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      Isolde has fought monsters, gods, and her own past. But nothing has prepared her for this—a city on the edge of collapse, its people turning against each other, and a war that threatens to swallow them all.

      The enemy she thought she had defeated is rising again, stronger than before. Aidan, a druid bound by fate, senses that the world itself is breaking. Jen, a hacker with nothing left to lose, uncovers a final, terrifying secret. And Cassius, a demon who has fought for centuries, knows this battle will decide more than just Valhaven’s fate.

      Because this isn’t just a war. It’s a reckoning.

      The Morrígan’s forces have thrown the city into chaos, and at the heart of it all stands an ancient terror—Stheno, a gorgon whose rage has burned for millennia. She doesn’t just want power. She wants vengeance.

      To stop her, Isolde and her allies must fight their way through a city on fire, into the depths of a conspiracy older than time. The truth they uncover will change everything.

      If they fail, the streets will run red, and the world will kneel before a new queen of death.

      The final battle for Valhaven has begun.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            You’re Awesome

          

        

      

    

    
      You could have picked any book, but you chose this one. That means a lot.

      Your support keeps independent authors like me forging ahead, writing the stories we love (and hopefully, the ones you love too). Whether you’re here for the characters, the worldbuilding, or just a little escapism, thank you for being part of this journey.

      You. Kick. Ass.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Roll for Narrative

          

          WHERE WORLDBUILDING AND OVERTHINKING COLLIDE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Love stories that linger in your brain long after The End? Ever wonder why some books hit like a natural 20 and others critically fail their way into the 1-star abyss?

      

        

      
        Join Roll for Narrative, my hub for sci-fi and fantasy lovers. I explore storytelling like a rogue casing a dungeon, review movies, books, and games, and dish out writing tips like a chaotic-good bard with a grudge against bad prose. No spam, just good stuff.

      

        

      
        Join the quest:

        https://rollfornarrative.parrydox.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For my Rae, always.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Bad Coffee

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      The problem with telling people you’re going to drop a really big reveal is that you then need to actually do it.

      Isolde looked at their faces: Jen, whose eyes were wide, chin upturned a fraction, hand on hers. She was here because Isolde needed her. Cassius, who’d leaned back, because death was no big deal for him, but that didn’t stop him listening. He cared, but didn’t want to show it. Aidan had his mouth pressed into a line, clearly wanting to ask something but lacking the right words.

      These people are the heart of my life. They deserve to know everything. Especially after they’d saved her when Astra… left, and the armour had almost destroyed Isolde. It’d felt bad wearing Astra, but good too, because Isolde was fading to become something better.

      Now I’ll never know what that could have been. It’s just me now.

      They were still in the diner just down from City Hall. It’d started to fill with the breakfast crowd, but where the white and red decor suggested truck stop there were suits and ties, briefcases and pocket squares, long coats, scarves, jewellery, watches, and even the odd smile. I’ll never belong to that world. I live on the rooftops. I keep these people safe. I wasn’t meant to be one of them. She cleared her throat. “So, there was, uh, I should start at the beginning.” Fuck. Why is it this hard?

      Jen gave her hand a squeeze. “You could save it? I mean, does it need to be now?”

      “These people,” Isolde gestured to the diner patrons, “are what I was supposed to be. Mom and Dad taught me to pay attention at school, listen first, and ask if I didn’t understand. Write well. Compete, but not to put people down.” She gritted her teeth. “This isn’t coming out right.”

      “It’s coming out fine,” Aidan said. “None of us are quite what we thought we’d be, are we?”

      “Hah,” Jen said. “I always thought I’d go to law school? But then I found out you had to study. And it’s, like, boring?”

      “I shouldn’t be here either,” Cassius said. “But slaves don’t get a choice.”

      A man ran past the diner window. The movement caught Isolde’s eye, because he wasn’t running like a jogger out for healthy morning exercise in Valhaven’s bitterly cold air. He ran as if something was chasing him, or he was after something—suit jacket flapping, head down, arms pumping. It was the kind of activity that would upset his stylishly coiffed hair. Someone else’s problem. Isolde turned back to her friends. “But I didn’t do well at school. I was a ‘disciplinary problem’. I talked back, fought in the playground, and stole a car.”

      “Seems like ordinary teenage bullshit,” Cassius offered.

      “I was eight when I stole the car,” Isolde said. “It was hard to reach the pedals.”

      “Wow,” Jen said. “I saved my life of crime until I hit my teens. Way to go.”

      Isolde snorted. “It wasn’t even a good car. I crashed it.”

      “You crashed it because it wasn’t a good car?” Aidan frowned. “Or because you were eight?”

      “I crashed it because I didn’t know what I was doing,” Isolde said. “That’s when I met Kenny. It was his car.” This wasn’t quite right either, but the memories were so jumbled in her head.

      She needed to start at the beginning, but then two more people ran past the window, followed by a gaggle more. They weren’t moving at the same pace as the first guy, but they had some speed on. Then a handful flowed the other way, looking back over their shoulders before picking up speed. Cassius shared her interest in the view. “What the fuck’s going on?”

      “Valhaven?” Jen shrugged. “I mean, it’s been a week, man.”

      “We should check it out,” Isolde said, meaning, I need to keep you safe.

      “We could finish coffee,” Jen said, but Isolde heard, Don’t go. It’s not safe for you, either.

      “I’ll go check it out,” Cassius said.

      “I’ll come with you.” Aidan stood with him.

      “We should all go.” Isolde squeezed Jen’s hand. “Last time we got separated, bad shit went down.”

      “Cool,” Jen said. “Let’s all charge toward danger. It’ll be fun?”

      Cassius paid, dropping a fistful of crumpled greenbacks onto the table, then they whisked out the diner’s doors, an arctic blast slapping Isolde like a faceful of freshly fallen snow. She ignored it by tucking herself into her coat’s long collar. Humanity streamed past them toward City Hall, and just like before, a few people streamed the other way. There were too damn many people. “I need to get up high.”

      “There.” Cassius pointed down an alley running alongside the diner, a welcoming fire escape tantalisingly out of reach. “I’ll boost you.”

      They jogged closer, and he laced his palms together. Isolde put her foot in them, and he boosted her up. Gods, he was strong! She almost flew past the fire escape. Grabbing on, she slipped over the rail, then took the steps up two at a time, her boots banging on the metal in accompaniment to her breathing. Isolde made the roof and hurried to the edge for a better view.

      Toward City Hall: the bullshit.

      People hustled. Isolde squinted. The faces etched with worry and anger she’d seen while on the street, but toward City Hall was new fuckery. There was a police cordon. Valhaven’s PD were in riot gear, holding the line before the Hall’s entrance. That was worrying by itself, but the hard truth was they’d brought help.

      Redcaps.

      The Morrígan’s shock troops were with the police. Some even had VPD vests on below their signature blood-drenched red hats. How in hell are the police working with a criminal gang? It made no sense, but sense wasn’t high on the priority schedule down there. But what got super weird was that there were other VPD officers on the wrong side of the line. Both sides argued at City Hall’s gates.

      What the actual fuck.

      While she watched, a wave of the redcaps-and-cops forces charged the growing crowd. They had enthusiasm, leaping over the thin metal barrier erected to block people from entering. They clashed violently with the let’s-call-them-rioters, because a riot was what this was about to become. Isolde could feel Emily Chen’s next news piece writing itself. The rioters, some of whom were police, were not in a fuck-around mood. They fought back, and some managed to smash down the barricades.

      This is going to be a bloodbath.

      “I need to know what is going on,” she said, but nobody heard her. Astra was gone.

      A few protesters had signs, and it looked like they had djinn’d up a few slogans like JUSICE FOR ASRA and CITY HEADS MUST ROLL. While Isolde appreciated the sentiment, this wasn’t about her. She was fighting for them and they didn’t need to return the favour. Right on cue, a wave of new protesters arrived from the north. This collective had their own signs, megaphones, and bad attitudes. The general vibe was DEATH TO VIGILANTES, which was exactly why Isolde didn’t need people making a big deal about her. Attention was never good.

      I spent so long being hidden. It was the right call, and now the toothpaste is out of the tube. I can’t put it back.

      She jogged to the fire escape and descended to the street, kicking the ladder down to make it easier on her knees, which had seen some action of late. Jen, Aidan, and Cassius were all still there. There were also three unconscious men arrayed around Cassius, which Isolde didn’t really need to ask about. “Here’s the deal. There are rioters mixing it up with the police at City Hall. Uh, there are police on both sides of the fight, and a new group is approaching who want to hang us up by our thumbs.”

      Aidan winced. “That’s actually more painful than it sounds.”

      “Let’s get a beer,” Cassius suggested. “Let it blow over.”

      “They need our help?” Jen sounded uncertain. “Like, we did this? We fixed the Haldor problem, but there are new problems! Some of it’s our fault.”

      Aidan shook his head. “No, Jen. It’s not our fault, but it is our responsibility.”

      “Captain fucking America,” Cassius said.

      “I only meant it’s not⁠—”

      “The thing is,” Isolde stepped in, “there are redcaps with the cops.”

      That settled all three in one go. The idea that redcaps sided with the police was a disturbing event. Cassius stamped his feet, putting on a good show of even-demons-get-cold. “So, what do we do? I’m still up for the beer.”

      Aidan turned to the alley entrance. “You’re saying there are redcaps with the police in front of City Hall, but other police are with the rioters?”

      “Yeah,” Isolde said. “It’s messed up.”

      “Redcaps aren’t fun to fight. That one time, back at the Bastion? Anyway, it hurt a lot when I got hit.” Jen scuffed the snowy ground with the toe of her boot. “People are going to get⁠—”

      “You stay here,” Isolde said. “I’ll go.”

      “Like hell,” Cassius said. “You don’t go to bat without your best pitcher.”

      Isolde stared at him for a moment. “I don’t think that’s how the analogy is supposed to work.”

      “You get what I mean.” He flexed inside his puffer jacket. “Let’s do this.”

      Isolde didn’t feel great about dragging Jen into a riot, but—hopefully!—the hacker wouldn’t be safer than in Isolde’s shadow. The four jogged out into the stream of humanity heading toward City Hall. People had brought their kids to this thing, for God’s sake. It was going to get muddy and bloody, fast. Isolde picked up speed, heading toward the City Hall barricade. She was just in time for the police stationed there to unload tear gas on the protesters. The crowd’s panic rose thirty stories in a heartbeat. People surged and crushed against each other.

      Isolde held her breath for all the good it would do, then wondered why she wasn’t crying and puking like everyone else. Aidan grabbed her arm. “I’ve got the winds on our side for a moment. They’ll keep the air clean for us, but I can’t do it for everyone here.”

      Isolde nodded. “Got you. I’ll solve the problem at the source.”

      At that moment, an excitable riot officer fired a tear gas canister right at her. Isolde caught it, staggering because it hit hard, then threw it back. She followed its arc at a dead run, bulling her way through the protesters. She trampled over a sign that demanded ASTRA STOP THE VIOLENCE and over the ruins of another that said ASTRA SAVE US. The duality of man in miniature. There was a young girl in her path, no parent visible. The kid was crying because tear gas was agony, and losing your parents was worse.

      Isolde knew that for sure. She’d experienced both.

      She scooped the kid up and turned to Aidan. “Do her.”

      He looked pale, haggard with strain. “I can’t⁠—”

      “Then take mine!” she snarled.

      The air wisped about them. Aidan coughed, then sagged, because the dumb fool had taken his protection and not Isolde’s. The kid squirmed, so Isolde put her down, smoothing back hair peeking out from under the cap. “Where are your parents?”

      “We just wanted to protect our city,” the girl wailed. “I don’t understand!”

      You and me both, kid. Isolde turned in time to see a redcap in a red beanie and VPD vest charging her. He ran right into Cassius’s fist, the redcap’s head and feet changing polarities as boots went for sky and skull went for pavement. Jen hustled closer, grabbing the kid’s hand. She yelled, “Go!”

      Isolde went.

      The City Hall cops were unleashing water cannons, which was especially unkind in sub-zero temperatures. A blast of water knocked Isolde off her feet. It felt like being hit by a high-speed glacier. She went down, then scrambled back up, hand in front of her face. Aidan wasn’t wrong. We’re responsible for this. But if we get involved, there will be worse consequences. There were no right choices.

      Fuck it.

      She ran at the police line, vaulting the barricades and taking a redcap woman in the chest with a drop kick. They both went down, but Isolde came up faster. She disarmed a cop to her right who’d drawn iron and ejected the magazine from his weapon in one smooth movement as she took it from him. Isolde hit him with a shuto knife hand to his neck, just a love tap really, but enough to make him choke and stagger back.

      Isolde turned, and shot the redcap woman with the remaining bullet in the cop’s gun chamber, then tossed the empty weapon aside. She swept the feet from under an officer to her left, and the woman went down like spring rain. A man with a sign tried to take a swing at her. She took his sign then his dignity as she threw him over her shoulder and into a barricade. Two more guys replaced him, one of whom looked like he’d been chiselled out of a rock face. The big guy came first, so she ducked under his haymaker and punched his friend right in the face before landing a ushiro geri kick into the man mountain.

      It had a reasonable effect: the big guy staggered. Isolde thought, Ah, you spend time on the show muscles, not the go muscles.

      She got in nice and close then because gifts like this usually only came at Christmas, and she didn’t want to let this one go. Isolde hit the mountain in the ribs about thirty times before he toppled backward. She panted, breath up, hair streaming free in the ice wind.

      This feels wrong.

      There was never a bad time to rumble with redcaps. Cops too, if they were being dicks; she’d been a casual rebel against excessive law enforcement in her time. But the people? She was Astra Invicta. She was the night guardian.

      I’m supposed to protect them. I don’t even know who I’m fighting, or why.

      There were more people coming in a rush, and it looked like it was going to get ugly. Isolde was on the wrong side of a police barricade. Redcaps were behind her, but a lot more people were in front. There wasn’t a lot of time to solve either problem. Isolde tore the zip open on her jacket and reached for the holster snuggled against her spine. She pulled out her shotgun, pointed the sawn-off weapon at the sky, and pulled the trigger.

      BOOM.

      Success! This bought her space. The people running at her scrabbled and scrambled to either stop or, preferably, reverse direction. The redcaps froze. The cops tried to orient on her, but she was already ghosting back over the barricade and into the crowd. Isolde ran back to her friends. Jen had lost the kid, and there was a collection of protesters in various flavours of coma around Cassius and Aidan—the demon looked to be guarding the druid for a change.

      “We’ve got to go,” she said. “Run!”

      Isolde risked a glance over her shoulder. The cops were trying to bring their water cannons around on her group, but the water wasn’t behaving right. It went to the sky, or ground, or hissed into mist. She risked a glance at Aidan, who looked more pale, but seemed to be tight, aight with the water spirits or whatever the hell he was doing. Isolde was about to say something heroic like this way when a Molotov sailed toward them from the northern protesters.

      Could Aidan deal with liquid fire, as well as the water and tear gas? It seemed a big ask, so Isolde tried to get to the Molotov, but some asshole on her left shoulder-checked her, and she stumbled. Isolde kicked his knee out, then knocked him out with an uppercut, turned, and realised she was too late.

      The Molotov hit, broke open, and showered them in a wave of fire.

      The wave broke, hissed, and vanished. Isolde turned to see Cassius mugging for effect, grinning like a fool as he said, “You shouldn’t throw fire at a denizen of hell. We eat that shit for breakfast.”

      Jen looked at him, Isolde, then back to Cassius. “I can’t tell if that analogy is right. Like, do you eat fire for breakfast? Was it literal, or⁠—”

      “Run,” Aidan croaked, like a man doing all the work.

      They ran. Isolde took point. Jen sprinted behind her. Cassius just grabbed the druid like a roll of carpet, holding him under one arm and bulldozing his way after Isolde as a rearguard. They joined the ranks of people fleeing the riot’s violence, the police, or the redcaps who worked with them.

      The group made the alley by the diner. The ladder was still down, and Isolde stood guard while Jen monkeyed up, followed by Aidan. Cassius stood shoulder to shoulder with her. She could feel the heat coming off him as he said, “So, beer?”

      Isolde gave him a hard stare. “We barely finished breakfast.”

      He looked confused. “What’s your point, exactly?”

      “Let’s clear out of here first,” Isolde hedged. “You go first.”

      “I can⁠—”

      “You first,” she hissed, because these damn people didn’t get it. Astra was the guardian. Astra might be gone, but Isolde was still here. She would finish what they’d started together.

      Cassius hauled himself up the ladder. She followed, and when she was up, he tore the ladder free and tossed it to the street. They climbed, making the roof, then the building’s interior access door, which Cassius shouldered aside. Down they went, then out the back. They continued between and through buildings, keeping out of sight where they could and moving fast when they couldn’t.

      Valhaven had changed. It was a city consumed by chaos and fear. Killing Haldor hadn’t freed the people. It had brought things closer to destruction. The fight wasn’t between them and the fae creatures anymore. It was against those who were manipulated into believing Astra and her friends were the enemy.

      Maybe a breakfast beer wasn’t a bad idea.
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      The best place to be was somewhere safe. The kind of place where no one would come looking for them. A place nobody knew about.

      So, that’s why Jen made them go to John’s basement. People might look for them in the Bastion, but so far, no one seemed to know the super cool trick with the refrigerator.

      It felt emptier without John, though. It still housed the couches and a big-screen TV. The shower was awesome, and Jen spent a long time in there letting the water blast her sins away. It was too early for his vodka, but when she came out of the shower, Isolde and Cassius were drinking beers. Aidan was brooding in the kitchenette, but at least he was cooking at the same time. It smelled like pancakes, and Jen could absolutely do a second breakfast despite not being a hobbit.

      She was towelling her hair dry when a thought came to her. “We need to work out the engineering parameters of Stheno.”

      Everyone looked at her. Isolde sat cross-legged on the couch. Cassius had his beer half-way to his lips. But it was Aidan who wiped his hands on his apron and said, “She’s not a machine.”

      “No, I mean, sure, of course.” Jen looked at her towel, wanting to put it somewhere but also not wanting to leave the conversation—and her brilliant idea—behind. “The thing is, um? So, she’s super old, and people have tried to kill her before. No one’s really done it? Like, Medusa, if she was real⁠—”

      “Medusa was real,” Cassius said. “It’s what set this whole fucking thing off.”

      “If she was real… wait. What do you mean, set this thing off?”

      Cassius frowned. “I was sure I’d told you guys this already.” He counted on his fingers. “Perseus killed Medusa. Stories are mixed on whether Medusa and Stheno got on, but blood’s blood. Stheno got her coils in a twist after Perseus used her sister’s skull as a trophy. You guys know this, right? They made two movies about it. One of them was pretty good.”

      “The one with Sam Worthington?” Isolde frowned. “It was okay. It was confused about whether Perseus should have accepted his godly gifts. I mean, why wouldn’t you?”

      Cassius stared at her like she’d sprouted a second head. “Hell, no. I’m referring to the nineteen eighty-one original. Ray Harryhausen’s stop-motion effects were some of the best the industry has seen, and as his final work, it was⁠—”

      “So, the gorgon story is true,” Jen interrupted. “What about Perseus?”

      “Perseus sowed his wild oats,” Cassius said. “If you follow the family tree enough, he was Heracles’s ancestor. And Heracles founded Sparta. Which is where I,” he slapped his chest, “was General Lysander, who sank Stheno’s Athenian fleet in the Peloponnesian War. She’s been puckered at both ends ever since. I staved her of her righteous vengeance against the entire nation who, in her eyes, killed her sister.”

      “Cool,” Jen said. “Does the mirror thing work?”

      “The what?” Cassius took another sip of beer.

      “Mirror. The shield, or whatever it was. It always seemed awkward. But didn’t Perseus look at Medusa’s reflection in the shield, so he didn’t get turned to stone? Like, wasn’t that the big deal?”

      “So, we need a mirrored shield,” Isolde said.

      “No, wait.” Aidan started dishing up pancakes. “It can’t be that simple, or someone would have done it before.”

      Cassius nodded. “You’re right. It’s not that simple. Medusa and Euryale were Stheno’s kid sisters. Lesser copies, if you like. They’d be the kind that’d hang around on Insta, getting all the likes, while your parents expected you to study.” He gave Isolde a look. “We still need the end to that story.”

      “This one’s cooler.” Isolde leaned forward. “Jen’s onto it. We need the, what did you call them, babe? Engineering parameters?”

      Jen felt a warm glow. a) Isolde had called her babe; b) Isolde had said her idea was epic. “We need to understand how she works. Is she like Medusa, with all the powers and weaknesses? How do we find out? If she turns people to stone just by looking at them, how does she command her forces? Presumably some people are immune. The Morrígan didn’t seemed phased. Haldor probably did a lunch with her every month. So there are people who won’t get turned to stone! But there was a whole collection of stone people when we fought her the first time. That looked rough. And, um, Isolde? Even with, uh, Astra, and Aidan’s rune magic, you still took it hard.”

      Isolde toucher her cheek. “I remember.” She seemed angry, probably with herself. “There’s got to be a weakness.”

      “We could try a mirror.” Aidan didn’t sound confident.

      “Nah,” Cassius said. “I suckered some fools into trying that a while ago. Didn’t work.”

      “You got innocent people killed to test a theory?” Aidan seemed aghast.

      “They weren’t innocent,” the demon rumbled. “But they were also convenient. A plain mirror won’t work with Stheno.”

      “Great, good data,” Jen said. “Her wattage is too high? Let’s chalk that one down.” She hmm’d for a moment. “What else?”

      “Fear,” Isolde said. “She sweats it out.”

      “Like an aura?” Aidan looked like he was switching into professor mode. “If we get too close, we’ll go to pieces out of sheer terror.”

      “You’ll go to pieces,” Cassius said. “You’re a meatbag with an amygdala.”

      “You feel fear, too,” Jen said. “No, don’t interrupt! You do fear, but maybe not with an amygdala. You’ve got,” she waved her hand, “whatever the demon equivalent is for an amygdala. It’s what keeps you alive.” She squinted, considering his K/D/A. “Well, alive for short bursts?”

      He glowered at her, but Isolde stepped in. “We get close, we get scared. So, we need Bruce Wayne. He’s conquered his fears.”

      “Batman’s not real,” Jen said, then, noticing Isolde’s flat look, offered, “But it’s a good idea. We’ll see if we can find someone who’s faced all their fears.” She hmm’d again. “What do snakes fear?”

      “She’s not really a snake,” Aidan said. “Gorgon. Entirely different creature.”

      “She fears having her head cut off,” Cassius said.

      “No.” Isolde stood, a glint in her eye. “She fears losing. She lost to you, years ago. And she’s losing to us now. It’s making her erratic. It’s why the city is eating itself. Stheno is squeezing until the blood comes out because she doesn’t want to lose.” She glanced at Cassius. “Or, lose again.” The warrior surged off the couch.

      “Where are you going?” Jen watched as Isolde headed for the door.

      “I need to talk to someone. Alone.” And then Isolde was gone.

      “She didn’t even touch her pancakes.” Aidan pushed plates toward them across the countertop.

      “At least she left her beer.” Cassius reached for the TV remote, then leaned back. “Let’s watch her destroy the city, live.”
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      All of which was fine, as far as it went, but it wasn’t really working for Jen. The problem was that everyone thought in straight lines. Or, Isolde did, like, in the straightest lines of all. You could use them as a straight edge at NASA; they were that linear. Cassius was a bit of a straight-line dude too, often only deviating if he had to walk to the left to punch someone before continuing on.

      Aidan, though: the prof was a bit of a thinker, and Jen might have need of that. Before she dived into bothering him—he’d started baking muffins after breakfast—she wanted to get a few things in order.

      The first was that she needed a new Pacsafe. The bag Cassius got her was nice, but it wasn’t slash-proof. Now that the pandemic was over and everyone remembered what a passport was and that you should keep them safe while travelling, Pacsafe pricing had gone through the roof. That was a solvable problem.

      She just needed a few tools to get started.

      Jen slid into John’s study after hanging up her stupid towel. The study had a desk, and instead of a monitor, it had a TV the size of Arkansas and an Alienware gaming PC that looked like it saw a little action. She had no desire to sift through its innards because a) ew, Windows and b) viruses, so she just disconnected it and stuffed it under the desk, then put her MacBook on top and connected it to the TV. It was when she rooted through her stuff—still in the bag Cassius gave her—that she made the discovery.

      I’ve still got Haldor’s phone.

      It had seen better days. Sure, it was still a gold iPhone, which said wanker on a number of levels. It was also covered in blood, probably a mixture of the poor people who’d been drained into pots so the draugr could crack the nut that was Astra. None of that had worked out great for him, and now Jen had his phone.

      Cracking an iPhone was a hard job. Was Haldor the kind of guy who kept it up to date? Probably. She was unlikely to be able to get in through a tricky hack. She left it on the desk and went back out to the lounge. Cassius was still slouched before the TV; Aidan was still bustling about the kitchen. Something was in the air, and it was nice. Jen didn’t think it was the cinnamon in the muffins. But, you know, cool? If the guys were not murdering each other so much, things might go better. “Hi.”

      Cassius looked up from a repeat match showing two Argentinian tennis players. It might have been interesting, like, thirty years ago when it first aired. Cable TV had really gone to shit? Like, Jen guessed, the rest of the world. “Hi. What’s up, kid?”

      “I need some putty?”

      Aidan put down a dish towel. “You what?”

      “Putty?” Jen scuffed the floor with her toe. “You know. Or, I guess, Play-Doh? And, uh, a balloon. A knife. Some scissors? It would be good if you had a mask or something. The towel will probably work.”

      Aidan looked at Cassius, then back to Jen. “Are you getting into crafts?”

      “I’ve always been into crafts,” Jen said. “Back in the day? Hephaestus. Bit of a dude? Greek god of craftsmanship. Used a hammer a lot?”

      Cassius leaned forward. “Made the weapons of the gods. Magic shit.” He glanced at Aidan. “Real magic. Not flower power bullshit.”

      “Ah, go fuck yourself, why don’t you?” But Aidan said it in his affable Irish way, without the malice Jen was used to.

      “So,” Jen agreed, “when I met Ernie, he taught me crafts. Not just the digital ones, but the… adjacent ones? The kinds of things a hacker might need if they wanted to do the whole job.”

      “Whole job?” Aidan blinked.

      “Sure.” Jen frowned. “If you want to get into a building, you might need an access card, right?” Nods all around. “But unless you’re, like, really lucky, and steal the access card of your twin? The picture on the front isn’t going to look like you.”

      “No one checks the badge,” Cassius said.

      “They really do,” Jen said. “You should try breaking in without murdering everyone. You’d find out just how much they check the badge.” His eyes narrowed like he was building up a head of steam, so she continued, “Any good hacker needs to walk the digital world, but we also need, like, practical skills? Crafts. Like Hephaestus, the OG god of hackers.”

      Cassius frowned. “I don’t think he was⁠—”

      “The thing is, I still need the putty.” Jen scrubbed at hair that was still a little damp.

      “What’s it for?” Aidan seemed interested.

      “I’m going to make a replica of Haldor’s head.”

      Aidan pulled out a bag of flour. “I don’t have Play-Doh, but we can make some.”
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        * * *

      

      Which is how they all came to be huddled around Jen’s MacBook, with a still tacky bust of Haldor without the hair. She’d only done the front of his head because she needed to wear it. The eye holes, right? They’d made the Haldor Mask™ slightly larger than an actual head because (ref. point A) she needed to put it on. Jen pressed it against her face. It smelled like ordinary dough, without that familiar Play-Doh odour that no doubt came from a million preservatives.

      She swiped up on Haldor’s iPhone screen, which helpfully looked at her face, then complained that she needed to use her PIN to unlock, which sent a bolt of pure rage right to her core. Jen sighed, put the mask down (carefully!), then said, “What kind of PIN do you suppose the megalomaniacal head of a megacorp would use?”

      “‘Megalomaniacal’ feels a bit redundant if he’s also the head of a megacorp,” Aidan said. “Aren’t they all like that? Burning the world to ash just to chase a bit more profit?”

      “Leet,” Cassius said.

      So, Jen keyed in L, 3, 3, T, and the phone chimed and unlocked. She frowned at it. “I really didn’t think that was going to work.”

      “Before he pushed me out a window, I watched him for a while. Saw him enter his PIN.”

      “And you didn’t say?” She turned to him, mouth open, wanting to be really, really mad.

      “You just seemed to be having so much fun vibing to Hephaestus.” Cassius looked down, like it wasn’t what he’d thought he wanted to say, but it came out anyway.

      Aidan said, “It was a pretty good mask.”

      Jen growled, then said, “Okay, you can both go now.”

      They left, which gave her some peace, except there was a sagging mask of Haldor on her desk. Jen cabled his iPhone into her MacBook, then got to work, first by following the prompts Apple put there for imbeciles. Yep, she’d like to trust this device. Nope, she wouldn’t like to sync. Yep, she had some ‘special files’ she wanted to put in. Once you had physical, unlocked hardware access, so many things became easy!

      On it went until she finally fossicked out his location telemetry. She dragged the data to her MacBook, then got to work sorting that into a more useful Maps overlay. She stared at it a while, then hmm’d.

      Jen got up and went back out to the lounge. Aidan: in the kitchen. Cassius: glued to the couch. Seriously? Still? Maybe demons don’t get DVT. “I know where the gorgon is.”
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      Aidan stood on the path outside Emily Chen’s house. It felt like a bit of an ask to be here because last time they’d arrived they hadn’t bothered to knock. Her door had been replaced, which helped remove painful reminders of their first encounter. And they’d managed to spring her father from Haldor’s clink, which had to count for something.

      Still, she might hold a bit of a grudge.

      He smiled to himself. Hells, he’d held a grudge against Cassius for a long time. Aidan wasn’t sure when he’d started to warm to the demon. It didn’t make sense because he knew what the creature was capable of. He’d seen it. The demon and Aidan had fought at a climactic battle that blasted the druid through two and a half thousand years to land here, now, without his powers—naked as a babe, freezing in the woods, and reliant on the welfare of strangers.

      It had been humbling, and he’d sworn to end the monster. Now? Things weren’t so certain. The monster was… monstrous, but he seemed to have a higher purpose than random acts of evil. Jen would say his firmware drove him a certain way, but nobody knew the direction or why.

      Maybe they could talk about it after this was over: Stheno first, then the complicated, messy business of why a demon seemed to do the wrong things for the right reasons. Or was it the right things in the wrong way? And according to Isolde, he wasn’t just a demon. Aidan wondered if Cassius was like baking. You put the ingredients in, and after mixing, you couldn’t tell what was flour, sugar, or milk.

      Stop wasting time. Get to the front door, knock, and ask your favour. Grovel if you must. The fate of the whole world’s riding on it.

      Aidan walked to the front door, trying to balance between a ‘stride’ and a ‘hunched scuttle’ because this still didn’t feel quite right. He used the new knocker to rap—carefully—on the door, then waited in the ruthless cold. He could have asked the spirits of the world to be easier on him. He had the power; they answered him now. But Aidan knew it wouldn’t be balanced. He was a druid. The whole point of him was fixing what was wrong when other people weren’t balanced.

      What do I say when she opens the door? Should I apologise? Or just dive right into it? What if she’s armed? Should I be setting up defensive wards? But then, what if she sees me doing that… would she think I’m expecting trouble? Think, man! You can’t go and fuck this up.

      The door opened, breaking his reverie. An older man stood there—Emily’s dad. Aidan cleared his throat, trying to come up with a good opening line, but the old man said, “Thank God you’re here. She’s in the den.”

      Which was not how Aidan expected this to go. He followed the older man inside, who ushered him into Emily’s den. It was much as Aidan remembered, except the papers on her couch had grown in volume, and the walls were now covered in notes. Strings went between documents and photos, linking people, events, and evidence. He made a silent oh as he looked around, his gaze finally falling on Emily Chen, who crouched on the ground in her bathrobe. Her hair showed little sign of familiarity with a brush, and she hadn’t even looked up when he entered.

      Emily was muttering to herself. It sounded like and here, then there, over and over.

      Aidan cleared his throat. “Ms. Chen? I’m Aidan. I don’t know if you remember me.” She looked up, eyes fever-bright, then back down to her notes. Aidan glanced to her father, who lingered in the doorway. “I’m sorry. I feel like we haven’t been properly introduced. I’m Aidan Douglas.”

      The old man eyed him. “I’m Mr Chen.”

      Like that, is it? “Mr Chen, when we last… spoke with Emily, she wasn’t like this.”

      “I expect not,” the man rumbled. He was, despite being part way to being fossilised, still not fully grey-haired, a little of his youth’s natural black holding onto the fort. His accent wasn’t too strong, not that Aidan was one to judge. At least neither of us is Glaswegian. “What was she like, exactly, when you broke into her home?”

      “I deserved that.”

      “You did.” The old man’s eyes softened. “You also deserve a thank-you. I’d still be rotting in the clutches of a madman if you’d not knocked her door down. Tea?”

      “Please.” Aidan followed Mr Chen to Emily’s kitchen and leaned against the doorframe while he made tea for two. “Has she been like this since… your release?”

      “A little after.” Mr Chen gave Aidan a cup, then led him back to Emily’s den. They sat on opposite couches, perhaps both trying to ignore the fevered mania of the woman on the floor. “She said she found something. I believe she was looking into you. Not you you, but your… team.” He said the last word carefully, as if it was a load that needed a lot of balancing.

      Aidan stiffened. “Isolde’s not⁠—”

      “It was not the warrior woman’s history that triggered this,” Mr Chen said. “She is easily explained. A dark purpose, forged in the fires of a difficult past. No, this is different.”

      Aidan toyed with his mug, then glanced toward Emily. “I came here to ask a favour. I wanted Emily to publish a piece online. I see now how wrong that was.” He met Mr Chen’s eyes. “I think things have gotten… confused. For me, at least. I’m not from… here.”

      “You claim to be some sort of druid!” The old man’s voice lingered on the last word, as if it was the last mouthful of a delicious dessert.

      “Some sort,” Aidan agreed. “I might be able to help your daughter.”

      The old man eyed Aidan. “In a minute. Why do you think asking Emily to write something was bad? If your cause is just, then perhaps it wouldn’t be wrong.”

      Aidan sipped tea to buy himself a few seconds. “I don’t think that’s right, Mr Chen. I think if we ask people to do things for our own selfish purposes, even if the ends are good, the method’s wrong. It’s better to share our ideas with our friends and let them offer before we even ask.” He glanced toward Emily. “And I wish we’d had the chance to become friends. Your daughter seems like a good person.”

      “She is a good person.” Mr Chen said this with the air of someone who’d, until recently, spent a lot of time around terrible people, so had context. “Perhaps it is not too late to become friends, Mr Douglas. But I fear Emily will need more time.”

      Aidan put his mug down on the floor because there wasn’t space anywhere else. “Would you be alright if I tried to help her?”

      “Druids are psychologists?”

      “Druids are druids.” Aidan padded on the soft carpet and crouched on his haunches before Emily. She was working through papers, frantically scribbling in a notebook beside her. Her writing looked worse than a doctor’s. Aidan tilted his head to read it. It’s possible they’re no longer words. “Emily, it’s Aidan. We met about a week ago. I broke down your door.”

      Who broke down her door, specifically, wasn’t important right now. Emily didn’t look up, muttering, “Here. There. Then. Now.”

      Aidan reached out carefully and slowly and placed his hand on the crown of her head. He closed his eyes and listened. She was strong, this woman. She’d prosecuted the truth through a thousand stories made manifest by villains in just her short span. The beat of her heart was a war drum. The blood rushed in her veins. Her mind raced, doing laps maybe even faster than Jen’s ever could. He felt rushed by her, the eddies of her mania swirling about him.

      Listen closer, druid. What’s she really trying to say?

      Here. There. Then. Now. Over and over, a race that would never finish, restarting after the end. Emily Chen was adrift in a truth she couldn’t fathom, a drum without a skin, the sticks beating empty air. She’d seen something that her mind didn’t agree with. And now it raced, ever faster, to try and save the dregs of her sanity.

      Aidan leaned closer, hand still on her head, and said, “Slower, Emily. There’s still time. You can feel it, can’t you? That lake of it at your feet, a thousand thousand seconds still to tick away. Days yet to pass. The sun’s risen, set, and will rise again. All things happen in their own time. You could stand at these crossroads forever, never choosing the right road. But sometimes, if you’re kind to yourself, the path will open just when you need it to.”
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        * * *

      

      The world faded, or perhaps drew closer. Aidan didn’t know which was more correct—sound dimmed, but Emily became clearer. Things slowed, time’s marching band taking extra time between each beat. Mr Chen ghosted into the background, becoming one with the room as Aidan made space for just him and Emily. Then, moving slowly and carefully, he removed most of himself so she could breathe. Just… breathe, feel, and take a moment.

      The sweat broke out on his brow. This was hard. The magic to make the world slow its spin was deep and ancient, but he felt the planet would understand. One of its children suffered, and if Aidan was right, she suffered because she’d learned something that would help the world. And so he asked, and the planet settled. They held their breath, he and the world, while Emily raised her head and blinked, looked about as if this was her first dawn, and said, “He can’t be real.”

      “Who?” Aidan stayed still but lowered his hand. “Do you know where you are, then?”

      “Dad?” She looked around, but the space was just for them.

      “He’s here.” Aidan tipped his head toward where Mr Chen would be, if he could be present with them. “He said it might be alright if we had a chat.”

      “You’re one of them,” Emily said, eyes widening with wonder. “I needed to know. I needed to see.” She spread the papers before her, then pushed her notebook toward him. Flipped to a page. “See?”

      The page held a drawing of someone. Emily’s art was good enough in a storybook kind of way. He could see himself well enough in the image. The trees behind him were a giveaway. “I see. But I’m not who you mean, am I?”

      She shook her head. “I don’t want to know.”

      “It’s okay to not know,” Aidan assured her. “Sometimes it’s the best way.”

      “But I need to.”

      He nodded, but carefully. “Maybe if you tell me what it is you need to know, I can help you out.”

      Emily retrieved her notebook, then flipped to a new page. It held a drawing of two men, one an outline, just blank space, and the other a dark, scrawled, scribbled mass. She hissed, “Him. Tell me who he is.”

      “His name is Cassius, though sometimes it’s Lysander. He’s a demon.”

      “That’s not possible.”

      “It’s tricky.” Then, more gently, he said, “It doesn’t stop it being true.”

      “That’s what I don’t understand. Demons aren’t real.”

      “They are very real,” Aidan said. “Now we’ve cleared that up, will you come with me back to where you need to be? Your father misses you.”

      She hunched. “I don’t want to go.”

      “We can stay here a bit longer.”

      “But I need to, don’t I?”

      Aidan sighed. “No, Emily. You don’t need to do anything. If you want to stay here, that’s alright. We’ll find another way.”

      “There’s something you’re not saying. You want something.”

      Aidan nodded. “I do, but it’s not really important. Your father, though… I reckon he’d like to speak to you again.”

      “Does he know?” She shook her journal at him. “About the demons?”

      “Your father strikes me as the kind of man who’s seen some shit,” Aidan said. “It might surprise you what he knows.”

      “Will you stay with me here if I don’t want to go?”

      “I can’t, lass.” Aidan tried to keep his voice gentle. “This isn’t the place for me.”

      “I don’t want you to go.”

      “Then come with me.” Aidan held his hand out to her. “It won’t be so bad, I promise you.”

      She took his hand.
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        * * *

      

      The world shuddered and snapped back to normal speed. Emily’s hand jerked from his as she scrambled back, journal clutched to her chest. She was panting, but in a trick more magical than anything Aidan had just done, her father was already at her side. She pushed him away, eying Aidan. “Who are you?”

      Aidan sighed. “I’m Aodhán Dubhghlas. I was born around four thirty-two BC, as best as I can figure. What you call Ireland was my home. I’m a druid. I keep the old ways safe for the ones who’ve yet to come. The world isn’t really ours, you see. We’re just borrowing it from our children.”

      “You’re two and a half thousand years old?”

      It’s always the time thing, never the druid thing, isn’t it? This won’t get easier when I start looking my age, that’s for sure. “I’m thirty-five.”

      “But you said⁠—”

      “It’s complicated. I was… sent here.”

      She thought about that, then stood up with a little help from her father. Or perhaps it was the other way around. “I’ve forgotten my manners. Would you like tea?”

      Aidan didn’t look at his empty cup. “Yes, please.”

      Mr Chen took a seat back on the couch, and Aidan rejoined him opposite. The older man leaned forward. “What did you do? It felt like…” His voice trailed off. “It felt like nothing I can describe.”

      “The old ways aren’t something you’ll find on Instagram,” Aidan said.

      “Could you teach me to do it?”

      “No.” Aidan shook his head. “But you could learn it.”

      “What’s the difference?”

      “Everything,” the druid said. Emily returned and handed her father a fresh cup before giving Aidan one. “Thank you.”

      She sat by her dad. “You broke into my house.”

      “Yes.”

      “And stole my car.”

      “Isolde did, aye, but yes, that’s about right.”

      “And you know a demon.”

      Aidan thought that one through. “I have a very special, talented group of friends. We all came here thinking we had different reasons, but it turns out, it’s the same thing in the end.”

      Emily eyed him over her steaming cup. “What’s that?”

      “We’re here to save the world.”

      She laughed, then sobered when he didn’t join her. “You’re for real?”

      Aidan scooted forward on the couch. “Do you remember when you wanted to tell the truth? Not just to your father,” Aidan nodded to Mr Chen, who gave a nod in return, “but to the whole world? You thought it was the most important thing there was.”

      “How do you know?” Her voice was a shadow of a whisper.

      “I see it written in your stars. It’s there in the skein of your life. And there’s more truth yet to be told.” He held up a hand as she looked to interrupt. “But to tell your truth, you need to hear others. Isolde is a woman who saves people by putting herself in the way of the hurt that’s coming for them. That’s her calling. Jen? She’s a woman who saves people like Samson, tearing down the pillars of a corrupt empire. That’s how she does it. But you… you want to know about Cassius.”

      Emily nodded. “The demon prince.”

      “Let’s not let him hear you call him a prince,” Aidan said. “We’d never hear the end of it.”

      She eyed him, then a bloom of wonder hit her face. “You don’t know!”

      Aidan blinked. “Know what?”

      Emily stood and beckoned him to a wall where she’d pinned papers and photos. “Here. This is him, isn’t it?”

      She was, sure enough, pointing to a photo of Cassius. It was not a good photo. It’d been printed on an inkjet printer, which wasn’t the best choice, but Aidan suspected the master image was of questionable provenance. It showed Cassius in a shirt, sweat-stained, with a cap on. He wore suspenders, but his pants were out of frame. Behind him were the ruins of a forest. “It looks like him. Where was this taken?”

      “When,” she said. “You want to ask when.”

      “When was it taken?”

      “I think about the nineteen-fifties. Brazil. He was at ground zero when deforestation of the Amazon really took off.” She tapped the photo. “This particular logging company was destroyed when the creatures of the forest rebelled. There are stories that have made it into local legend. Apparently this guy,” she tapped the photo again, “or someone like him turned up. Picked up an axe or whatever you do when plundering the planet’s wealth, but the next day, all the monkeys, bears, and jaguars moved in and ate everyone.”

      “So, the demon helped pull the environment down?” Aidan felt the bile in his gut swirl.

      “You’d think that, but just pause on it a couple of seconds longer.” She waited him out.

      “He stopped it,” Aidan said. “Just by being there, the Earth tried to kill him, and in doing so, ended up reclaiming that spot.”

      “Sure. Not a good long-term strategy.” Emily shifted down the wall. “Here. See this guy? Look familiar?”

      It was another photo of Cassius, but of much higher quality. He wore a sharp business suit, mirrored sunglasses, and stood in front of the statue of Lenin’s Mausoleum in the Red Square. “When was this one taken?”

      “About twenty-ten, I think.” Emily frowned. “You’d think it’d be easier to find a newer photo, but it was tricky. He seems to deliberately pop up for a photo op then fades away. This was linked to the bust of a Russian troll farm. They were spreading misinformation, right? Big deal. He disrupted world politics.”

      “Chaos is literally in his job description.”

      She gritted a sigh. “You’re not listening.” She stabbed her finger against the photo. “When we’re fighting each other, what aren’t we doing?”

      He gave her a blank look. “Pursuing our hobbies?”

      “Okay, smartass.” She padded to the other side of the room. “We know almost exactly when this one was taken: twenty-eighteen. Right after the GFC. There’s your boy, right in front of the Bull of Wall Street.” Cassius was in the photo again, different suit, same shades. “Near as I can tell, he worked with a bunch of corrupt companies. He made them hurt themselves in their own confusion.” Emily looked at her feet. “That’s a Pokémon reference.”

      “I understood it. I learned your modern ways off YouTube.” Aidan stared at the Cassius-vs-the-GFC photo. “The world nearly collapsed.”

      “No.” She shook her head. “For a wise man, you’re kind of dense. The financial world collapsed. The other parts of the world got better. It weakened governments and their chokehold on plundering the world’s riches.” Emily cruised to another photo. “Here he is! Popped up again right after nine eleven. Lots of people died in that one, but you know what else happened? Flights were grounded for three days. Bit of an own goal, though. Temperatures rose, which is why I don’t think he did it again. It’s the contrails, you see.”

      Aidan looked around the room. “How much more is there?”

      She glanced at him sidelong. “I don’t know, magic man. We don’t have great records earlier than a certain point. I think I’ve found a smoking gun in a few more places.” She counted on her fingers. “There’s a picture of someone a little like him during the Fukushima recovery. There’s a photo of him by Hitler. Fucking Hitler! Records don’t call him Cassius. He was a low-ranking clerk responsible for supply lines. And you know what fucked Hitler?” She was right close to him now. “He ran out of gas!”

      Aidan turned a slow circle. “He’s been interfering in world events for a hundred years?”

      “I think he’s been doing it for two and a half thousand years.” Emily crossed her arms. “If I had to guess.”

      Aidan did a double take. “Wait. You think this is about me?”

      “Tell me I’m wrong.”

      Aidan started, then stopped. Turned about again. Cassius had been cruising the world for thousands of years. Just like when he’d fought Stheno, but with more purpose. He’d been involved in events that weakened governments and broke ground for a weakened humanity when they weren’t on top.

      Where they were in balance with nature.

      “Fuck me,” he breathed.

      “Right?” Emily cackled. “So, who is this guy, anyway?”

      “I wish I knew.” Aidan felt a sense of almost childlike wonder. “I really wish I knew.”

      “You’ve been crushing it in this city with an ancient demon and you haven’t sat down for a beer?”

      “There hasn’t really been time,” Aidan said.

      “And you’re here with me instead of talking to him?”

      “I came here for a good reason.” Aidan felt a little defensive. “We’re trying to overthrow Stheno.”

      Mr Chen, who’d been watching with a no-doubt-lukewarm cup of tea in his hand, said, “Who?”

      “The gorgon. Sister of Medusa. Apparently, Cassius sank her fleet. He was with the Spartans during the Peloponnesian War. General Lysander, he was.” Aidan rubbed his face. This is a long day, and it’s not even lunchtime. “Apparently, she was the power behind the Athenian empire back then.”

      Emily looked about the room. “Didn’t you say you were born about that time?”

      Aidan paced. “Binne couldn’t have known.”

      “Who?” Emily stalled out.

      “Binne. Cassius said… Cassius said he was summoned by a woman in my village. I thought he’d killed her, but he claims she summoned him.”

      Emily’s eyes were bright. “So, Cassius turns up after the sinking of the Athenian fleet. Binne’s sent out a call on, what, the Facebook for the pantheon? She asks for a guy who’s good at getting shit done. Just the kind of creature to overturn world orders.” She turned around, arms wide, gesturing at the walls. “Just the kind of man to prepare the world for the return of the most powerful druid she ever knew.”

      Aidan looked to her, then to Mr Chen. “I think I need to sit down.”
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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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