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      My head still spun an hour after Taron had dropped the dragon-shaped bomb on us that the arseholes who'd crippled our communications were not in fact the Seelies. I sat in my mother's private chambers, head in my hands trying to will the throbbing to subside. I sensed Emerys’ magic from across the room wrap itself around me, easing the ache and I let out a soft sigh of relief.

      "Morgan." My mother's voice was gentle as it called from across the room.

      I forced myself to look up. "This is mental. It doesn't make sense."

      Her lips pressed into a noncommittal line. "As you've seen, those we believe to be enemies can turn out to be our fiercest allies. Wouldn't you say that about Nim?"

      I nodded mutely.

      "Then it stands to reason that the opposite is also true."

      "But what would they gain from taking both us and Uther offline?"

      "Misinformation and chaos," Emerys answered from the doorway. "Allowing us to believe the other was responsible, the true architects likely hoped we would go to war and plunge the region into disarray in the process."

      I looked at my mother. "Be straight with me. How close were we to that really becoming a reality?"

      She wouldn't meet my gaze, which was an answer in itself. "We were preparing to find a way to activate our military with the communications still down."

      "Just defensively though, right?"

      She gave a slight shake of her head in the negative. "I know this is a lot for you to take in and understand. This is not the world you were raised in. If you had been, you'd understand that sometimes you have to act offensively to protect the people under your care."

      "I'm the last person who would want to defend the Seelies, but it just feels wrong," I said.

      "These types of decisions are always difficult, no matter the circumstances," Emerys noted and moved to stand beside me. "But the important thing to know is those actions do not need to be taken now. Peace can remain."

      "You really think Uther is going to come shake our hands and sign the peace treaty if we tell him, oh it wasn't us … it was some arsehole dragons fucking with us all?"

      "I think we'd put it more delicately than that. But I think if we offer to share the technology you and your new friend brought back that restored access to our systems with him, he may be inclined to reconsider the treaty," my mother answered.

      "Speaking of, I've spoken with the council, and they think you need to make a public statement, assuring the kingdom that all is well. No doubt rumors managed to swirl even without normal methods of communication."

      "I think they're right." My mother stood and offered me her hand. "I want you by my side when I address everyone."

      "Me, why?"

      "You are the rightful heir to this kingdom, Morgan. Those in the castle may have more easily accepted your role, but many in the kingdom require further proof, and reassurance. The more they can see you, the better."

      I didn't like the idea of being paraded around, but she had a point. Aside from my entry in the tournament and the very public ousting of Arthur as both its champion and the rightful heir to Camelot's crown, my people hadn't gotten to know me. And with the frequent trips I'd taken through the barrier back to London and America, there hadn't been much time to let them get acquainted.

      "Should we do something more, like I don't know … an interview or something?"

      "When everything has calmed down, I think that's an excellent idea," my mother answered and pulled me to my feet. "For now though, we need to reassure our people that we are back in control."

      As I followed her out of the room, Emerys fell into step beside me. "Our new acquaintance is getting settled in. I asked Julayne and Gethin to look after her."

      "Thanks." I knew I should have taken care of Avery myself, but I'd just been too thrown off kilter to be of much use to anyone. As we moved through the corridors back to the Council Chamber to go over the high points of my mother's speech, I couldn't help but scan faces for Taron.

      "Your dragon prince has returned to his kingdom," Emery said, as if reading my mind.

      "Guess I'll have to go track him down." He clearly knew more than he'd let on about the dragons who'd nearly ignited a war.

      "One thing at a time," she said.

      She stopped at the doorway to the chamber and when I fixed her with a quizzical look, she shrugged. "I have other duties to attend to. Do try to pay attention in there. Politics may look uninteresting at first blush, but one day it will be you making these decisions."

      "Understood."

      Following my mother inside, one of the security officers pulled the door shut behind me. The space was unchanged from its layout an hour ago and yet it felt even more chaotic. I did my best to parse as people raised different issues they thought my mother needed to address. After about ten minutes of back and forth, I found myself tuning it all out.

      Maybe I wasn't cut out for this after all. It wasn't as if anyone was asking for my opinion on the matters; not that I had one to give. Someone tapped my shoulder, startling me out of my daze. I turned to find Shunae seated beside me.

      "You look overwhelmed."

      "Well, it's a bit much. I don't know how you do this all the time."

      "I'm really good at arguing," she said with a smile. "And I've had a lot of time to practice, too."

      "Do you think Uther will accept our help and agree to the treaty after all of this?"

      "I think Uther is a man who likes to be in control and the fact we currently have the upper hand is going to unnerve him. But I also know he hates being seen as weak. My guess is he'll privately accept our help, but publicly decry any knowledge that we gave them the solution."

      "But he wants Camelot. That's clear from everything he's done. So, why not still blame us and attack?"

      "Because once we show proof it wasn't us, he knows that we can combat any propaganda he puts out there. He wants to take us on in his own way, on his own terms."

      "Oddly, I find that sort of comforting."

      "The more time you spend around Seelies, the more you understand it's just all about power for them. The key is making them think they've got it, even when you're really the one with the upper hand. They respect that sort of thing."

      "Can I ask you something?"

      "You are technically my superior, so if you ask me something, I'm obligated to answer."

      "You grew up with Arthur, did you ever suspect something was off about him?"

      "I didn't come into the Queen's service until we were both adults. And at that point, I guess he'd become skilled at hiding who he really was."

      "But how did he manage to fool everyone during the time he was a baby?"

      "That's something we've all been trying to figure out. From what we can guess, Uther placed some sort of concealment spell on him. How he managed to keep it going over time without access to him, we don't know."

      "Morgan, we're ready," my mother called, interrupting our conversation.

      "Guess I've got to go look pretty and stand for the camera, so people remember I exist," I said.

      "You're more than just a pretty face. I've seen you fight before. People would do well to remember that you are a fierce warrior."

      I let Shunae's words buoy my spirits as we moved to the front steps of the castle inside the courtyard. I could see the stone where Excalibur had sat three decades waiting for me. A camera crew assembled not far from us, and I was reminded of the announcement my mother had made not long after the tournament ended, crowning me the winner. I felt just as awkward now as I did then. I let the court staff primp and prod me to make my appearance camera ready and usher me to a spot to my mother's left. I was grateful they hadn’t forced me to change out of my jeans and boots. However, they’d insisted I change into a dark blue blouse with silver piping that billowed out over my arms.

      Focused on my conversation with Shunae, I hadn't noticed my mother don her crown or a floor-length long sleeved dark blue gown, but the metallic glint caught my eye as the sun struck her face. She looked regal even as she stood there, studying some briefly scribbled notes. I could only hope that one day I might have her poise as the camera man counted down from five. She stowed her notes and stepped up to the podium they'd staged for the address.

      "Citizens of Camelot, I know the last few days have been filled with confusion and uncertainty as we faced severe technological challenges. But I want to assure you that all is well. Camelot is safe. Our network and communications systems are working as they should." She took a moment and looked from one side of the assembled camera crew to the other, no doubt giving the effect that she was looking at the people watching on the other end. "I know many of you have questions about how such an affront on our kingdom could happen and what we are doing to protect you. Those are valid concerns, and we are still working to assess the full extent of the damage. I assure you we will give you the answers you seek as soon as we have them."

      I did my best not to fidget as I stood in silence. Shunae was right that the people needed to see me, but I suddenly felt like I was under a microscope, and everyone was silently judging me. What good was I just standing motionless when I could be doing ... something.

      My mother's voice pulled me out of my mental spiral. "To our neighbors, we are grateful for your support in our time of trepidation. Without you we could not have come through this as we have." She nodded in my direction. "And I must thank my daughter, Morgan, for her own tireless efforts in seeking creative solutions to address our kingdom's technology problems."

      That made me stand straighter.

      "Because of her, we have come into possession of key information that will help safeguard us in the future." Her face shifted from conciliatory to a more neutral expression. "To those who would call us enemies, we hope this message can reach you. Know that if you have been similarly affected, we will do all we can to share what we have learned, so that you can recover, too."

      With that, the light on the camera went dark and the lights behind it turned off. I exhaled when the cinematographer gave a thumb's up to signal that we were no longer recording.

      "You didn't have to say anything about me," I said.

      "The people need to know that you, the rightful heir, have their best interests in mind and that you are working to secure their future."

      "But doesn't that kind of tip off these dragon nutters that we know what they've done?"

      "The fact we were able to disseminate information like this should tell them we've regained control," she replied. "And I highly suspect your friend's magic already warned them that they were no longer in control."

      "How much do you know about these Inferno blokes?"

      "Woefully little I'm afraid. They aren't something that's come up during my reign."

      Well, that needed to change. "I got the feeling Taron knew more than just what their symbol stood for."

      My mother stopped walking mid-pace and pivoted to face me. We stood in the corridor alone and I watched as she schooled her expression into something that resembled the look Nim got whenever I brought a new boyfriend around. "I understand your attraction to him, but you need to tread carefully."

      "He's our ally," I retorted.

      "That is true. The dragons have been historically benevolent when it comes to our kingdom and that isn't something I expect to change given the leadership they have rising in the ranks. But whether you like it or not, the people you associate with are under scrutiny. And that goes doubly so for the people you choose to associate with privately."

      "Just talking with him can't possibly cause a diplomatic incident."

      She gave me a small smile. "No, but arriving in his arms from who knows where does raise eyebrows."

      "Once. That happened one bloody time and it was time sensitive."

      "It wasn't the first time he's been spotted."

      "Look, I promise I'll be careful. I just want to see what he knows about these Syndicate arseholes. Maybe it's something we could use to stop them from hacking us again or doing whatever chaotic bullshit they've got planned next."

      "You are a grown woman and I know nothing I say will stop you from seeing him. Morgan … Just, be mindful." She looked as if she had more to say, but she remained silent.

      "Right, I'm going to see how Avery is getting on and find out as much as I can about these psychos. I promise to try to find something we can use."

      "From the moment I saw you in the tournament, I knew you were a woman born of determination. I have no doubt you will keep our people safe."

      I stood awkwardly for a moment before leaving her in the corridor as I went in search of my friends. There was no way that Gethin or Jules would let me do this solo. Besides, I was beginning to suspect, none of this was meant to be something I accomplished alone. As I traversed around the castle, I retrieved my phone and scrolled through my contacts until I found Taron's number. I stopped walking long enough to send him a message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Uh, hi, it's Morgan. We need to talk. I think we both know you've got more info on the Syndicate than you let on before and this affects both our kingdoms. Can you come to the castle? I know it's not our usual meeting spot, but this feels like it ought to be more official.

      

      

      

      

      

      I didn't have to wait long for a reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        I will be there within an hour.

      

      

      

      

      

      The length of time for his arrival seemed suspiciously long, but I let it go. The time would allow me time to fill everyone else in and start to formulate a plan of attack. I wound my way through the upper corridors to the bedrooms and followed the sound of Gethin's voice until I ended up in the doorway of Avery’s room. He and Avery stood in front of a desk with a laptop perched haphazardly on one edge.

      "Everything okay in here?"

      Gethin jolted upright at the sound of my voice, nearly knocking the computer to the floor. Avery righted it deftly with one hand.

      "Yeah, everything's fine," he replied, adjusting his glasses.

      "Grand, because we're about to go digging into some ancient evil dragons."
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      My words caught Gethin's attention instantly. He straightened and resettled his glasses on his nose for a second time.

      "Evil dragons? What did I miss?"

      Avery took a step forward. "Apparently, the people ... uh, beings responsible for taking down your system were dragons. I admit it's a lot to wrap my head around, too."

      "Not something I've heard of before."

      "Don't worry, I've got an expert on the way to assist," I said, trying not to betray my excitement at seeing Taron again.

      Avery flashed me a knowing smile that she quickly hid behind a fake cough when Gethin turned to look at her. She was going to keep my secret for now at least. I glanced around the space. "Where's Jules? I thought she was helping you."

      "Oh, Jules had to go check on some things and then Gethin popped by to make sure I was getting settled in," Avery explained.

      I didn't like that my best friend had up and vanished on me when I could use her researching skills. Though I had a feeling the three of us plus Taron would be on the crowded side. "I caught the tail end of the queen's address," Gethin noted, pointing to Avery's closed laptop. "It was awfully nice of her to acknowledge your efforts."

      "As everyone keeps reminding me, the people don't really know the true heir. So, they're trying to find ways to get me in front of the populace. I have to admit I'm not a fan, but I doubt there's anything I can do about it."

      "They aren't wrong," he said. "I mean, sure, everyone's seen you fight and knows you can hold your own in a battle, but that's just one side of you. They need to know the woman behind the spells."

      "I get it, trust me. And saving the kingdom from the brink of an unnecessary war likely goes a long way toward showing them that I have their best interests in mind. But making sure these ancient prats can't take another whack at us is better."

      "How do you know they're ancient?" Avery interrupted.

      "Because from my limited experience with dragons, they can live a really long fucking time. I don't know … but when we were fighting that bloke in Boston, I just got this sense he was old." I eyed Gethin. "Like Emerys' age."

      "Not to sound like a total newbie here, but how do you know someone is a dragon?"

      I didn't have an answer for that. Sure, I'd seen Taron, Talia, and a few others transform from human state to dragon form. But just seeing them walk by, I would have no way of knowing that they were hiding such immense power under the surface. Adding it to the list of questions I already had tallying up in my head for Taron's arrival.

      Speaking of, it wouldn't do to have him wandering aimlessly about the castle. Nor was Avery's quarters an appropriate place to have our briefing session.

      "I need to go make sure our guest gets to the right place. Gethin, meet us in the library when Avery's all set up."

      "I'm good for now. I think I'm going to catch a nap if that's okay."

      "After everything you've done for us the last week, you've earned it."

      She gave me a grateful, if exhausted smile and plucked her glasses off, setting them on the bedside table before throwing herself atop the bed. I stepped back into the corridor and Gethin left the room, pulling the door shut behind him. I had my phone in hand, ready to send Taron an update on where to meet us when Gethin snatched the device from my fingers.

      "Oi, what are you playing at?"

      He studied the screen for a moment before he burst out laughing. "That's really what you're calling him?"

      "You're just jealous I've got a dragon's number," I teased as I made a grab for the phone.

      "You just had to go and flirt with a royal one," he quipped and tossed the device back to me.

      "I'll have you know he flirted first," I snapped before sending off a message to Taron to meet in the library.

      Belatedly, I realized two very important things: he had no bloody idea where the library was located and probably expected me to meet him to escort him officially. I let out a groan, not bothering to send a follow up message.

      "Come on. We better go play chaperone," I said and started down to the main floor.

      "You really think he is going to be able to tell us anything about who really took us out of commission?"

      "He knew what the symbol meant when Avery cracked the system. And he looked properly freaked out about it, too."

      "I guess I'm just struggling to see how dragons could be evil."

      "Trust me, mate. I said the same thing, but I suppose any group has its good and bad. And we've just been lucky so far that we've only seen the good ones."

      "Guess that's true." He went quiet as we rounded the last corner leading to the entry hall.

      "What's going on in that head of yours?" I nudged his shoulder affectionately for good measure.

      "It's going to sound foolish, but I felt a little left out when you all went off through the barrier without me."

      "You really wanted to go?"

      "Getting to see where you grew up, I don't know … it helped me understand you in a way I hadn't expected."

      "Well, not sure you'd have gotten much out of our trip to Boston. Though it was rather enlightening from a familial perspective."

      He gave me a quizzical look. "I'm going to need more than that."

      "So, the woman who showed up in the cave that sent me off to Boston. Apparently, she was a distant relative, a descendant of Emerys' cousin. She was a hero, and it was kind of like she was guiding us on our journey. I don't know … it felt kind of nice to know there are places where I feel connected to my history even in the world I left behind."

      "You having a relative who was a bona fide hero doesn't surprise me in the least. You're a Pendragon, Morgan. You've always had power in your blood. It had to come from somewhere. I suppose I never really considered that Emerys had left behind other relatives."

      "I don't think she quite expected it either. It kind of messed her up for a bit."

      "As much as I'd have loved to have gone with you, I'm kind of glad I didn't see that ..." He cleared his throat and adjusted his glasses yet again. "Sometimes you don't want to see your mentor struggle, you know?"

      "Yeah, I get it."

      We reached the entrance, and I picked up on the sound of voices just beyond the doorway. I marched forward and pushed the righthand door outward to find Taron arguing with one of the guards.

      "You know who I am. I was here not a few hours ago with the Crown Princess."

      "We are not prepared to receive you," the guard replied.

      "I'll take him," I called, drawing their collective attention. "He's here at my invitation anyway."

      "No one told us, Your Highness."

      I bristled at the formality. "I wasn't aware I needed permission to invite a friend over."

      The guard's jaw worked as he tried to formulate a response. I was fairly certain he was trying not to offend me, especially in front of a visiting royal.

      "Why don't we go in? We have business to discuss," Taron said.

      "Yes, let's go," I replied and motioned for him to enter.

      The guard stepped aside and settled back into his post, jaw still working. I shut the door behind us, and Taron gave me a smile. "Your last message directed me to the library."

      "Yeah, but I realized you probably had no idea where it was. Besides, if I'd left you to your own devices, you'd still be standing out there arguing."

      "You have a point." He gestured for me to lead the way. "The library awaits."

      I swallowed the lump in my throat and glanced at Gethin who'd remained silent during the whole exchange. "Come on, then. Off we go."

      My friend let out an exasperated sigh as he looked from me to Taron and back again. "Don't let her fool you. She's got no clue where she's going either."

      "Then it is an adventure we can take together," Taron replied with a laugh and looped his arm through mine.

      My heart thudded erratically in my chest and the nape of my neck warmed at his touch. My mother's warning to tread carefully rang in my mind and the look of unease on Gethin's face signaled he worried about what this could mean, too. Taron appeared unconcerned by our closeness as we walked down the corridor.

      "You looked nice during your mother's broadcast," Taron noted as Gethin moved ahead of us and took a turn down the corridor to our left.

      "No, I didn't."

      "Well, I suppose it is subjective. You always look nice to me."

      "Do women really respond to lines like that? "

      He smirked at me. "You can't deny you're a little bit flattered."

      "Look, I think we can both agree there's something between us. You don't have to work so hard for it."

      "Noted."

      "Would you two hurry up?" Gethin called from around the corner.

      We made the turn to find a set of inlaid wooden doors I'd not come across before—then again, I hadn't been here long enough to do a full exploration of the grounds—with Gethin standing by the handles. They appeared to be made of bronze. When he placed a hand on them, it gave an almost audible sigh; much like the door at Emerys' cabin had done on our first foray there after Nim's death. Had my mentor picked up that bit of magic from the castle? Or had she cast it long ago when she was queen?

      "Don't tell me I'm missing some magical equivalent to a library card," I said as we crossed the threshold.

      "You'll have to speak with the librarian about that," Gethin answered and made a beeline for a row of shelves that resembled a card catalog. He looked over his shoulder at Taron. "What was the name we're meant to be searching for?"

      "The Syndicate of the First Inferno."

      "Bit pretentious don’t you think?" Gethin muttered.

      "I would imagine most nefarious organizations have that in common," Taron answered and took stock of our surroundings.

      The space felt both cozy and expansive. Shelves filled with meticulously kept volumes rose to the ceiling and rolling ladders sat at the end of each row ready to be used to retrieve items from the highest shelves. I scanned the rest of the space, expecting the aforementioned librarian to be seated at a desk somewhere, ready to silence us if we got too unruly. Though from what I could tell, we were alone.

      "There should be a couple of texts in the ancient histories section," Gethin finally announced.

      Wanting to make myself useful, I began scanning the shelves for anything that could give me a hint to where I might find the ancient histories section. While the rows were numbered, nothing obvious suggested what was contained within them. That was, until I ran a finger along what appeared to be a blank nameplate with my left hand. The bracelet around my wrist warmed and the metal shimmered, revealing etched text, letting me know I was in the literature section.

      "You need to keep going," Gethin called, pointing several rows down. "Check the sixth shelf up, about midway down."

      "Title would be helpful," I replied.

      "An Accounting of Albion's Uprisings," he answered. "Specifically, volumes three and four."

      That there were at least four volumes about the realm's uprisings unnerved me. It also made it painfully clear I was woefully uninformed about Camelot's history and that of its neighboring kingdoms. I made my way along the shelves, running my hand along each nameplate to reveal the subject matter until I found the Ancient Histories section.

      I followed Gethin's instructions, climbing up to the sixth shelf and found the books, An Accounting of Albion's Uprisings: Volume III and Volume IV. They were thick leatherbound ledgers, each at least a thousand pages. I let out a groan as I did my best to carry the books down the ladder without dropping them. When I pivoted, I found Taron waiting to receive them. I gladly passed them along and together we wound our way to a table in a back corner. It had a quaint little lamp that reminded me of the tables at the Practitioner's Council. It made me miss Jules, but there wasn't any reason for her to be here. Not until we really understood what we were facing.

      Gethin pulled one of the volumes towards him, and opened it to the index, scanning the small print at a rapid pace. Obviously, he listed speed reading among his talents alongside cooking. Good to know.

      "Okay, let's see. Here it is," he said and flipped toward the middle of the book. "The Syndicate of the First Inferno began as a separatist movement nearly one thousand years ago, not long after the Dragon Court was formally recognized. They sought to keep dragon culture pure and refused to acknowledge the authority of the crown." He skimmed farther down the page and continued reading. "It is said that in its infancy, the Syndicate orchestrated several assassination attempts on the throne and royal family. But when those efforts failed, they turned their attention to instigating unrest among the kingdom's inhabitants and the surrounding realms."

      "Sounds like a bunch of whiny fucks who were mad they weren't in charge," I muttered.

      "They were much more than that," Taron said, his tone serious. "They came from the prior nobility and were skilled strategists and military leaders. They drew followers from every sector of our court life. They believed that dragon kind should not intermingle with fae or human life in any way."

      "So, they wanted to be isolated from the rest of the world?"

      "Precisely. And they abhorred any intermixing of bloodlines especially between the different races."

      "Ugh, they're racists to boot."

      "Yes. They fought for the purity of dragons."

      "But why?"

      "Because fae and human magic can be dangerous when mixed with our own."

      He couldn't have mentioned that before?

      "There was another reference in Volume IV," Gethin interjected.

      Taron opened the book in front of him, flipping through to the start of the book. He passed it to me so I could read. I studied the small passage on the lefthand page.

      "Although many believed the Syndicate had been stamped out nearly four hundred years ago, it is believed they were responsible for much of the recent violence and conflict among kingdoms. It is theorized that their disappearance and assumed eradication was in fact a purposeful campaign of misinformation on their part to conceal their true agenda in the modern age."

      I looked at Taron. "They are still around."

      "Most certainly, and they have adapted to the modern age. And I may know someone who can tell us what exactly they are planning."
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"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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