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      “Mom, how did I not know you still had all this stuff? How fun is this?” Merry asked.

      Linda smiled weakly at her daughter’s enthusiasm as she opened a box full of old clothes. After thirty years in this house, there was a lot of stuff to go through before deciding what to take to her new condo.

      “It’s embarrassing to remember the styles back then.” Linda lifted a photo taken her senior year. “Looking back now, when I was a teen, everything seems so big. I’m grateful my mother had the sense to rein me in a little.”

      “Well, I can’t believe you kept these clothes.” Merry held up a dress with oversized padded shoulders. “The Chamber of Commerce is talking about having an ‘80s costume dance. Some of these would be perfect.”

      Linda groaned. “I’m glad I can’t fit into any of my clothes from back then. I can pass on that dance.”

      “People are always talking about how much I look like a younger you. I can really see it. When did your hair start to gray?”

      Linda’s hand instinctively went to one of her long white strands. She took hold of one of her daughter’s dark brown ones. “I’d begun to have a Mallen streak in the front by the time I had you. I don’t mind because it turned white early, but I’m not a fan of the texture of gray hair. I’m glad yours isn’t turning early.”

      “I keep telling you there’s a product to help with that.” Merry held the dress against her slender figure, looking thoughtful. “Using that picture you just tossed aside, I could have Ellie do my hair like yours was.”

      Linda picked up the photo again, her gaze going between it and her daughter. “That might be fun. Would you bring the children? Though Grace’s hair is curly enough, it might be hard to put her bangs into a wall.”

      “Like this one?” Merry pointed to a photo of Linda where she’d ratted her bangs to stand straight into the air with only a slight curve at the end. When she pulled a face, Merry laughed. “I won’t do the ‘80s hair. Can you imagine Alex in a mullet? But I think Grace would love the bright fluorescent colors that were popular then.”

      “Well, you’re welcome to anything here. Like I said, I’ll never wear any of it again.” Linda picked up a box with some of her late husband’s cast-offs. After nearly three years, she could finally bring herself to give them to Goodwill. Keith would have been happy to know others would get some use out of them.

      “Oh, wow, Mom. This is beautiful. Who’s the guy you’re with?”

      Merry held up the all-too-familiar photograph. Memories crashed into Linda, making the attic take on the remembered chill of December, even carrying a threat of snow. The room swayed, and she had to set down the box rather than risk dropping it.

      Linda took the picture with a trembling hand. Staring at the excitement in her younger self’s face, she could almost hear their voices. Walter, after a separation of four months for college, had finally returned to Huckleberry Falls for the express purpose of taking her to the Christmas Ball.
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      “But I can’t leave the ball to go to the park dressed like this,” Linda told Walter as she spread her hands along the flow of the white chiffon dress she’d worked on for weeks just for the event. She looked up and met his delicious dark eyes, her brows arched.

      “You’re so beautiful.”

      Walter pulled her into the shadowed corner of the community center’s crowded ballroom. He wrapped her in his arms and nuzzled her neck, making goose bumps erupt along her arms and a shiver of delight run down her back. Oh, how she’d missed him this semester. Six more months and she would graduate from high school. Then she’d go to the University of Wyoming too, and they’d be together all the time.

      “You have to come. I’ve got something special planned.” Walter glanced across the room to where his rich father was wheeling and dealing with his business cronies. “Besides, I don’t want to waltz with you around the rent.”

      Linda hated when he called his dad that; it was so disrespectful, like his father wasn’t good for anything but paying the rent. But the man had never approved of his only son dating the daughter of a lowly rancher. It was so Neanderthal. But it still made Linda uncomfortable whenever Walter spoke of the man so discourteously.

      “Please come, mon cœur.”

      My heart. Hers melted at the endearment. How she’d missed hearing it. He’d started calling her that after he’d taken a trip to France last summer with his dad before Walter had headed for college. Now he was home again, but tonight was the last of his three days here. His father was dragging Walter to Colorado to ski over Christmas, despite having a home near one of the best ski resorts in the country. The only reason she was getting to see him at all was because he’d insisted on taking her to the ball.

      “All right. I’ll come, but you have to promise I won’t get frostbite.”

      “I promise to keep you plenty warm.” Walter nuzzled her neck before pulling her along to the coat check. “Rod’s bringing Shelley in his car.”

      Linda smiled to herself. Of course they were coming. Walter and his best friend Rod went almost everywhere together.

      “Your father was just looking for you,” the lady at the counter said as he handed her their tickets.

      “What did he want?” Walter growled. “Never mind. Don’t tell me. I don’t want to get you in trouble. If he asks, I’ll be back in an hour.” He took their coats from the woman and hurried Linda away, his friends following.

      Walter was silent as he opened the door of his Porsche and helped her get her flowing skirt inside. He still said nothing as he drove away from the community center.

      They’d been friends their whole lives and sweethearts for two years. Linda knew something was bothering him. He sometimes needed to stew on things for a while before he would talk about them with her. But he was leaving tomorrow, and she probably wouldn’t see him again until her graduation in June. His father had forbidden Walter to call her during the school year, saying she was a distraction.

      He stopped in front of a small park near the edge of town. The full moon peeked through a break in the clouds and lit the white field with a flickering glow. If she hadn’t known it was impossible, she’d have thought he’d arranged the festive scene with its background of snow-covered pines.

      “We have to hurry,” Walter said. “Rod’s going to take a picture of us dancing.”

      Linda let him urge her from the car and didn’t argue when he slid the nice warm coat from her shoulders and tossed it on the Porsche next to his overcoat. She could tell this was important to him.

      Walter took her hand, and they made their way to the middle of the field. Fortunately, children had played in the snow earlier, packing it down, so it wasn’t too deep. The layer of new snow, while just a dusting, gave it the illusion of being undisturbed and pristine except for their footprints.

      But Linda’s feet were freezing already. It’d have to be a brief dance. She shivered, and Walter wrapped her in arms. He squeezed her to him for a second before sliding his arms into the position taught in their high school social dance class.

      “You ready?” he called to Rod.

      “Go!” Rod’s girlfriend Shelley turned on a boom box, and the sound of Johnny Mathis’s Christmas Waltz blasted the air.

      Walter and Linda had danced together so often over the years that as soon as he moved into the Viennese Waltz, her numbing feet automatically followed. As he twirled her around, he met her gaze with an intensity that took her breath away. It was like he was trying to imprint this moment into her memory by the sheer power of his eyes.

      For a few seconds, she forgot the cold, warmed by the love she saw there. It made her feel cherished, the most important thing to him. Then her stiffening foot caught on the hem of her skirt, and she stumbled. Walter didn’t hesitate but swept her into his arms and held her close.

      “You got some good ones?” he called to Rod, carrying her toward his car.

      “You bet.”

      “Can we go somewhere warm now?” Shelley asked with a shiver in her voice.

      “I promised a fire and hot chocolate after,” Rod replied with a chuckle, opening the door to his car. “Night, you two.”

      “Thanks again.” Walter set Linda by the passenger door and helped her put her coat on. “Don’t worry. The heater should warm us up fast.”

      “It better,” Linda said as she hurried into the Porsche.

      She could barely feel her feet, and her teeth chattered. But it’d been lovely for him to set up a picture opportunity. She couldn’t wait to see Rod’s shots. Also a college freshman, he was studying photography and had plans to open his own shop someday.

      It wasn’t until Linda had warmed enough to feel her toes again that she realized they were still at the park.

      “What’s the matter?” she asked, bringing their clasped hands to her lips.

      Walter shot her a sidelong glance and smiled at her. Was she imagining a touch of grimness to it? Her spirits, which had been soaring since he’d first arrived at her front door two days ago, came crashing down. This must be what had preoccupied him on their ride here.

      “Please tell me. We’re in this together, remember? We’ve promised to always be there for each other.”

      “I love you so much, Linda.”

      Walter undid his seat belt and scooted back his seat. She undid hers, and he pulled her onto his lap. It made for a tight squeeze, her feet dangling over the gear shift.

      A part of her wanted to laugh at how ridiculous they must look, but the intensity with which he held her kept Linda silent. Her heart swelled. How she loved this boy, the way they could talk about anything, laughed at the same things, the way he made her feel she was the most important thing in his life. Linda held his head to her chest, his ear over her heart.

      “Mon cœur,” he murmured. “I love to hear it beating. You gave it to me, so it’s mine.”

      “It is.” Linda brushed aside a strand of his thick, wavy hair. “Just as your heart belongs to me. What’s bothering you?”

      Walter heaved out a breath, the tenseness in him lessening. But it wasn’t like he did it with relief, so much as a sign he’d given up. Given up on what? Them? For the first time, fear colored her feelings.

      “Please, tell me,” she whispered.

      “I won’t be going back to college,” Walter finally said. “Not in Wyoming anyway.”

      A shiver went down her spine again, this time not from the cold.

      “Where will you go?”

      “Dad’s finally agreed to let me study acting.”

      “But that’s great, isn’t it?”

      “He said he’ll only pay for it if I attend Cal Arts.”

      “Cal Arts?”

      “California Institute of the Arts. It’s a private arts college.” Walter squeezed her closer, a sense of desperation to the move.

      Linda’s chest tightened, and she found it hard to breathe. She told herself this was a good thing. More than anything in the world, Walter dreamed of being an actor, but his father had insisted he study business.

      Throughout junior high and high school, Walter had performed in the summer plays and the fall Shakespearean Festival. He’d always landed the best roles because he was so good. The directors said he was a natural. And he was.

      “But that’s good, isn’t it?” she finally asked. “It means he’ll pay for you to study acting. And I’ll bet this Cal Arts is a great school.”

      “One of the best in the country. But that’s not the only thing, Linda, and it gets worse. He’s sold our house here. He’s moving permanently to his house in LA.”

      A sense of dread threatened to steal the last of her joy in the evening. Linda shivered. What did this mean for their plans?

      “I’ll go to school in California, and—” She broke off when he shook his head.

      “You know how my father is.”

      The man hadn’t let Walter take a car with him to his first semester of college, forcing him to rely on friends and public transportation to get around. He hadn’t even been allowed to have a phone in the dorm and been forced to sneak around to call her occasionally. His father had insisted his son put all his energy into his studies.

      “He wanted you to follow in his footsteps.” She didn’t know why she was explaining away the behavior of a man who hated her. It hurt Linda’s heart to think Mr. Kinkade thought so poorly of her, that she was bad for Walter.

      “Business.” Walter practically spat out the word. “Like I’d ever study that by choice.”

      “But now he’ll let you study acting.”

      “In California! He’s offering it like a carrot just to keep us apart. I won’t go.”

      “What?” Linda leaned against the uncomfortable steering wheel to look at his face.

      He met her gaze again. “I’ll get a job and put myself through school here in Wyoming. Then we can be together.”

      Linda’s heart had turned to ice, and she felt colder than she had while dancing in the snow earlier. If this Cal Arts was one of the best in the country, Walter couldn’t afford to pay for it himself. He must not give up an opportunity to study acting at such a good college.

      She’d seen what happened when someone did that. Her grandfather had made himself a similar promise, that he’d work his way through college, so he could marry her grandmother. Then life had happened. Eventually, it’d gotten too much, and he’d dropped out and spent the rest of his working life in a job he’d hated. He’d died a bitter old man. Linda couldn’t let that happen to Walter.

      “I won’t be the reason you can’t go for your dreams. You must go.”

      “But Linda⁠—”

      “No.” She put her fingers over his mouth. “This is too important to you.”

      Walter kissed her fingers and turned his face so he could speak. “So are you.”

      “Yes.” Linda cupped his cheeks and stared into his beloved eyes. “And your happiness is important to me.”

      He shook his head, looking unsure.

      Linda pressed her lips to his, savoring the warmth of his soft mouth and the fire it sent flaming through her. She rested her forehead against his.

      “I’ll wait for you, Walter Kinkade, but don’t you dare forget I love you.” She straightened and pressed her hands over his pounding heart. “Remember, this is mine. You keep it safe for me. Promise?”

      “I promise, mon cœur. I’ll love you forever.” Walter opened his mouth to say more, but bright lights stopped near the Porsche. He groaned. “It’s my dad.”

      Linda had scrambled back to her seat and was buckling her seat belt by the time Mr. Kinkade appeared at the door. He gave the closed window a sharp rap. With a sullen expression, Walter pushed the button, and the window slid down, bringing in a gust of icy wind and a flurry of snowflakes. She shivered.

      “I’m not even going to ask,” the older man said, bending over to glare at her. He turned his gaze back to Walter. “It’s time to go. Michael will take Miss Kost back to the community center.”

      “What? No. You said tomorrow.”

      “We’re leaving now.” Mr. Kinkade gave his son a hard look. “Or I’ll leave without you.”

      Linda put a hand on Walter’s coat sleeve. “Go with your father.” She leaned closer and whispered, “Don’t forget your promise.”

      “Never.”

      Walter gave her a fierce kiss and then threw himself from the car and stomped to his father’s BMW. Smirking, Mr. Kinkade glanced down at Linda and strode to the vehicle.
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      It’d been the last time Linda had seen Walter in person. How long it’d been since they’d waltzed in that snowy park, the chiffon of her gown swirling behind her. Glancing up from the photo, her mind still full of memories, she found her daughter staring at her, a furrow between her brows.

      “You’re crying.” Merry reached over to brush aside a tear from Linda’s cheek. “What happened?”

      “It’s ancient history.” Linda handed back the photo. “I met your father a couple of years later, and I never looked back.” She returned to the box she’d put down. “If we hurry, we can make a run to Goodwill to drop these off.”

      “All right.” Merry’s voice sounded agreeable, but Linda knew her daughter well enough to know she wouldn’t let the story behind the photograph go. Eventually, it’d come up again.

      With a sigh, Linda descended the pull-down stairs from the attic, feeling a little like she’d been ambushed. That photo should have been in the box she’d tossed the day she’d accepted that Walter wasn’t coming back.
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      “We’re landing, Mr. Kinkade. The pilot has requested that you buckle up.”

      Walt straightened his chair with only a low groan and did as the flight attendant requested. He stretched carefully; he’d be glad when the after-surgery recovery was over.

      Glancing out the window, he was taken in by the way the fall colors painted the landscape. He’d forgotten how glorious the Grand Tetons were. Photos never did them justice. A flood of nostalgia washed over him. How odd to be returning to his childhood home after thirty-five years away.

      Thirty-five years. He’d been away from Huckleberry Falls nearly twice as long as he’d lived there. Where had the time gone?

      A twinge of pain made him shift his position. It was his own fault. His doctor had been telling Walt he was getting too old to play action heroes anymore. After what last year’s role had done to his back, he’d finally agreed. The big question now was if his fans would accept Walt playing kinder and gentler characters.

      He heaved out a breath. The Taste of Time would answer that question. It’d release in just under six weeks on the Friday after Thanksgiving. But, unlike his usual films, this one would come in like a thief in the night. No fanfare at all. He’d asked for a delay in the release because of his surgery, so he could do guest promos. The studio had refused.

      Walt still couldn’t decide what that meant. They could be assuming it’d do well without him doing all the early morning and late-night shows or a red-carpet event, that it’d sell enough tickets with him in it. Not being a high-octane action thriller, it’d been comparatively inexpensive to make, so it should quickly recoup its cost. But only if people came to see it.

      Or did the powers-that-be at the studio think it’d fail, so it wasn’t worth the money to promote it? Walt had assured them he’d be happy to do any interviews they wanted, but they’d have to be done remotely or the interviewers would have to come to him. Once again, the studio had opted not to arrange any. His gut told him they didn’t expect the film to do well.

      Still, Walt had loved the role. After all the successful blockbusters he’d done over the years, it still surprised him how much more satisfaction this very different role had given him. Not only had it tested his skills as an actor, but he’d also related to his character. After making mistakes, the man had also come home to face his demons.

      Walt rubbed his face, weary in ways he couldn’t remember experiencing before. Once he checked into his hotel room, he might sleep for the next week.

      “Mr. Kinkade?” his assistant asked tentatively. Sandra had been with him for eight years and was as thorough as they came.

      “I want you to take the next week off,” he told her. “Go have some fun. Spend some money. There are lots of things to do in Huckleberry Falls and the surrounding areas, especially this time of year. You could head up to the ski resort and take the lift to see the fall colors. You could get in on an elk bugle this time of year.”

      Sandra watched him doubtfully.

      “No, really. It’s the mating season for elks. Local outfitters will have tours centered on it. It makes for a great hike. I did them every summer in high school.”

      “You’ve been here before, sir?”

      “I was raised here.”

      “But your bio …”

      “Yes, I know.” His father’s publicist had worked hard to downplay the years spent in Huckleberry Falls, making it sound like they’d spent more time in other places. “It was my dad’s idea to leave that bit out when I was first starting out in the business. I was born in LA, but only because my mother went into labor early during a business trip. My mother was from Huckleberry Falls too.”

      “Have you never been back? I mean before I came to work for you?”

      An uncomfortable feeling of shame made Walt’s face grow warm.

      “I’m sorry, sir.” Sandra quickly glanced down to her tablet, where she kept his calendar. “I didn’t mean to pry. But I was wondering if you want me to make any appointments for you while you’re here. You haven’t mentioned anything so far, like reservations for meals. Hiring additional security?”

      “I won’t need any of that. On this trip, I mean to be just a regular guy on a vacation. I need to rest, Sandra.”

      “Yes, you do, sir. Do you wish to stay in a hotel for your entire stay, or have you considered leasing a condo? I’ve done some research in case you were interested. There’s a new complex opening that still has some units available.”

      “Send me the details, and I’ll look at them. Hotel room service is handy.”

      “That’s true, sir, and I’m sure the hotel would be more than accommodating. Should you decide to lease a condo, you can hire someone to prepare your meals and order your food.”

      “True. I’ll keep it in mind. But I was serious about you taking some time off. Get out and enjoy yourself.”

      “But who will …” Sandra hesitated. “Who will take care of you?”

      “I’m a grown man. I’ll take care of me.”

      She maintained a neutral expression, but her eyes always gave her away. She didn’t think he could do it.

      “I’m sure you’re right, sir. I’ll have my phone with me if you need anything.”

      “It’s not much of a vacation if you’re on call.”

      “Yes, sir.” She went back to her seat and put on the seat belt.

      Her tone hadn’t agreed with the words she’d said. Had Walt turned into one of those bosses where his employees couldn’t speak their minds? Had he turned into his father? The thought made him sick.

      As the plane touched down, Walt thought about the belligerent young man he’d been when he’d flown away from this very airport all those years ago. His therapist had recently told Walt he had unfinished business here. Until he made peace with his past, he’d continue to be plagued by stress ulcers because the root cause was psychological. In other words, he was mental.

      He gave a dark chuckle. When Sandra glanced at him, Walt looked out the window, not wanting to explain. Maybe Dr. Landry was right. Walt had shut the door on Huckleberry Falls and all he’d lost here a long time ago. That didn’t mean the issues he’d faced weren’t still here, waiting. And his subconscious knew it and was eating him alive from the inside.

      Dr. Landry had suggested that, since Walt had to take time off anyway to recover from the back surgery, he could use it to return to this place to make amends. The therapist had insisted it would help Walt find peace with his past.

      Somehow, he doubted he could ever fix what he’d broken. Including himself.

      He glanced out the window again. They’d updated and expanded the airport. If Walt hadn’t known Huckleberry Falls was his destination, he wouldn’t have recognized it. Was that how the entire trip would go, with him not liking the changes?

      When he’d broken with his past, he’d done it completely, including all his old buddies—everyone who’d ever mattered to him in Huckleberry Falls. Walt had never even attended a high school reunion.

      The seat belt sign went out, and the burly nurse Sandra had hired for the trip came forward. The back surgery had been two weeks ago, and the doctor had said Walt was healing well and would be ready to start physical therapy soon. Sandra had insisted that she couldn’t guarantee the quality of service if they chose someone from Huckleberry Falls, but he’d assured her there’d be someone here he could work with.

      “I can walk.” Walt gently pushed aside the nurse’s extended hand.

      “Just be nearby in case he needs you,” Sandra said. “This way, Mr. Kinkade.”

      With his cane in hand, Walt took slow steps at first. Once he got moving, he did well. It was sudden movements that got him. The biggest problem was the stiffness after he’d sat in the same position for too long.

      He focused on where he put his feet, not checking to see if anyone at the airport might recognize him.

      “Well, Walt Kinkade.”

      He’d forgotten his sunglasses and had to put a hand up to block the bright sun.

      “Gretchen Huntington?” He chuckled and extended a hand to the pert woman in her mid-thirties. Walt usually only saw the actress at Hollywood events.

      “Are you in Huckleberry Falls for the film festival?” she asked.

      “No, though I’ve often thought it’d be fun to attend. Is that why you’re here?”

      “Didn’t you know? I live here. My husband and I own the ski resort. I’m known as Gretchen Blaise there.” She glanced at his entourage. “You going to be here a while?”

      “Probably to the end of the year.” Walt felt the bandage under his shirt, and her brows went up at the motion.

      “Ah. I remember now. You were going to have surgery. Well, Huckleberry Falls is a great place to recuperate. Where are you staying?” Gretchen raised a hand. “I don’t mean to pry. I prefer a condo to a hotel suite when I’m traveling.”

      “See?” Sandra muttered.

      “But it’s a little busy right now with the festival,” Gretchen continued. “If you’re looking for privacy, I have a friend who owns a house with a couple of guest cottages on it. His property isn’t far from town and has an incredible view of the mountains.”

      Sandra made a disapproving sound to the side. That was enough for Walt, and he shot her a sidelong scowl. Maybe it was being back in Huckleberry Falls again, but he found some of his adolescent oppositional defiance returning. He was tired of everyone telling him what to do and where to go and who to talk to. It’d been a long time since he’d felt truly in control of his life.

      “What’s your friend’s name?” he asked.

      “Carlisle Wyndham. We’ve partnered on the development of an avalanche beacon. We’re launching it this season.” Gretchen crossed her fingers. She then reached into her purse, pulled out a business card, and handed it to Walt. “Here’s his number if you decide you’d like someplace away from downtown. Huckleberry Falls is a charming little town, but our population more than doubles this time of year, what with the film festival. The place gets full of our kind and our fans who want to get pictures of us.”

      “And the paparazzi.” He sent Sandra a meaningful glance, and she gave a slow nod.

      Walt wished he had enough mobility to attend the festival, but it’d be over by the time he had healed enough to do that. He was all for an independent film industry and rooted for the pictures, which succeeded without the bankrolling of a large studio. But he hadn’t offered to participate in any of the projects because of where the festival was located. Maybe, if he found some resolution on this trip, he could return next year. But first things first.

      “Thanks for this.” He put the card in his pocket, wondering at the unexpected lightness to his mood. Had he really missed the place so much?

      “See you around, Walt.”

      “Bye, Gretchen, and thanks.”
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      “I appreciate everyone chipping in to help,” Linda said as she carried in the just-delivered stack of pizza boxes.

      “I’m still not convinced it wouldn’t have been better to hire a company to do the heavy lifting.” Carlisle arched his back, adding in a mock groan for emphasis, his English accent more pronounced.

      “I don’t like strangers handling my things. But you’re lucky I sold my piano. Wait, Alex.” She reached over and caught her six-year-old grandson’s hand before he grabbed a pizza stick from one of the boxes. “You and Grace need to wash your hands.” Linda scanned the adults—many of them her employees—crowded into her combined kitchen, dining, and living room. Too many people and not enough sinks. “The adults should do the same and set a good example.” She pulled out a box of individually wrapped wipes.
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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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