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      Ale slowed, stopped, stared out the viewport at the stars. So many stars. After living her whole live in the Hexal City's Undercity on Melin, seeing stars would always be a thing of wonder. She ran her fingertips over the viewport. No cold, not even a chill, but that was to be expected. There were layers upon layers of steel, insulation and machinery between her and the stars. This was, she had been told, not an actual window. Just a viewscreen so that occupants of the Graceful Swan didn't feel quite so entombed all the time.

      Strange that anyone would mind that feeling.

      Voices echoed up the hallway, Seong and Munashe arguing about something. Since Ale met them three months ago, they had never once stopped arguing. If it wasn't the food, it was the pay. If it wasn't the pay, it was their bosses. If it wasn't their bosses, it was their coworkers. Or each other. Or sometimes, just the smell of the air.

      Ale wondered, again, as they appeared around the corner whether Ceelen noses were that much more sensitive than hers for all she smelled was the faint grass-like smell of the wall coverings and the hints of her rich stew lunch.

      Certainly, she was never going to get used to the clothes the Ceelen wore. Bright colors, bold patterns and flowing fabric that would be so very easy to catch and use against them. Seong's red, gold and black dress had hints of Hyun-Ju styling, wrapping around her torso rather than fitting to it. The sleeves, long and very wide, hinted at Hyun-Ju as well. Odd given that Seong was Melin born and bred, Above, not Undercity. She had the Melin broad, round face with a flat nose rather than the Hyun-Ju narrow nose and angular face.

      Munashe was as Ceelen as it was possible to be, tall and muscular with skin as black as the darkness of space. Her ankle-length dress was green and blue, covered with renditions of leaves spotted with holes that Munashe would probably tell Ale were real, not imaginary. Her dreadlocks were so long that they brushed against her ample rear end as she sauntered up the hallway at Seong's side.

      "Ah, there you are," Seong said the instant she spotted Ale.

      "We were wondering where you'd gotten to after lunch," Munashe agreed. Her eyes swept Ale's body, then she licked her lips. "Looking at the stars again?"

      "I paused," Ale said, carefully enunciating her words so that her Undercity accent wouldn't come out in front of these women with their so-different lives and so-beautiful clothes. Shrugged and attempted a smile that went flat almost instantly so she let it go. "I'd thought to explore this level. I don't know the ship well enough yet."

      Why that would make Seong and Munashe frown at her, Ale would never understand. One should know one's environment. It was simply logical. Yes, of course, there was little likelihood that Ale would be attacked on the Graceful Swan. It was the flagship of the Ceelen and thus very, very safe.

      Still.

      "Was there new work to do?" Ale asked, clearing her throat and standing a little straighter.

      "Ah, no," Seong said, smiling and flapping her hand at Ale. "It's just that King Ru wanted to check in with you, see how you were settling in."

      "Apparently," Munashe said with a nod probably intended to be reassuring, "he's doing that with all the Undercity people. He said something about making sure that all 'his kind' were doing okay."

      Which, well.

      That was reassuring, actually. If anyone understood Ale's difficulties settling in on the Graceful Swan, it would be Ru Sashi, former delivery boy turned ruler of the Hyun-Ju and husband to Nthanda Ceelen, ruler of the Ceelen. He was dealing with far more than Ale. He did have twin infants to tend to, with more of them on the way when the baby chambers finally disgorged their contents over the next few years.

      "Did he say where to meet him?" Ale asked.

      She clenched her hands behind her back, standing straight and tall. As tall as she could be when she was only five and a half foot while wearing boots. Oddly, Munashe bit her lip as if Ale was suddenly striking. Seong's breath caught for a moment as she nodded and gestured for Ale to follow her.

      Ale did so.

      They ended up in one of the conference rooms that dotted the level three up from where she'd been. This was a level Ale had yet to see but it looked much the same as any other. A faint green stripe along the join between floor and wall instead of the faint purple stripes she was used to on the floors she spent most of her time on.

      There was a code there, in the stripes, one that Ale had yet to get brave enough to ask about. Green for command levels? Personal levels? Or just offices, perhaps.

      Either way, Ru nodded to her and smirked as he waved Seong and Munashe to leave her with him. He sprawled in his chair at the other end of the small square conference table, one leg draped over the arm of his chair. A comfortable room, barely ten by ten feet, no room for anyone to hide, no cabinets on the walls, just table, chairs, Ru and Ale.

      His grin once the door shut was as wicked as Bangers closing in on prey in the deepest levels of the Undercity.

      "They're so stuck on you," Ru commented. Then laughed when Ale's jaw dropped open. "For reals, no jokes on you. Stuck like black slime up your nose."

      "No." Ale sat opposite him and then shuddered, moving so that she was sitting at ninety degrees to him. Able to watch both him and the door. Much better than leaving her back to the door.

      "Hell to the yeah, kiddo," Ru said. He nodded approvingly for her choice of seats. "Most the others keep trying to sit the other side."

      "Skin'll crawl into the vents," Ale complained with a shudder.

      "No shit," Ru agreed. "Still can't do that. Nthanda doesn't mind. Lets me drape myself over his back."

      That made Ale blush so hard that she went lightheaded. A love so strong that your mate trusted you to guard his back. That he offered his body to protect your innards. She couldn't imagine that.

      Speaking of.

      "They… want me?" Ale asked Ru, allowing her accent to come out fully.

      Thick broad vowels and drawled consonants, that's what her first instructor on board had called her accent. A broad one, deep and powerful enough to create a whole new Mellinish language, given a little more time that the Undercity no long had.

      "Yeah," Ru said, making a little face, pout of the lips, lift of the eyebrows. He shrugged. "Not sure you're into that. They're bits of fluff. Might want to discourage them if you're not. 'Cause they show no signs of looking anywhere else when you're in the room."

      Ale huffed and flicked her fingers at him as if throwing a knife. He grinned, caught the imaginary knife and pretended to balance it on the tip of his finger.

      Sassy boy.

      Of course, she wanted the security of a mate at her side. The protection. Who wouldn't? But Ale could tell just looking at Seong and Munashe that they were looking for the same. They were not warriors. Not like she and Ru were. Not like Lord Nthanda. They were clerks who trained once a week in hand to hand and then complained how sore they were while dreading the next training session.

      Ru smiled, sad, and nodded. "Not for you."

      "I don't…" Ale sighed, shook her head sharply as she allowed herself to drop into her own dialect, the one that came easiest to her. "Don' want th' same things, three of us. Don' wanna protect them. Wanna be protected. No more fightin' and killin' and runnin'."

      "Fuck do I understand that," Ru groaned. "Makes this harder, though. I got a mission and I think you're the right choice for it."

      Ale stared at him. Stared a bit more as Ru whistled and studied the ceiling, kicking that leg draped over the arm of his seat. Then glowered at him as Ru's cheeks started to go red.

      "Mission."

      "Mmm, yeah," Ru said. His ears started blushing along with his face. "A mission."

      "I will stab you," Ale snarled at him.

      He grinned, suddenly, shockingly, meeting her eyes. There was laughter there but also wrinkles around his eyes that spoke of stress. Fear. The need of backup.

      Which could not, apparently, be given by his mate Nthanda. Or any of the Ceelen. And, given who Ru was, that meant that it had to have something to do with the Hyun-Ju. Seong and Munashe had been gossiping just last night that there was a large contract for shipping munitions that needed to be negotiated between the Hyun-Ju and the Gensyn.

      Weapon systems which could handle the Gensyn system's terrible radiation, solar flares and constant waves of shifting debris were very expensive and very hard to manufacture. The Hyun-Ju were the only ones who built manned systems that could handle that environment, specifically in an effort to cajole contracts out of the myriad of independent Gensyn stations.

      "My nanites have been upgraded to Gensyn levels," Ale allowed.

      "See?" Ru exclaimed, beaming at her as the stress wrinkles around his eyes smoothed out. "That's why I wanna take you. For real, you're super-fast on the uptake, Ale. Got the best scores outta all the Undercity peeps."

      "Not a peep," Ale grumbled at him. "Never had a card, couldn't be a peep."

      "Pfft, like cards make the peep," Ru said, rolling his eyes as he waved off her very logical and true objections. "Tell you what, lot of those uppers weren't ever gonna be peeps even if you held a gun to their heads. Know that's true 'cause I've done it."

      Which sent Ale into snickers because yes, over the last three months she'd seen exactly that. So many idiots among those who lived Above. Hexal City's upper levels, the ones open to the air and sky and infrequent rain that swept over the deserts of Melin, were safe and clean and absolutely filled to the brim with people who couldn't be trusted to know a knife as it cut their throats.

      "Mission?" Ale asked, a little less annoyed about being set up this way just because Ru did look truly grateful.

      "I gotta go to the Hyun-Ju command ship," Ru said, grimacing. "Can't take Nthanda. He's got a big contract of his own to negotiate with Mellin's new government. Can't take Bala 'cause she's full-consorting with Imani. And Imani's the one keeping Nthanda from cutting throats. Can't take Jing because he's off with Iman doing who knows what and getting shot at. All the people I'd take, they got work. So I looked at the new people. Of them, you're the best, Ale. No joke, best by far. Hardest worker, smartest, fitting in fastest, most adaptable. Also most dangerous and hey, we are talking Hyun-Ju. They respect that."

      Ale nodded. True enough though she had a hard time believing that she was that much better than everyone else who'd been evacuated out of the Undercity and given a new life on the Ceelen ships. Five thousand people so far and more joining up every day as Mellin changed into a world where their skills were hunted, hated and outlawed.

      President Borna Truman was changing everything with the sort of iron determination that only came from being freed from slavery and being given absolute power.

      "What'm I to do?" Ale asked.

      "Watch my back," Ru said, ticking points off on his fingers. "Watch them and see what they're up to. I know they're up to something. Both sides. The negotiators on both sides are slime given legs."

      Ale snorted, one hand over her mouth to hide her grin. Lovely. She'd have to keep her knives very sharp around the negotiators.

      "And," Ru said, grimacing apologetically, "like it if you could help me understand the damned contract. You're studying that shit. I'm too busy taking care of babies, Nthanda and learning to rule to pick contacts apart."

      "Oh, I can do that," Ale said. What a relief. Something that wasn't watching for death constantly. "Sure. We taking guards, I hope?"

      "Like I'd go anywhere without them anymore," Ru said so wryly that she snorted and poked the sole of his boot. He grinned. Shrugged and then nodded. "We'll have a bunch. You're going to be my assistant, all official like. Dress however you like. The blacks look good on you. Can keep right on with that if you want."

      "I will then," Ale said as she smoothed her hands over her thighs. The armored leather jumpsuit covered with a sleek tunic wasn't what most wore on the Graceful Swan but it made Ale comfortable and no one had objected so far. "When do we leave?"

      "Tomorrow," Ru said with such a heart-broken sigh that Ale started laughing at him.

      Ridiculous boy.

      This might be better than Ale had expected. A good job, either way. She settled in to negotiate her wages. No reason to be foolish. Having good pay for this was just as important as anything else.

      After all, who knew how long Ale would keep her place on the Graceful Swan? A person like her wasn't likely to stay forever. Having money to support herself as she found a new home would be important.
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      The shuttle echoed with silence. Eka bit xyr lip and did xyr best to not squirm. Not twitch. Not sigh and crane xyr neck at the other people in the shuttle. Xe didn't succeed very well at that because xe only managed about thirty seconds of stillness before xe absolutely had to move.

      What. The. Hell?

      This entire expedition was making xem twitch. Eka had never minded leaving the Gensyn system. Not having to know where ever shelter within a quick run was would always be nice. Having some surety that the station wasn't going to blow up randomly or get meteorites punching through the hull was a relief. And, frankly, getting away from xyr family was a good thing. There were only so many lectures and worried questions about Eka's future romances than xe could handle without snapping. That was why xe had been perfectly happy to go off with Dominique when xe suggested that they'd make a good team.

      Because while Dominique Goldhirsch was rich and ran three companies at the same time, xe wasn't any good at evaluating weapon system designs. Xyr family was way rich, way powerful, way good at organizing pretty much everything one could think of but weapons design wasn't one of their specialties. Testing them once they were done? Oh, sure. Dominique was stellar at that. Just not making sure that the design met the agreed upon specs.

      That was Eka's specialty. Xe'd devoted most of xyr life to designing weapon systems that could blow even the smallest asteroids out of space before they could hit a station. Or, you now, take out an attacking ship. Given the way the Gensyn stations quarreled, it happened with fair regularity despite the hazards of their solar system.

      Ma always said that it was a sad, sad thing that the galaxy had fallen so far that even the Gensyn needed to worry about pirates but honestly, it'd been that way since long before Ma was born. Grandma couldn't remember the Drath coming through. She'd been too young to remember it. This was just the way the galaxy was.

      Though.

      Yeah.

      More and more systems were being found every day with lost human colonies. Made sense that the criminals on those worlds would flee up into space looking for an easy credit. Too bad for them that the galaxy was already full of people exploiting all the good niches already. So what else was there to do but turn to crime, right?

      Yeah. Right. People always took the easy way out, no matter how much trouble it caused everyone else. Human nature was the one thing that no colony of humanity had ever managed to change. Humans were humans were humans and that was just how it was.

      Even cold as ice Dominque was a human when it came down to it. Xe rarely showed xyr emotions, true, but xe bled when stabbed and screamed when infuriated. Still wasn't sure how Dominque and Brogan had met, much less fallen in love, but they had and they seemed happy together.

      Most of the time. Right now, Dominque seemed okay but Brogan's normal confident smile and rambling dialog about everything under the sun had transformed into twitches and silence. So damned weird. Eka hadn't ever seen Brogan this quiet the entire time xe'd known xem. Years now. Made xyr skin crawl to have bluff, cheerful Brogan acting like xe was terrified. Or at least worried sick about something. Especially with Dominique showing no signs of strain at all.

      Eka peeked at Dominique again.

      Nope, still reading so calmly that xe might have not even noticed that the cabin was dead-silent. How the hell did Dominique do that? Eka had never figured that one out. Must be a Goldhirsch thing, special training along with how to handle money, be diplomatic with people that you want to shoot on sight and reading financial charts like Eka could read a wiring diagram.

      "Two minutes," Brogan said up at the stick.

      "Good," Dominique said. Xe glanced at Eka and winked as xe turned xyr pad off.

      Eka blushed, cursing at xemself for being an idiot. Mostly. What were Dominique and Brogan arguing about? Had to be some sort of argument. They were normally so chatty that Eka wanted to stuff something in xyr mouths just to get a little peace. This quiet was freaking xyr out.

      But then this whole deal was weird from the outset. Making an alliance with the Hyun-Ju? Sure, sure, that made sense. They were the best shipping and manufacturing family around, at least for the sorts of things that Dominique would be handling for this deal. Weapons, armor plating, sensors for weapon systems, plus skeletons for new ships. Not people-moving ships but attack ships. You wanted to move people, that was the Ceelen.

      What bugged Eka, what xe hadn't managed to convey to either Dominique or Brogan, was that this whole thing smelled off.

      They didn't need ship killer weapons. The Gensyn system flatly wasn't one that'd allow those weapons to work properly over the distance needed for a ship-to-ship battle. Too much debris and way too much radiation screwing with everything. Sheer amount of coronal ejections going through would fry beams before they got to another ship and frankly? Eka still couldn't design a weapon that would deliver a solid projectile on a straight trajectory for more than one light second.

      Outside the Gensyn?

      Sure, they'd be useful as all hell. You could take out any ship you crossed paths with, Ceelen super-liner to Old Earth Dreadnought, not that Old Earth's dreadnoughts were really the peak of technology. More like cast-backs to the old generation ships that'd carried humanity to the stars with FTL engines slapped on them.

      "You're quiet," Dominique commented as Brogan maneuvered them into the indicated landing bay on the Hyun-Ju flagship.

      "Me?" Eka said, staring at xem. "You're the ones silent as space without a suit."

      Brogan only snorted. Kept xyr eyes firmly locked on the displays even though they were on automated landing sequence. Dominique only shrugged and damn it all, what was going on with them? Couldn't be their relationship falling apart. They'd been joined hip and tit since they were tiny. Eka huffed.

      "Fine, don't tell me," Eka grumbled. "Leave me hanging without a damn lifeline."

      Xe focused inwards on the nanite trigger that allowed xyr to shift from apparently female to more masculine appearance. It didn't make too many changes to xyr appearance. Smaller tits, slightly less ass and a bit more obvious package in front. Xe wasn't one of the really obvious shifters that sprouted tits the size of xyr head but hey, Eka always felt stronger in masculine form.

      And it drove Dominique nuts.

      "I thought I asked you to stay feminine," Dominique snapped at Eka. First real emotion xe'd shown since this whole deal came up.

      Eka glowered at xem. "Don't you dare tell me how to present, Dominique. We're friends. Not lovers. Nor married. You're not even my employer. I'm doing this strictly as a favor. You try and pull that crap on me and I'm not only gone, I'll go to their side and tell them all the things you don't want them to know about what you need."

      Dominique's eyes went wide. Brogan's head snapped around, xyr mouth open as if to protest. Xe swallowed hard and then started so hard that xe nearly fell out of xyr seat when the landing bay clamped onto their shuttle and set them down.

      Oh yeah, they were definitely up to something.

      Problem was that Eka still didn't know what. Suspicions weren't proof. And xe'd need proof if xe was going to get anyone to listen to xem. Worse problem was that Eka was pretty much on xyr own if Dominque and Brogan weren't going to back xyr up.

      "You wouldn't dare," Dominique whispered as xe stood, pad clutched so tight that xyr knuckles were white.

      "Push me and you'll find out," Eka snapped at xyr. "I'm not yours. Don't try to claim me or control me. And don't you ever tell me what to present as again. My body is mine and I'm not sharing it with either of you. Right now, you're damned lucky to get me to share my mind far enough to look at those plans."

      Brogan bit xyr lip as xe stood, waving both of them out of the cabin. "Let's not argue right now, please? Yes, there's more going on. Just… give us a bit of slack to get the work done, will you?"

      Eka snorted. "I'll give you slack. For now. But you keep this up I'll cut the line and leave you drifting. I'm not your tool, Brogan. I thought I was your friend. I stood for both of you at your wedding. I've supported you through everything so far. This sudden lack of information is about to make me crawl out of my skin and you will not like what happens if you keep it up."

      Both Brogan and Dominique flinched at the mention of the wedding. It'd been a bit more than standing for them. Brogan's family had tried to raid the wedding, tried to kidnap xem away from Dominique's side because xe'd flatly refused to fund their gambling and slaving enterprises. Eka had fought for them, bled for them, killed for them. Made the hurt of being untrusted all the more painful.

      Made the fear that xe'd been a fool and a patsy all this time that much worse, too.

      "It's not something we can discuss here," Dominique said, waving towards the ship around them. The Hyun-Ju waiting outside.

      "All the more reason you shoulda been talking hard and fast on our way here," Eka snapped. "Let's go. I want this done so we can head back and you can do that talking. One way or the other, I'm not going to play shield for you guys if you won't be honest with me."

      "We will," Brogan said so earnestly that Eka almost trusted xem. Almost. Xyr eyes shifted away from Eka's, away from Dominique. Licked xyr lips and xyr breath caught like xyr heart had started pounding.

      Eka stared at xem until xe flushed. Looked at Dominique but xe had that perfect mask of genteel control and politeness on xyr face. Nothing to see there. Except that xe'd never once used that face on Eka. Not once.

      "Go," Eka snapped at Dominique. "Let's get it over with."

      They went first, Dominique at the head, Brogan right behind xem. Eka trailed a couple of paces behind. Watching them. Yeah, they were up to something. Brogan had a bunch more weapons tucked into xyr clothes than normal. Not to mention that xe was solidly male right now and Dominique hated that. But Brogan was one of the ones who shifted hard to male. Right now you'd think that xe was about to grow a beard that bushed out about a foot and lift things three times xyr weight.

      Eka hadn't noticed during boarding but Dominique had put on heeled shoes. Actual three-inch heels that made xyr hips sway enticingly. And xe'd worn a tunic long enough to come down and hide xyr groin from prying eyes. Xe looked very, very female right now. Perfectly groomed hair, feminine clothes, touch of makeup on xyr eyes and lips.

      As xe walked, Eka focused and shifted to pure neutral. Not male, not female, as androgynous as only a shifting Gensyn could be. Let them look 'normal' to the Hyun-Ju. Eka was Gensyn and be damned if xe'd let anyone forget it.

      All of which disappeared from Eka's mind as xe stepped off the shuttle ramp and out into the landing bay. Who the hell designed this thing? The open space was impressive for the engineering of the space but that was so much air. Could they really afford to lose that much air if there was a breach? Pure idiocy to have it this huge. The stupid landing bay was easily a thousand yards long and wide, about half that high, filled with cranes and hanging cradles full of fighters waiting to be called upon.

      Good launching tube would be better than those cradles.

      "Focus, Eka," Dominique murmured as the Hyun-Ju party approached. Xyr lips were too tight when xe saw that Eka had shifted again.

      "Fine," Eka murmured right back. "You do the same."

      Dominique's profession smile slapped into place. Good. Let xyr focus on the Hyun-Ju. Eka would keep right on working on figuring out what was going on.

      Or at least that was what xe intended to do.

      All xyr plans and irritation disappeared when Eka actually focused on the people coming to meet them. There were Hyun-Ju with their narrow faces and long hair in sleek black falls on their back. Good dozen of them, all armed with blasters and swords. Like anyone had sword battles in this day and age.

      But in the front of them was a short woman with a round broad face, dressed all in black. She had hair cut so short that Eka could see her scalp. Small bust, muscular arms, thighs to crush your skull. And narrowed eyes that swept over Dominique's so-proper smile with nothing but scorn.

      "I am Ale Aukema, assistant to King Ru Sashi," she said. Held herself like a warrior about to rip them to little shreds. Damn. "You will follow me."

      "Thank you for having us," Dominique started to say only to falter as Ale glowered at xyr. What a glower, too, complete with curled lip, raised chin and a little snort of pure annoyance that made Eka want to crow with delight.

      "You will follow me," Ale said so coldly that Eka couldn't help but grin at her. "King Ru is waiting. Pleasantries can wait until you meet him."

      "Ah, of course," Dominique said. Xe cleared xyr throat. "We look forward to seeing him."

      Ale nodded, swept her eyes over Brogan so dismissively that xe flinched before raising an eyebrow at Eka. Oh, what a wonder Ale was! Eka laughed and bowed just as extravagantly as xe could because how could xe not?

      "Looking forward to working with you," Eka said, grinning at the sheer disgust in Ale's eyes. "I hope I get to see you tear someone apart. It'd be a thing of wonder."

      The disgust transformed into shock and then amusement. Ale raised her chin, smirking at Eka with so much confidence that both Brogan and Dominique glowered at Eka for flirting.

      "You're not that important that I would demonstrate for your pleasure," Ale said but she smirked as she said it and there was a little blush over her round cheeks.

      "Nope," Eka said, laughing. "Don't care. I'd still love to see you in action. Nothing better than a vicious warrior taking down everything."

      "I don't know," Ale said, turning away. She strode away from them, the Hyun-Ju warriors parting for her without the slightest change of expression. "I always thought that having someone trusted at your back was better."

      She looked over her shoulder, speared Dominique and Brogan with that look and then raised an eyebrow at Eka.

      "Oh, I'm in love," Eka breathed because yes. So much yes. To see it that fast? And just show it right off? "Lead on, Ale Aukema. I'm eager to see what you've got for us."

      Ale didn't change her stride in the slightest. "Then keep up. I don't wait for anyone."

      Dominique tried to hiss something at Eka but xe was already moving. This sure wasn't what xe'd expected on this trip. It was way, way better. Even if Eka did have to betray Dominique and Brogan, Eka would be happy about it having gotten to meet Ale. What a wonder, Ale Aukema, assistant and killer and brilliant woman that Eka would almost leave the Gensyn system for even though they'd only just met.
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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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