and then points around the corner, and adds, “You go thataway.”

      So I go thataway, down this narrower corridor that has only five rooms in it, like someone forgot to finish off this part of the school. Room 201A is at the very end. It’s big, with those desks like you see in all the movies, with the chair and the desk built together, and I slide into one toward the back. Who knew these things would be so uncomfortable? There’s no cushions, and the wood is splintery, and the desk is sticky.

      The other kids are already there and they have these big thick books called, of all things, American History (like they’d say Greek History in an American History class), and the books are open. Some kids are sleeping on top of their open books, others are actually drawing in them, and a few are reading.

      A couple of kids look at me sideways, but no one says anything. The guy up front, who has to be the teacher, is short and kinda paunchy. He’s wearing one of those thin summer sweaters that only look good on guys like Brad Pitt, and his hair is falling out. I’ve never seen guys with hair falling out. Mages only use that as a disguise, since they can repair their hair, so this guy looks even more pathetic than usual to me.

      “Do you have something for me?” he asks, staring at me. No hello, no you must be the new girl, no what are you doing here. Just do you have something for me, which is kinda rude and a little suggestive and I’m blushing again.

      “He means,” the girl next to me whispers, “do you have paperwork for him.”

      “I can tell her what I mean, Ms. Foster,” the guy says. And then he doesn’t. “Well?”

      I hold up the schedule. “All the principal gave me is this.”

      “Um-hum,” he says. “I’m supposed to initial it for you. And I need your name and information for roll.”

      Roll. I blink. I don’t understand that either, but I figure if I pretend I do, I’ll look a little normal. I get out of the chair/desk thing—and that’s harder than it looks—and I head up to the big oak teacher’s desk, which has an even larger version of American History on it, along with a couple of red, white, and blue pamphlets marked Study Aids for American History. Next to it are some hand-scrawled notes and computer printouts, with names and markings on them.

      He takes the schedule from me and initials it. Then he studies it. “Not a rocket scientist, are we, Ms. VanDerHoven?”

      I blink again. Kids are chuckling behind me, and I have a sense that he means something other than what he’s saying, but I have no clue. So I say, “Nope. Just a student, sir.”

      A student who, last month, could have turned you into the weasel you are. I glare, but my glare no longer has power. It’s just a teen-girl-glare, which, the movies have convinced me, is a common thing.

      “You’re here from Greece?” he says that really loud, like he’s trying to embarrass me in front of everyone.

      “There and a bunch of other places,” I say. “My dad travels a lot.”

      “And now he’s here?”

      I square my shoulders. “My mom has custody now.”

      He doesn’t even have the grace to be embarrassed. I’m beginning to think weasel’s too good for him. My fingers are twitching. They want to snap, have magic slide from them and sparkle through the air, and turn him into something awful, but they can’t. I mean, they can snap, but nothing else’ll happen.

      “Well, your fancy European education won’t get you very far in my class,” he says.

      “Nothing does,” someone says behind me, and everybody laughs. Mr. McGuillicuty looks at them, his beady eyes narrowing.

      “Does someone want to share with the class?” he asks.

      Everyone looks down.

      Then he turns back to me. “You realize you’ve enrolled two weeks late. You’re behind.”

      “I know, sir,” I say.

      “Sirs and fancy accents aren’t going to make it with me.” He’s not the only one who has mentioned my accent since I’ve moved to Eugene. Apparently I speak English with a combination Greek and upper-class British accent. And not modern Greek either, according to my mom, who actually studies this stuff. She’s a professor of Greek and Mediterranean Studies at the University of Oregon, which is the only way she can justify all those trips to Mount Olympus over the years.

      “I expect my students to do the work.”

      I had tuned him out for a second and it takes a moment to focus back in. “Okay,” I say cautiously.

      “So you’ll have to catch up. Read the first forty pages of text by tomorrow, so that you’ll be able to participate in class.”

      I swallow. Mom said this school was one of the better ones in the area, although she said the public schools leave something to be desired. So I really didn’t expect homework. I expected time to concentrate on learning weird stuff, like how to make my own breakfast, not on reading a moldy old book—which was too much like that job I had to do for my dad that got him in all the trouble.

      Which reminds me. “I don’t have a book.”

      “As if we have enough to just give them away,” Mr. McGuillicuty mutters. “They stuff my classroom with too many students, refuse to buy new textbooks, and expect me to cope.”

      I know he didn’t say that for me, but still, he should’ve kept it to himself. I keep a lot of stuff to myself these days. Like the fact I still want to turn him into something. A rat, maybe.

      “I can’t read the chapters,” I say, “unless I have a book.”

      “That’s obvious, missy.” He turns around, opens a cabinet, and pulls out this mass of paper. He fumbles for a minute, then it becomes clear that what he’s holding is a book without the covers. He grabs sections and piles them on top of each other, and then hands the mess to me.

      Not only does it lack a binding, it also has writing on every page. And I don’t mean printing. I mean writing, like doodles. Only some of them are so crude they make me blush.

      Again.

      I wish I had just enough magic to cast one last spell so that I’ll never blush again.

      “That’s the best I can do, Ms. VanDerHoven,” he says. “I know in your private European school you probably got to read Voltaire in the original at the government’s expense, but here, you get to read a ten-year-old textbook that just might have all the pages.”

      My stomach jumps a little. I promised Mom and Megan, my therapist, and vowed to myself that I’d do the best I could. I’d try, you know? Because if I didn’t, then I’d be just as bad as Dad, trying to get by on charm, and stuff.
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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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“This is a completely new aspect of Greek Mythology.”
—Long and Short Reviews
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