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      Captain Colt Mitchell pressed his back against a low mud brick wall baked hard after years of relentless summer days in Afghanistan. As he crouched in the darkness, he could still feel a bit of warmth coming from the bricks, as if they didn’t want to release their heat, even at night.  The sun would be up soon, though, and the bricks would be fired in the scorching temperatures all over again.

      Leaning forward a bit, he made sure to blend into the shadows, his black tactical gear and camo face paint like a second skin to him now.  With one more look at the non-descript two-story house they’d been watching for the past forty-eight hours, he silently let out a breath.  They had credible intel that Nazer al-Raimi was using this house as a hideout tonight. This was the first whisper they’d heard on the whereabouts of the AQIM terrorist leader in three months, so they’d jumped on it.  And while Colt had wanted this man put away before, the attack on the Parliament buildings in Ottawa made the hunt for Nazer personal for him. The sooner he was in custody the better, even if they had to come to the outer reaches of Afghanistan to do it.

      Colt pulled back the Velcro strap covering the illuminated face on his military-issued watch.  0200 hours. Nazer’s guards had changed shifts at midnight and they’d switch again any minute. That’s when they’d make their move.

      “Check in.” Commander Jake Williams’ voice came over Colt’s comms and he quietly tapped his throat mic twice to signal he was in position.

      Jake was intense and thorough, both things that made him a good team leader. It had been interesting to see how his Navy SEAL training was similar to Colt’s JTF2 training. Apparently Canada and the U.S. had very similar practices for their elite teams. In their search for Nazer these past months, though, Jake’s ability to root out details and make educated guesses had gotten them closer to Nazer than they’d ever been before. If all went well, tonight was the night they’d have him in custody.  They had two minutes to get in, grab Nazer, and get out. The extraction site was in the foothills just outside of town and Colt was ready to get this done, especially if it ended with Nazer on a helo headed to whatever black ops site waited for him.

      Colt took another peek over the wall.  Even though it was two a.m., lights blazed from the front windows and five heat signatures still patrolled the house. Pulling back, he heard Jake’s voice in his comms. “Incoming.”

      Colt pulled his tactical face mask down and got his night vision monocular in position.  An SUV rumbled up the road and turned down the driveway toward the house. This was it.  He watched as four men exited the vehicle.  “I have a visual on our target.” His pulse picked up. The second man was definitely Nazer.

      Their leader’s arrival caused some excitement in the house. More lights went on, and agitated voices carried through the night air toward them.  “Hold your positions,” Jake said quietly.

      His voice sounded strained and Colt could relate. They all wanted this to work. Nazer had hurt so many people, caused so much damage and heartache. All for what? A position in the ISIS leadership?  Acting out some sort of vendetta on Westerners?

      Nazer’s latest attack in Ottawa had killed one of Colt’s closest friends from his time with Joint Task Force 2, the Special Ops team in Canada. David Reeves had been one of the bravest men he knew. They’d served together in some of the most dangerous countries in the world, but when David was ready to settle down, he took the offer to be on the security detail for the Prime Minister. Not two weeks later he’d been killed at the attack on the Parliament buildings and all the evidence pointed to Nazer being the mastermind behind it. Canada’s sense of security was shaken, his friend dead.  Colt’s hand clenched around his semi-automatic. He needed Nazer to pay and he wanted to be the one to capture him.

      The more he thought about what was at stake, the angrier he became and that wouldn’t help on this op. He used his tactical breathing―slow breath in, hold for four, then counting to four as he let the breath out. After a few times, Colt was focused.

      Ready.

      The Griffin Task Force had carefully plotted out this op, and he needed to be calm and in control. No emotion. That was one thing he’d learned being part of JTF2. Execution was easier when your prep, training, and self-control backed you up. Of course he still felt a healthy surge of adrenaline on any op, but that was easily channeled into getting the job done.

      A bead of sweat rolled down his back and he adjusted his position a little further away from the brick wall. Not even the warm breeze rolling in every now and then offered any relief from the suffocating heat.  Colt rolled his shoulders to shake it off.  For just a second he let himself imagine breathing in the chill air of an ice rink and lacing up his skates for a game. That was one thing he missed about his home country and was high on his to-do list when Nazer was taken care of and Colt was back home.

      He brought his attention back to the task at hand.  Two men were coming out of the front door, and Colt focused on the scene through his night vision monocular.  Squinting, he leaned forward. It looked like they were carrying several laptops.

      “You s-s-smell that?” Elliott’s stutter came over the comms, a bit more pronounced under stress.  Colt sniffed the air.  He did smell something. Smoke.

      “They’re cutting and running,” Jake said in Colt’s ear.  Colt turned to look at his team leader, waiting for that go signal. Jake’s hand cut through the air. “We’re moving in. Go.”

      Colt pushed forward, staying to the left side of the perimeter.  His job was to secure the back entry with Nate Hughes, his partner on this op.  They were about six feet apart, both moving through the shadows, making sure they didn’t call attention to themselves. Smoke was starting to billow out of the house now and it covered their position even more.  Their window of time to grab Nazer had always been short, but with the house on fire, they had about as long as it would take to grab his favorite donut at the Tim Horton’s drive-thru. Which wasn’t long.

      Just before they reached the rear entry, a window on the second floor shattered, and a chair landed with a thud on the ground near Colt. He raised his rifle to the ready, and looked up to see a woman leaning out, screaming, “Help me! Help me!” before being yanked back inside.

      “I’ve got a woman screaming for help on the back side,” Colt said into his comms.  No one had guessed from the heat signatures that they had a woman in the house. Where had she come from?

      “Could be a trap. Stay on target,” Jake’s voice was firm.  “We’ve got to get in and get out.  Move inside on my count.”

      Colt bit the inside of his cheek.  He knew Jake’s order was best for the mission, but that woman’s scream was desperate and this house was going up in flames.  Maybe once they had Nazer wrapped up, he could go after her.

      “Three, two, one. Move!”

      Colt and Nate moved in through the back door, and gunfire met them immediately. Colt kept low, which also made it easier to breathe with all the smoke coming from the front of the house.  From a quick glance, it looked like they’d made a bonfire with furniture in the living room.  Jake and Elliott were pinned down and under fire so Colt and Nate quickly shifted from room to room, looking to spot Nazer.

      “Not on the main,” Colt said into his comms. “Heading upstairs.”

      With Nate covering him, Colt led the way up the stairs.  The crackle of the hungry fire was moving toward them, as if they were what it wanted to devour next.

      They needed to hurry.

      The hallways were clear, but there were four closed doors.  Colt started with the first, staying high while Nate stayed low. They opened the first door. Empty.  Before they could go any further, a scream pierced the air. It came from the room at the end of the hall.  With a nod to Nate, he headed that way.  The door was locked, so Colt raised his leg and focused all his adrenaline to kick it open.  The woman was being held, a gun to her head, and Nazer behind her.

      “One step closer and the woman will die.” The smoke was obscuring Nazer’s face and the floor underneath them was starting to groan. Time was nearly out.

      “Don’t let me die,” the woman sobbed in broken Pashto. “Please.”  Her eyes darted between Colt and Nate as she pleaded between coughs.

      “Let her go,” Colt ordered. “You’re coming with me.”  He tried to catch Nate’s eye. Did he have a shot? Could they risk taking Nazer down with a hostage in front of him?

      “Not interested in a deal?” Nazer crouched a little lower and looked out the window.

      “No deal.” Colt inched forward.

      “I’ll trade her for you.” Nazer smiled, an evil little smirk that made Colt want to punch it off his face. “I’d prefer Commander Williams, since we have unfinished business, but you’ll do.”

      I’ll bet. Jake had been a thorn in Nazer’s side for too long and it was practically a vendetta for Nazer now, but there was no way he would get near him. Not if Colt had anything to say about it. “Just give us the woman and come quietly. I promise not to kill you.” Colt kept his gun trained on Nazer. If the woman would just move a smidgen to the left he’d have a shot.

      “Don’t bargain with him, Colt. Get out of there. Retreat. Now.” Jake’s voice over comms was commanding, nearly angry, but Colt didn’t take his eyes off Nazer. Not now. Not when they were this close.

      “Do you really think I’d be so foolish not to be prepared for your pitiful attempt to capture me?” Nazer moved slightly, making sure his victim was shielding him. He pressed his gun to her temple, his eyebrow raised as if he expected Colt to answer.  The air in the room was being sucked out by the fire and the smoke swirled around their feet.  When the floor underneath them started to hiss like a warning, Colt took a step forward. They didn’t have time for bargaining. This fire was coming for them.

      “We’re on our way,” Colt heard Jake say, but it was too late. If the fire didn’t get them all, Nazer had the advantage in this standoff.  If only the woman weren’t between them.

      The floor groaned again and Nazer straightened. As if realizing they were out of time, he raised his gun. In that split second, Colt saw an opportunity to at least wing the guy, and he pulled the trigger.

      A scream rent the air as the woman twisted out of Nazer’s grasp and fell on the floor. She scrambled to the window and Colt felt a moment of relief that he hadn’t hit her. He rolled toward the door, finding a bit of cover behind a table, but not enough. A shaft of pain went through his arm. More gunshots popped through the air and he heard Nate’s cry of pain echoing through his ears.  “Nate!”

      His partner was on the floor holding his leg.  Blood was everywhere. “I’m okay, Captain. Let’s get out of here.”

      The woman was crawling around the perimeter of the room, trying to get away from the window and Colt could see why. There was a man silhouetted in the window frame motioning for Nazer. They must have a ladder to the ground floor.  “Nate, can you get her out of here?” he yelled to his partner.

      Nate shook his head and yelled back, “No way! I’m not leaving you.”

      Gunfire erupted again, both Nazer and the man at the window shooting at them like fish in a barrel. Colt returned fire. “That’s an order. Now! This whole floor is about to collapse. Get her out!”  With his position, there was no way he could make it to the door on the opposite side of the room.

      “I’ll cover you,” Nate said as the woman reached him. He pulled her to his side. “Come on!”

      “I’ll be right behind you.” But Colt knew he wouldn’t. He was going to die in this room, but not before he took Nazer with him.

      The moment Nate and the woman were through the door, Colt rubbed his bloody arm on his cargo pants to make sure he had a grip, then popped up from his cover position and opened fire. His arm was going numb and his shots were off, but it gave him some satisfaction when Nazer had to duck. He was starting to lose consciousness, his lungs burning from the heavy smoke, but he had enough juice to make one more shot.

      This was it.

      At the last second, Nazer did a bob and weave and Colt ended up shooting the guy at the window.  With a grunt of satisfaction that he’d at least gotten one of them, he let his gun fall to the floor, his body following. The edges of his vision were going dark and he embraced it now. At least he’d provided enough distraction that Nate and the woman could get away. His death wouldn’t be for nothing.

      He looked up, a little jolt going through him as he realized Nazer was standing above him. Colt lifted his chin.  “Go ahead. Finish it.”

      “Oh, I have plans for you.” Nazer hunched over him on the floor, his face inches from Colt’s.  “And I think I’m going to enjoy this.”
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      Brenna stoked the fire in the small wood stove, throwing the ends of her hijab back over her shoulder, out of the way. Electricity was spotty in this area of Afghanistan, so Aedala, the house cook, kept the cook fire burning in case they had to use it. Brenna hated adding the heat to an already boiling house. There was no air conditioning, no breeze of any kind from the open kitchen windows, just hot suppressive heat. And as if that weren’t enough, Saabir Mattar demanded that all the women in his household wear a burka and hijab, which made the air that much more stifling. Thankfully he didn’t require a face covering, but even with that concession, his philosophy toward women was definitely more of a “seen and not heard” sort of thing.

      She closed the tiny door on the stove and set the fire poker in the corner. Aedala liked her kitchen orderly and Brenna had learned quickly to do exactly as she was asked. There was a wooden spoon in the corner and Aedala had used it often when Brenna was new to give her a thwack with it if she forgot something.  Her knuckles still smarted with the memory of it sometimes.

      But Brenna was lucky to be here at all. Inserted into Nazer al-Raimi’s first lieutenant’s household as an undercover house slave was a small victory. Her nerves had been on edge the entire time Saabir had negotiated to buy her.  New to deep cover work, she couldn’t control the questions rushing through her mind as she stood there quietly so they could discuss how much she was worth. What if Saabir didn’t believe she was from a small country village in the mountains of Afghanistan? She had looks that would pass as an Afghan woman, but there was still a chance that he might not accept the cover story. What if she couldn’t handle what she’d be asked to do as a slave? Was he asking so many questions about her background because he was suspicious?

      Even with her training and experience in Canadian intelligence behind her, she’d broken the first rule by letting herself lose focus and not paying attention to the details. Saabir had given her a powerful reminder of what could happen when she let her guard down for even a moment, though.  He’d stood in front of her and she’d met his eyes, trying to calm her fluttering nerves. He’d slapped her face. Hard.

      “Eyes on the floor,” he’d yelled in Pashto.

      Her cheeks still burned when she thought of how she’d failed the first test of undercover work that day. It was the last time she’d let anything like that happen. With that last forceful bit of instruction, he’d agreed to take her as his new slave, nearly throwing her purchase price at their guy. She’d done her job from that moment forward, always the subservient kitchen worker with her eyes on the floor.  The rules actually made it easier to fulfill her mission objectives. Saabir regularly met with his soldiers while dining and discussed AQIM training camp locations and plans for recruitment. He didn’t seem to care that a servant girl was almost always in attendance serving them food. She’d gotten all the information she’d overheard to her handler and it had made a ripple in taking down Nazer’s part in the war on terror.  Brenna was proud of that.

      But it wasn’t enough.

      After AQIM’s attack on the Parliament buildings in Ottawa she’d felt a drive to get more information, find more evidence, make sure she was ready to act on even the tiniest clue of what Nazer and Saabir were planning next. There would be another meeting tonight and she was hopeful they might discuss more specifics. The sooner they knew their plans, the sooner they could stop it.

      “I’m retiring now,” Aedala said to her in Pashto. It was the one language that had taken Brenna months to learn, but had been crucial to making her cover believable. “Make sure the master’s food is set out the moment you hear him come in.”

      Brenna bowed slightly. “I will.”

      Aedala slowly shuffled out of the kitchen toward the servants’ quarters and Brenna let out a long breath. Aedala watched her like a hawk when they were together and it was daunting sometimes. Maybe with a little bit of time to herself, she could sneak into Saabir’s office and poke around a little.

      But before that thought could really take shape she heard the creak of the heavy metal gates at the front of the house. Someone was coming, most likely Saabir.  She grabbed the bowl of korma stew, Saabir’s favorite, with a plate of naan and chalau rice, before she headed toward the dining room. If his dinner wasn’t waiting for him when he got to the table, she would be the one to feel his wrath. He’d thrown the bowl in her face before and had no problem slapping her as a reminder of the rules. She wasn’t eager to have either happen again.

      She glanced down the hall before she entered the dining room and was surprised to see Nazer al-Raimi himself standing in the doorway.  His swarthy appearance and normal frown had been replaced by a look of victory. Saabir had an arm around an unconscious man who didn’t look good at all, blood dripping from a cut on his head. Whoever that guy was, Nazer looked happy to have him in custody. She ducked into the dining room before Saabir or Nazer saw her. It wouldn’t be helpful if they caught her staring.  She’d find out who the prisoner was soon enough.

      She took the food into the dining room and laid it all out exactly as Saabir liked it. Main dish at the top of his plate, bread at the left side, rice at the right.  Turning, she swiftly grabbed the napkins and silverware out of the cabinet in the corner of the room and placed those items around the plate. It was perfect.  The aroma of the spices from the food wafted to her and she allowed herself a moment of pride.  The stew was some of her best work since learning to make it.  She’d get her own bowl once Saabir had his fill, but she knew it would taste good. It smelled good. He’d appreciate that.

      After taking one last look to make sure everything was as it should be, she pivoted to go back to the kitchen and jumped when she saw Nazer standing in the doorway.

      “Your services are needed,” he growled at her.  She stared at him, a shiver of fear passing through her at the coldness in his black eyes, before she dropped her gaze to the floor. While Saabir would slap her for looking him in the face, Nazer would do worse and enjoy it. He loved inflicting pain.

      “Hao, saaqhib,” she said, automatically. Her heart pounded as she waited with her head down. What was he doing? Staring at the top of her head? Just keep your eyes down, she told herself. He was probably testing her or something.

      Nazer didn’t move or speak and neither did she. Was this to be a strange game of chicken then? Who would blink first? She pulled her hands inside her burka, all her senses attuned to the man in front of her.

      “Bring a tray and a jug of water out back,” he finally commanded. When she was sure his back was turned, she glanced up in time to see him leave. The man had an air of evilness around him that she couldn’t explain, she just felt it in his presence. His instructions echoed through her brain and she suppressed an inward groan. “Out back” was the polite way of saying the torture room they had set up for questioning whatever prisoners they captured. Most of them didn’t walk out of it. She wished with all her soul she could save the men who were taken “out back,” but she couldn’t risk her job. Gathering information on Nazer’s operation was imperative, especially since he was gaining the notice of ISIS and becoming so powerful in AQIM. He was a man walking a fine line between two terrorist organizations and that gave him a unique power. If they didn’t stop him now, he could grow to be another bin Laden.

      No one that she knew wanted that.

      She started toward the kitchen a feeling of dread unfurling in her gut. Squashing it, she filled the jug with water and got a tray of naan ready.  Even though she would only be delivering the food, she would see part of the suffering they were inflicting on their prisoner. She’d watched it too many times already and her nightmares were filled with the images.  Locking those feelings away during her waking hours made it possible for her to stay, but in her dreams, she always broke the prisoner out and got him to freedom.

      When the tray and jug were ready, she opened the back door that led to the courtyard.  The outbuilding they’d taken the prisoner to was located in the far corner, little more than a mud shack.  The light was on and she could see shadows moving behind the nearly sheer curtains. The first time she’d seen the inside of the shack, the curtains had stood out to her. Why have any window coverings at all, never mind pretty ones, in a room that was made for torture and the ugliness a man could inflict on fellow human beings? It didn’t make sense, but then again, not a lot made sense in the shadow war on terror they were fighting.

      As she neared the shack, she heard a crash and stopped momentarily. The questioning was already underway. Her stomach twisted. She didn’t want to go in. The helpless feeling completely enveloped her. Her lungs locked and she couldn’t get oxygen.

      Breathe, she told herself sternly. Remember why you’re here. She steeled herself for what she was about to see inside that room.  With the tray on her hip, she nearly raised her hand to knock before remembering to just do a finger tap. Seen and not heard. That was the mantra for women here.

      “Dakhelawal.” Nazer sounded annoyed, so she quickly did as he asked and entered the room.

      She averted her eyes, but not before she saw a large man thrashing on the bed. He was tall, at least six foot three, and was dressed in black cargo pants and a black t-shirt. He also smelled like a fire pit. She set the tray down on a small table in the corner, trying to glean a few more details, but Saabir was blocking her view. From the sounds of things, though, she could definitely say that the prisoner didn’t like being tied down and was doing his best to make sure they knew it.

      “Give it to him,” Nazer ordered Saabir, who moved to stand near the head of the bed. Saabir dwarfed Nazer in size, but there was no doubt as to who was in charge.

      She watched as Saabir took out a needle and jabbed it into the prisoner’s arm. His one eye that wasn’t black and swollen glared daggers at Nazer and Saabir, and his fists clenched around the ropes that held him down.  The gag prevented the prisoner from fully voicing his displeasure, but while the words were nearly unrecognizable, their meaning was clear.  And if she wasn’t mistaken, those were English curses he was spewing at them.  Was he American? Canadian? Where had he been caught?

      She had no answers to her questions, and neither would Nazer until whatever they’d given him wore off. Within moments, the thrashing stopped and he was still.  Brenna quickly turned her attention back to the food, not wanting to have her interest in the prisoner noted by either Nazer or Saabir.

      “We’ll question him further in the morning,” Nazer said in Pashto. “We need more light for the pictures.” He went over to the tray, barely acknowledging her as he took a bite of the naan and poured himself a glass of water.  “We’ll see what we can get out of him before we dangle him as bait for Commander Williams.”

      Brenna kept her eyes on the floor but made note of the name, storing it away for her next check-in. Whoever Commander Williams was, Nazer was taking a big risk. With an attack on the horizon, he didn’t have time to play games like this, but he was doing it anyway. That said something about his importance. Maybe they could track Commander Williams down and use him against Nazer somehow. Her spirits lifted. This could possibly lead to the break she’d been waiting for.

      “Is my meal in the dining room?” Saabir asked, chewing on his portion of the naan and finally noticing her.

      She nodded once.

      “All of the courses are ready?”

      She nodded again, knowing Saabir didn’t expect a response beyond that. It wasn’t like she could say no to him.

      “Clean up in here, then come serve the meal in the house.” He brushed by her as if she weren’t there and left the room with Nazer behind him.  Now it was just Brenna and the unconscious prisoner. She went to the window and parted the pretty curtains. Nazer and Saabir were halfway back to the house.  Letting the curtains fall again, she glanced at the prisoner. She couldn’t get too attached, didn’t want to know anything about him that would add to the nightmares she already suffered, but there was something about him.

      She went to the side of the metal cot and looked down at his face.  Her heart rate sped up and she blinked, not believing what her eyes were seeing. The nose that was just a little crooked, the proud chin, the short dark hair.  A roar of blood rushed through her ears and she grabbed the side table for support.  She knew this man.  Once upon a time, she’d known his face almost as well as her own.

      How can Colt Mitchell be here? When she left to join counter-intelligence and he joined Joint Task Force 2, she’d thought she’d never see him again.  Why was he here? She immediately reached for the bonds strapping him to the bed before she pushed her instinct down. She couldn’t untie him. She couldn’t help him at all.

      Clenching her fists, she tried to quell the panic rising within her. Colt would recognize her and her cover would be blown. Not to mention that Nazer would kill them both.  She had to get him out. But helping him in any way would blow her cover as well. She was stuck.

      What could she do?

      Taking a breath and letting it out, she brushed his hair back.  His cheek was swelling, the eye above it already swollen shut, and he was covered in soot. He’d obviously been in a fire and a fight.  Turning him slightly she could see an angry burn on his neck. At least that was one thing she could help him with. Quickly grabbing the discarded cloth napkin from the side table, she dipped it in the water jug. She glanced back at the unconscious man, still trying to wrap her brain around the fact that Colt was here.  She wrung out the napkin and came back to his side, gently pressing the wet fabric against the burn. It wouldn’t do much, but at least it was something.

      Standing there, offering such a small comfort, she felt tears clog her throat.  Once he was awake her hands would be tied, and she wouldn’t be able to even offer him water. Could she really watch him suffer?

      Biting her lip, she dipped the napkin in the cool water once more. So many memories of their time together, the flirting, the fun, the way he’d looked at her when they’d said goodbye. How could they have come to this?

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered as she drew back and picked up the tray. Closing her eyes for a moment, she gathered herself, then left the room and shut the door.
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Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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