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        April 1824

        London, England

      

      

      

      The afternoon light filtered through the gauzy curtains of Theodosia, Lady Pattishall’s drawing room, casting elongated shadows across the Persian carpet. She sat in perfect stillness, the only movement the slight rise and fall of her chest beneath the gray silk of her mourning gown. The house around her felt empty, cavernous in its silence—a fitting complement to the hollow space that had resided within her chest for the past year. Outside, London bustled with the early arrivals for the Season, but within these walls, time had slowed to the pace of her grief.

      The mantel clock ticked with methodical precision, marking another hour of another day without him. She had grown accustomed to the solitude, had wrapped it around herself like a shawl against the cold intrusions of her friends, who expected her to simply move forward after the first months of mourning passed. She should have married again by now, they said. Fifteen months had passed. She needed to secure her future, although Charles had done that before they married. She could live a comfortable existence on her own with what he’d set aside for her.

      Her gaze drifted to the silver tray that had been discreetly placed on the side table during her morning tea. Amidst the usual correspondence—invitations she routinely declined, condolences that still arrived from distant acquaintances—lay an envelope with a distinctive seal, a fox rampant, the crest of the St. Ervan family.

      Theo’s fingers trembled slightly as she reached for it. Verity, Lady St. Ervan, had been her closest confidante since her first Season in London. Unlike Theo’s other friends, who had gradually withdrawn in the face of her persistent mourning, Verity remained steadfast, though increasingly determined in her efforts to draw Theo back into society.

      Verity had lost her first husband some years ago, but now was happily married to the Earl of St. Ervan. She understood Theo’s pain and the resolution to stay true to her beloved’s memory, but she insisted Theo might also find happiness with another man, just as she had.

      Theo couldn’t bear the idea.

      She broke the seal with her silver letter opener and extracted several sheets of paper covered in Verity’s distinctive, flowing handwriting.

      Her eyes moved across the page, absorbing her friend’s characteristic enthusiasm. A house party at their country estate. Two weeks of “restorative country air” and “select company.” Phrases like “eligible gentlemen” and “perfect opportunity to shed your widow’s weeds” leaped from the page with alarming clarity.

      Theo’s grip tightened on the paper. Her breath caught. The words blurred before her eyes as her vision clouded.

      “No,” she whispered to the empty room. Her free hand moved unconsciously to the gold locket that hung at her throat—a small oval containing Charles’s miniature, painted in the first year of their marriage. The metal felt warm against her skin.

      She closed her eyes, and there he was—Charles’s smile, the slight dimple in his left cheek, the way his eyes crinkled at the corners when he laughed. The memories crashed over her like waves. His hands cupping her face on their wedding night, his voice rough with emotion as he pledged himself to her. The scent of his skin, bay rum and something indefinably his own. The weight of his arm across her waist as they slept.

      “I cannot,” she murmured, opening her eyes to banish the ghosts. “I cannot bear it.”

      But even as the words left her lips, she recognized the whisper of obligation beneath them. Verity had been patient. More than patient. While other friends had drifted away, uncomfortable with the depth of her grief, Verity had remained constant, writing weekly, visiting when she was in Town, never pushing too hard but never entirely relenting either.

      The letter continued with practical details—the date, two weeks hence, the expected guests, “only our dearest friends, I promise,” the assurance that Theo would have her usual blue room overlooking the rose garden. Verity knew her too well and had anticipated her objections and smoothed them away before Theo could even voice them.

      A knot formed in her throat as she read the last paragraph. “It has been fifteen months, my dearest friend. Charles would not wish you to live like this, shuttered away from all joy. Come to me. Let me help you find your way back to yourself.”

      Theo folded the letter with precise movements, her fingertips lingering on the creases as if they might offer some solution, some escape. The afternoon light had shifted, casting long shadows across the room. Soon the servants would come to light the lamp, to draw the curtains against the encroaching evening.

      She stood, the letter clutched in her hand, and crossed to the window. The street below teemed with life. Carriages rolled past, a flower seller stood on the corner with her basket of early blooms. The world continued its relentless forward march while she remained frozen in amber, preserved in grief.

      Perhaps Verity was right. Perhaps it was time to at least attempt a step forward. Not to forget, never that, but to learn how to carry her memories differently, to make room for… if not happiness, then at least something other than this consuming solitude.

      The weight of the invitation seemed to grow heavier in her hand as the decision crystallized. She would go, if only to silence Verity’s well-intentioned concern. But she would make it clear to Verity and to any “eligible gentlemen” who might be paraded before her that her heart remained buried with Charles. That was nonnegotiable.

      Theo turned from the window, calculating what preparations would be necessary for a fortnight in company after so long alone. The first stirrings of anxiety fluttered in her chest, but beneath them lay something else, a sensation so unfamiliar that it took her a moment to recognize it.

      It was possibility, as fragile and tentative as the first green shoot breaking through winter soil.
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        * * *

      

      A short time later, Theo tugged at the bellpull beside her dressing table, summoning her maid, Annie, from the servants’ quarters below. She untied the ribbon around her waist as she prepared to change into her more formal gown. It was probably silly of her, but she’d continued the ritual of dressing as though she expected Charles to arrive home after his day in the House of Lords to join her for supper.

      The soft click of the door announced Annie’s arrival. The lady’s maid slipped into the room with the quiet efficiency that had made her indispensable over the years. Annie moved immediately to assist with the back fastenings of the gray gown. “My lady, will you be dining in your room this evening?”

      “No. I believe I shall brave the dining room tonight. I’ve received an invitation from Lady St. Ervan. A house party in a fortnight.”

      The servant’s fingers paused momentarily before resuming their work. “That would be a change, my lady.”

      The gown loosened, and Theo stepped out of it, standing in her chemise and stays as Annie carefully laid the gown across the chaise. There was a comforting rhythm to their evening ritual. Annie had come with her from her father’s house when she married Charles, and in the past year, the maid’s presence had become an anchor in Theo’s unmoored existence.

      Theo sought the words to express how she felt. “Lady St. Ervan means well, but I cannot bear an evening of eligible bachelors paraded before me like prize cattle.”

      Annie’s lips twitched, suppressing a smile. “Lady St. Ervan has always been… enthusiastic in her opinions, my lady.”

      “Enthusiastic,” Theo echoed, a reluctant smile touching her own lips. “A diplomatic choice of words.”

      She raised her arms as Annie slipped the evening gown over her head. The gray silk whispered against her skin, cool and smooth. It was one of her better mourning gowns, the color not the stark black of deep grief but the softer gray of remembrance. It emphasized her petite frame, making her appear almost fragile, while the cut accentuated the curve of her waist and bosom.

      Her fingers found her wedding band, twisting it in a nervous gesture that had become habitual as she moved to sit at the dressing table. Annie removed the hairpins and began to brush Theo’s hair, working through the curls with gentle strokes. The repetitive motion was soothing, a comfort she’d come to rely upon.

      “If I may speak freely, my lady?” Annie’s voice was hesitant.

      “When have you not done so?”

      The maid’s reflection met her gaze in the mirror, her expression serious despite Theo’s attempt at levity. “It has been over a year. No one would think it inappropriate if you were to… consider companionship again.”

      Theo’s hands clenched in her lap. “I’m aware of what society deems appropriate. I simply don’t care.”

      Annie continued brushing, the soft sound of bristles through hair filling the silence. When she spoke again, her tone was careful. “Perhaps there might be a way to discourage unwanted suitors without refusing the invitation outright.”

      Theo raised an eyebrow. “What do you suggest? A contagious disease? A sudden conversion to a religious order requiring vows of celibacy?”

      Her maid’s lips quirked. “Nothing so dramatic, my lady. But if Lady St. Ervan and her guests were to believe you already had a… particular interest…”

      The implication hung in the air between them. Theo turned to face Annie directly. “You’re suggesting I lie about having a suitor?”

      “Not lie, precisely,” Annie hedged, setting down the brush. “Perhaps… create an understanding that doesn’t yet exist? Or that exists only in possibility?”

      Theo turned back to the mirror, considering her reflection. The idea took root, unfurling possibilities in her mind. “It would need to be someone believable. Someone respectable enough to satisfy Verity, yet conveniently absent…”

      “It would allow you to attend the party without constant introductions to eligible gentlemen,” Annie pointed out, as she arranged Theo’s curls into a simple but elegant evening style.

      The plan crystallized in Theo’s mind with surprising clarity. She would invent a gentleman caller—someone who had begun to pay her attention but whose courtship was not yet official enough to announce. It would explain her willingness to attend social functions again while simultaneously shielding her from unwanted advances. “I suppose it wouldn’t be scandalous to stop wearing mourning garb.”

      The thought brought a twinge of guilt, as if removing the outward symbols of her grief somehow diminished Charles’s memory. But beneath the guilt was something else—a whisper of relief. The gray had become a prison of sorts, a visible reminder to everyone she encountered that she was damaged, broken, incomplete.

      “The blue silk would be lovely for the house party,” Annie suggested carefully. “The one with the ivory lace at the sleeves. It always brought out your eyes.”

      Theo nodded slowly. “Yes, I think perhaps it’s time.” Her gaze in the mirror grew distant, then sharpened with sudden calculation. “This fictional suitor will need a name, a history…”

      Her fingers, which had been fidgeting with her wedding band, stilled. For the first time in months, her mind was engaged with something other than grief—a puzzle to solve, a character to create.

      “My lady seems almost enthusiastic,” Annie observed, a note of pleased surprise in her voice.

      Theo met her maid’s gaze in the mirror, her mood shifting from resignation to a hint of mischief. “Don’t mistake necessity for enthusiasm. This is merely self-preservation.”

      But even as she said it, Theo felt a spark of something long dormant flickering to life within her. Not happiness exactly, but perhaps its distant cousin, purpose.
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        * * *

      

      The candles on Theo’s desk cast a warm glow across the parchment before her, the blank expanse awaiting words that refused to come easily. Supper had been a solitary affair, as usual, though tonight her mind had been unusually active, turning over the seeds of the plan she and Annie had discussed. Now, seated at the small rosewood desk that had been her mother’s, Theo dipped her quill into the inkwell and held it suspended, watching as a single drop of ink fell back into the glass vessel. How did one craft a man from nothing but imagination and necessity?

      “My dearest Verity,” she wrote at last, the nib scratching softly against the parchment. The familiar salutation flowed easily enough, but she paused again when confronted with the body of the letter.

      The house was utterly quiet around her. The servants had retired to their quarters, and the only sounds were the occasional settling of timber and the distant rattle of a carriage passing on the street outside. She needed to accept the invitation, that much was clear. But how to introduce her fictional admirer? Too eager, and Verity would be suspicious, too vague, and her friend would still attempt to introduce her to eligible bachelors.

      Leaning back in her chair, she set down the pen and thought aloud. “He must be believable. Respectable enough to satisfy Verity, yet distant enough to explain his absence.”

      Her gaze drifted to the window, where the night pressed against the glass like black velvet. Beyond lay London with its secrets and possibilities. Somewhere in that darkness were gentlemen exactly like the one she needed to invent—men of title and means, of excellent reputation and measured charm. Men who would, in reality, expect a young widow to surrender her grief and open herself to new attachments.

      The thought made her stomach tighten. No real man could replace Charles. No flesh and blood suitor would understand that her heart had been buried along with her husband.

      He should be titled, or perhaps not. Would Verity look him up? Oh, this plotting was more complicated than she’d imagined.

      A memory surfaced—a village near her childhood home, a small, picturesque place where the river bent gently around willow trees and stone cottages. Teddington. She had visited it only a handful of times, accompanying her father on parish business, but she remembered the name and the peaceful setting.

      “Baron Teddington,” she said aloud, testing the sound of it. The title had a pleasant ring—aristocratic without being ostentatious, distinctive without drawing undue attention.

      She picked up the quill again, this time with more purpose. The man took shape in her mind—a dear friend of Charles from his university days, someone who had been abroad during their marriage but had recently returned to England. Someone who had written to offer condolences upon learning of Charles’s death, and whose correspondence had gradually grown into something more meaningful.

      “I am pleased to accept your kind invitation,” she wrote. “The prospect of country air is indeed appealing after so long in town. I must warn you, however, if your hope is to have the correct number of ladies to gentlemen in attendance. I have recently been in correspondence with Baron Teddington, an old friend of Charles’ from his Oxford days. He has been most attentive, and while nothing is formally arranged between us, I believe he may call upon me soon to discuss the possibility of a more permanent attachment. So you see, your guests would only find disappointment if they wished for a dalliance with me.”

      The lie flowed from her pen with surprising ease. She paused, considering what physical attributes to give her fictional baron. He should be handsome enough to be plausible as a suitor, but not so striking as to invite too much curiosity.

      “Baron Teddington, my dear Teddy, stands rather tall, with a slender build. His hair is brown—not the dull shade of bark, but the rich color of polished walnut—and his eyes are a most unusual hazel that appears almost amber in certain lights.”

      A smile played at the corners of her lips as she crafted him further. “He possesses a quiet dignity that I find refreshing after the excessive gallantry of other gentlemen. His letters reveal a thoughtful mind and a surprising wit that emerges when one least expects it.”

      She sat back, surveying her creation with a mixture of amusement and pride. The baron was taking shape nicely—a gentleman of good breeding but not ostentatious wealth, educated but not pedantic, attentive but not smothering. The perfect fictional suitor to keep real ones at bay.

      Returning to her letter to Verity, she added, “I tell you this in confidence, dear friend, to explain why I might seem distracted at times during your lovely party. My heart, which I once thought permanently closed, has considered the possibility of opening once more. It is a frightening prospect, as I’m sure you remember.”

      That last part, at least, contained a grain of truth. The prospect of rejoining society, even under the protection of a fictional attachment, was indeed frightening.

      She read over the letter, adding flourishes and details where needed, embellishing the baron’s recent return from the Continent, his estate in Northumberland, his fondness for literature, much like Charles.

      With each stroke of her quill, Baron Teddington became more real, a shield fashioned from ink and imagination, designed to protect her vulnerable heart from those who might try to claim it.

      Finally satisfied, she set the finished letter aside. Her gaze lifted to the portrait above the mantel. Charles looked down at her from the gilt frame, his expression serious but with that hint of warmth in his eyes that the artist had captured so perfectly.

      “Forgive me this small deception, my love. It is only to keep others at bay, to preserve what we had.”

      The portrait, of course, made no reply. But as she extinguished the candles, Theo could almost imagine that the subtle play of shadows across his painted features suggested understanding, perhaps even amusement at her clever ruse.
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      The coach jostled over the last half-mile of rough road. Theo pressed her gloved hand to the window, the chill of the glass prickling her skin through thin kidskin. The outer gates of St. Ervan Hall, the country home of the Earl and Countess of St. Ervan, receded behind them, and the carriage began its slow, stately progress up the oak-flanked drive.

      The carriage groaned to a stop in front of the large manor house. Footmen materialized instantly to assist her down and collect her trunks. Theo accepted the proffered arm and glanced up at the blazing façade.

      The front door stood open, and Verity, Lady St. Ervan, awaited inside, resplendent in a gown of silvery mauve that shimmered with each tiny gesture. She moved toward Theo in a cloud of lavender perfume and silk, arms outstretched. Her curly dark hair was twisted into a chignon that threatened collapse at any moment. She enveloped Theo in a quick, fierce embrace.

      “Theodosia, at last!” she said, holding her at arm’s length to inspect her. “You look—well, you look precisely as you always do, though I feared you would fade into some gothic legend, all sorrow and sighs.”

      Theo managed a smile, though the familiar pang at the word “sorrow” rippled through her. “You exaggerate, Verity.”

      “Only as much as you understate,” Verity replied, looping her arm through Theo’s. “Come, let us rescue you from the outer darkness. You must be tired to the bone!”

      “How many are here already?” Theo asked. “Am I the first to arrive?”

      “None of the London menagerie just yet.” She patted Theo’s hand, then steered her deftly up the staircase and toward the voices Theo heard from the drawing room.

      Two gentlemen conversed near the unlit fireplace, one short and ruddy, the other with the languid grace of a cat, and both turned as Verity approached. The taller man, clad in evening black with a cravat knotted just so, inclined his head in polite greeting, his eyes flickering over Theo with measured interest.

      “Lord Claremont, may I present Theodosia, Lady Pattishall?” Verity said. “Lady Pattishall is a dear friend. She’s the widow of the former earl.”

      “Charmed,” said Lord Claremont. His gaze lingered just a hair too long on the flesh exposed by Theo’s low neckline before flitting back to her eyes.

      She stopped herself from tugging at the fabric there, suddenly wishing she’d thought to bring her fichu. She’d forgotten how tempting her fleshy bosom was to men. When she’d been with Charles, she never paid attention to where other men were looking, and he enjoyed having her display her figure as often as possible.

      The shorter man, perhaps thirty and already receding at the temples, offered a courtly bow. “Baxter,” he said, as if the name explained everything.

      Theo murmured the requisite pleasantries. She was acutely aware of every glance, every sidelong look, as though her presence generated a disturbance in the surrounding air. A pair of women who looked close to her own age of thirty eyed her as though she were competition. She longed to announce she had no interest in anything the men might offer. She caught herself smoothing her skirt, then forced her hands still.

      As Verity led her away from the two men, she leaned closer and spoke softly. “Lord Claremont is an earl of unimpeachable taste in wine but very little else. The other is Mr. Baxter, an eccentric but harmless sort, devoted to cataloging the mushrooms of Sussex. He writes poetry about them.”

      Theo suppressed a smile.

      They approached a cluster of young men, still pink from the raw country air and full of competitive vigor. Their collective attention turned to Theo, their gazes swift and appraising, their words louder and less polite than those of the older generation. Theo felt her cheeks warm despite the chill from the open door.

      “Is that the widow?” someone whispered—not as quietly as he intended.

      “Recently gave up her weeds, poor thing,” replied another.

      Theo’s heart thumped an erratic beat. She longed for the privacy of her room, but she stood her ground, the picture of composure, her chin lifted just enough to signal that she had heard, and that she would not respond.

      Verity’s hand tightened on her arm. “Ignore them. They are boys playing at being men. If you stare at any of them too long, he will believe himself in love for a fortnight.”

      “I assure you,” Theo murmured, “my eyes are well-guarded.”

      A group of women, their gowns in various gradations of blue and mauve, clustered near the fireplace. One, tall and sharp-featured, regarded Theo with open curiosity. Verity made the introductions.

      The tall woman smiled with genuine friendliness. “I confess I have heard much about you. My cousin was acquainted with your late husband—said he was a man of singular virtue.”

      Theo blinked, unprepared for the rawness of the memory. “He was,” she said, and could think of nothing else to add.

      The tall woman seemed satisfied, and the conversation turned to the subject of upcoming card games. Theo let the talk swirl around her, taking part only as much as required, her gaze darting to the clock on the mantel as if she might be allowed to escape at a certain time.

      “They will all be in awe of you by the end of the night,” Verity murmured. “You carry your grief like a queen’s crown.”

      Theo nearly laughed at that, but something in Verity’s tone—serious, almost reverent—made her pause. She took a slow breath and let herself relax by the smallest degree.

      Beyond the doors, the sounds of the house grew wilder, the guests now emboldened by drink and darkness. Theo endured a few more rounds of verbal fencing before Verity suggested seemed to notice her fading stamina. “You look tired. That journey here likely wore you out. Let me show you to your room.”

      Gratefully, Theo said her goodnights to all and followed her hostess toward the staircase. She knew where the room was, but didn’t mind the company.

      The corridor leading to Theo’s room was dim and cool, the hush of the house at odds with the fevered activity below. A fire had been laid in the grate, her trunks sat neatly at the end of the bed, a servant’s efficiency already at work. Theo was almost grateful to find herself alone at last, with no one to appraise or compare her.

      She pulled off her gloves with trembling fingers. Her heart still raced from the gauntlet of introductions, but worse than the discomfort was the sense of being hunted. Every man at the party would now measure her—her fortune, her favor, her fitness for second marriage. The thought filled her with exhaustion.

      She sat at the dressing table, staring at the reflection in the gilt-framed mirror, a young widow with too-bright eyes, a touch of pink still high in her cheeks, and every inch of her clothing calculated to display her beauty. She reached for her locket, thumb tracing the raised edge to comfort herself.

      Suddenly, she noticed the absence of her wedding band, which she’d left at home. The skin of her finger held a slight indentation where the ring normally sat, and she had to fight not to run a fingertip over it. She could wear the ring again when she returned to Town, but for now, the empty ring finger was part of her costume. The widow who was ready to consider finding love again, or at least companionship.

      A knock at the door startled her.

      Verity entered without waiting for a response. “Well?” she asked. “How did you find our eligible bachelors?”

      Theo hesitated, unwilling to confess her aversion or her discomfort. Instead, she offered the least committal answer she could muster. “They were… attentive.”

      “Attentive!” Verity hooted. “You are a marvel of understatement. Sir Hugo looked ready to devour you whole, and the captain has been dying for a proper conversation with someone not made of salt pork and hardtack.”

      Theo’s gaze dropped to her lap. In a moment of desperation, she blurted, “I mentioned I’ve been corresponding with someone, didn’t I?”

      “You did, but I admit I wasn’t certain if I believed you.”

      Laughing in pretend surprise, Theo said, “Why would I lie about something like that?”

      Verity waved a hand. “To discourage my matchmaking, of course. I’ve had other friends try various ways to stop me. One even brought a gentleman friend of her own to my party. I’m not a madam, you know. I don’t require my guests to participate in any…activities they don’t wish to.”

      “Of course not. I never felt that way.”

      “I know my parties are more scandalous than many, but I only want my friends to be happy. Are you happy, Theo?” Verity sat on the edge of the bed and looked at her friend in the mirror.

      “I’m content. I still don’t believe I’ll ever be as happy as I was before Charles took ill.”

      Smiling softly, Verity said, “I remember feeling that way. And look at me now. St. Ervan is nothing like my Levi was, so I’m not the same person I was with him. But I am happy, and so grateful St. Ervan had his way with me.” She laughed boldly.

      Seeing the emotions on Verity’s face, Theo sighed. She would love to feel any of the feelings she saw, love, happiness, and a hint of satisfaction like she’d felt after she and Charles had made love. She envied her friend. Yet, to experience those bits of life again meant she needed to let go of Charles’ memory, and she just couldn’t do that.

      Remembering her ploy, she forced herself to look chipper. “Perhaps I’ll feel that soon with my dear Teddy.”

      “Ah, yes, Baron Teddington. I believe St. Ervan knows him. If you’d written me sooner about him, I could have invited him.”

      Theo’s eyes widened. “Oh, no, that’s not necessary.”

      How well did St. Ervan know the man? Theo needed to speak as vaguely as possible about her supposed beau to avoid being caught in a lie.

      Verity’s gaze grew distracted, already spinning plans. “We must write to him at once. Invite him to stay. I shall make it my mission to ensure he cannot resist the trip.”

      Theo’s stomach lurched. “Please, Verity, I would be mortified if you did. I prefer to meet with him in more private circumstances.”

      “Nonsense! When he sees how other men are lusting after you, he’ll stake his claim. Leave it to me.” She gave Theo a look equal parts affection and mischief. “I cannot believe you have kept this from me for so long.”

      Theo clenched her hands. She could see the trap lying in wait, the baron either writing back to say he knew no such person as Lady Pattishall. Or worse, he’d come here and say it to her face.

      “Truly, there is nothing official between us,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

      “Yet,” Verity corrected. She rose, smoothing the folds of her gown. “Sleep well, my darling. Tomorrow will be… interesting.”

      When Verity had gone, the silence in the room surrounded Theo. She moved to the window, parting the curtains to gaze out at the moonlit parkland. Somewhere below, laughter rolled across the lawns, voices rising and falling in a rhythm as old as the stones of the house.

      She pressed the locket between her fingers, feeling the chill of the metal and the warmth of memory. The false Baron Teddington loomed in her imagination, as real to her now as the men she’d just met—and, in some ways, far less terrifying.

      A distant footfall sounded in the corridor. Theo snuffed the candle, undressed with shaking hands, and slipped into bed, where she lay awake for a long time, counting the heartbeats that separated her from discovery.
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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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