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      Mirah stood at the portal as its waters shimmered. Lilac incense coiled across the marble floor and over her bare feet. The bells tolled, signaling it was almost time, and a shiver ran through her. She would miss her home. Until she completed her mission, her feet would not race across the smooth grass. It was her destiny to leave.

      She prepared her whole life for this moment. Her stomach churned. The Goddess foretold her duty. The world of men had forgotten the past. It was up to her to remind them. Only a paper dictionary with frayed pages had been given to her. She did not know where into the world of men the pool would take her. Though she had read the dictionary dozens of times, she still clutched it to her as a barrier between her and the unknown. Her hands shook as her heart pounded against her chest.

      Outside the circle, her teachers stood. Each had given her a different colored ribbon which she now wore cinched at her waist. Winds whipped through the temple, bringing the scent of incense and making her tunic flap against her knees. Her dark, auburn hair lifted off her shoulders and away from her face. Looking through the waters below her feet, images of harsh buildings materialized. Glass? She wasn’t sure what they were made from. Not marble like the temple. Trees were there too, but they were encased in hard stone; no roots covered the ground.

      She hesitated, but the bells pealed again. Echoes of her teacher’s chants rose until even the sounds of the birds nesting nearby were blocked.

      She had to go through the portal. To delay or refuse the Goddess’ command would mean the end of her people. She had to save mankind. She would not fail. Taking a breath, she inched closer to the edge of the portal. Squeezing her eyes shut, she leapt into the unknown.

      [image: ]

      Carl Kedves chucked the last high-heeled shoe into the box. Finally, all of her stuff was gone. He wished he had a butler, then he could leave it to his butler’s discretion on how to get this stuff to his ex-fiance. He kicked the box and grunted when it fell over.

      Never again.

      He would not allow a woman to get under his warning radar. Shannon had done just that six months ago.

      She had lied to him. Faked everything. Even her orgasms, which he overheard her brag about to her lesbian lover over the phone. No wonder the last few months she had feigned headaches and stomachaches until their sex life had dried up.

      After a background check for anything else she was hiding, he found she had been working all this time for his competitor and giving them information on his acquisitions. No wonder his oil company had been struggling recently. She had convinced him to let her work in his corporation, only to sabotage contracts and screw up their financial records so it would take months and a room full of accountants weeks to untangle.

      He should have known she was no good when he met her. After all, she was shocked to learn that living in Texas did not mean everyone wore cowboy hats, boots, and rode horses everywhere. He did own horses, and a hat and boots. But he did not wear boots every day. And he drove a BMW downtown to work. His F150 pickup truck was for fun and weekend driving.

      Maybe it was better he remained single. A swinger. He was tired of getting involved with the wrong women. At thirty, he was less concerned with finding a wife than he was securing his company. Perhaps he would invest in a private investigator the next time he met a pretty face and shapely body. Then nothing would surprise him.

      He glanced at his Rolex. Over an hour before he had get to the office to close a deal. Then maybe he would take a stroll after lunch along the Transco Waterfall. He went there to think. The sound of the water often eased his tension.

      [image: ]

      Mirah sputtered when she came out of the water. The tumble down the waterfall took her breath away. But her Goddess protected her. She was alive and not injured. Suddenly, hands yanked her from the water.

      A man. He looked at her as if she were drunk. His amber eyes were a mixture of concern and disbelief. “Where? Did you leap from the top? Are you trying to kill yourself?”

      “N-no.” She shivered. “I came from the Goddess to help mankind.”

      “Right.” He looked around. “Let’s get you dry and some help.”

      He marched to a stone bench, dragging her along, and then sat her down. He towered over her, and she guessed his height at six-four. The waterfall stood behind them; a semicircle pattern that ended in a shallow pool instead of a lake or river. There were no trees here, just coarse-looking stone. What was this place the Goddess had sent her?

      He took off his coat and placed it around her shoulders. Inhaling his masculine scent of musk, pine, and a sharp smell she couldn’t identify, she wanted to crawl up inside him if she could smell this all day.

      “I’d like to report a suicide attempt. Yes. Maybe. She isn’t making sense.” He held a small box to his ear.

      She remembered her dictionary clutched in hands before she jumped. It floated on the water, lapping at the sides of the stone. Since the man was still talking to the box, she rushed over to the edge.

      “What are you doing?” he asked, holding the black thing away from his ear.

      Leaning over the edge, she snatched the book out of the water. Suicide? What was that again? It was different than how she pronounced the words in this dictionary. Some of the words in it, like irony or sarcasm, did not exist in her world.

      She shuffled through the wet pages, careful not to tear them. After she checked the definition, she huffed. All life was sacred. How dare he think she would take hers.

      “I did not attempt su-i-cide!” She tried to pronounce the word like he did. “I have come to save mankind and remind them of the Goddess and passion.” When he just stared at her, she threw her arms out. Her silk gown was already thin, and with the water, it clung to her, showing all of her curves and even the pink tips of her nipples.

      When he wet his lips, she sauntered closer to him pressing her body close against his. “Don’t you want to find out about me before you leap to conclusions?
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      Carl couldn’t think with her wet body pressed against his. And it didn’t help that his groin was doing most of the thinking while it hardened against his will. “Uh, sorry, I thought I w-was pranking my brother—wrong number.”

      When he clicked the phone call end button, she smiled at him, and those lush lips made him wonder what she kissed like if she could affect him like this with only a hug. Her damp see- through outfit put any wet T-shirt contest he had ever witnessed to shame. Her breasts were full and high. He felt her perked nipples through his shirt and his dick hardened even more.

      She reminded him of an auburn haired Irina Shayk from his Sports Illustrated, but with bigger breasts. Squeezing his eyes shut, he tried to block out the image of her topless and forget that only a layer of clothing was between them.

      “Do you have someone I could call for you? Or a place to stay?”

      “I left all of that behind to come here. The Goddess destined for us to meet.”

      “You mean God.” Of course, he had to find a Wiccan loon out here in the middle of a manmade waterfall who was trying to kill herself. He opened his eyes and ran a hand through his hair. What was he to do with her now? He had crank-called 911 as far as they were concerned. He couldn’t call them back now. Dropping her off at a psychiatric ward left a bad taste in his mouth. Wonder what her mouth and the rest of her would taste like? Stop it!

      There was enough room for at his place, especially with Shannon gone. The mansion was empty now that the lying skank had moved out last week.

      Just be a gentleman, give her one of the spare bedrooms, some clothes ... and don’t pounce on

      her!

      “I guess you could stay with me for a few days.” He rubbed the side of his face and cursed that he hadn’t shaven this morning. He would need to before kissing her, “If you like.” Stop thinking! Stop imagining kissing her and everything else. She’d probably run screaming if she could read your mind right now.

      She nodded and eased away from him, but kept her hand locked on his arm, a soggy dictionary in the other.

      “Do you want to throw that out? I’ll buy you another one.”

      “No, it’s mine. I’ve had it for years. I know where every letter is and which side of the page it’s on. If I got a new one, I wouldn’t be able to find anything.”

      “Keep it then, it looks old.” He noticed her feet were bare. “Where are your shoes?”

      “I took my sandals off earlier at the temple. I prefer to walk barefoot.”

      “Well, here you have to watch out for gum, trash, broken glass, and the concrete can get hot.” “Con-crete?” She glanced around. “Is that this square shaped stone we are standing on?”

      He chuckled. “I guess you could call it that.” Why am I drawn to the weird ones? “I’ll call a cab because I don’t want your feet injured and my carrying you might make the police think I’m kidnapping you.”

      “I can’t remember,” she let go of his arm and riffled through the pages. “Is kid-nap-ping a good thing?”

      “The way I would do it to you... it would be.”
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      Mirah’s skin heated at his words. Though she didn’t comprehend his meaning entirely, the sultry tone of his voice made her insides shaky, yet excited. She let him lead her through the sparse forest with the con-crete rock beneath them. How can people live like this? With only a few trees and bushes scattered about?

      She watched the people as they walked by. The men leered at her and stared too long at her breasts, the women either shook their head as though they pitied her, the others with such disdain she wanted to chase after them and ask how she had offended them. Aren’t we all children of the Goddess? Why do they look at me with such venom and hatred? I have done nothing to them.

      Maybe I’ll ask...wait, I don’t know his name. “I’m Mirah” She looked up at his square jawline covered in short bristles. “What’s your name?”

      “Carl. Carl Kedves” He paused for a moment at a corner, watching a blinking red sign. “What’s your last name, Mirah?”

      “Last name? I don’t have another name. It’s just Mirah.”

      He chuckled and shook his head. “Enough pretending. I already said you could stay at my place.” When she continued to stare at him without comprehension, he continued, “Your mom and dad were called Mr. and Mrs. what?”

      The flicking light switched to a green outline of a person and he took off to the other side of the street, but Mirah had seen the metal boxes whizzing by. As soon as he noticed she didn’t come with him, he ran back across the street and grasped her elbow, bringing her along with him. “So, what was your parents’ last name?”

      “They only had their one name: Gustean and Abrella.”

      “Right. Fine, don’t tell me. It doesn’t matter anyway.”

      “Why do you have last names here?” She stumbled over a crack in the walkway and he jerked her closer to his side to keep her from falling.

      “To tell each other apart.” He waved his arm out to a building. “There could be two other Carls in there. How do we know which one is the one you would need?”

      “Then their parents should have named them better and not duplicated a name.”

      His laugh made her smile. It was warm and deep and gave her shivers. She wanted to hear him laugh more.

      “How far is it to your lair? Should we acquire horses?”

      “This is Texas and not the Old West, but we don’t have rent-a-horse stations.” A mud puddle lay in the middle of the sidewalk and he ushered her around it. “I don’t have a coat or jacket, or I’d lay it across for you to walk over and keep your lovely feet clean.”

      “Why? If women are believed to be inferior, why go through the trouble and dirty your garment?” She knew man’s history and how women had been degraded to property—not even having American woman suffrage—the right to vote barely a century ago.

      “I don’t know. Just something men used to do.” He looked around and asked her to sit on a metal bench. “The bus will be here soon. We could walk, but it’s a bit far. The clouds look like rain, and a taxi would take a bit anyway.”

      “Do you travel this way often to your home?” She picked at a metal pin bolted into the

      bench.

      “No. I took the bus. I was angry and didn’t want to add road rage to my agenda for today.”

      She flipped open her dictionary, a bus was a vehicle used in transportation. That didn’t tell her much. Then she tried his other word but found nothing. “What is road rage? And is a bus like a train? I’ve heard of those from Esmeralda when she traveled here years ago.”

      He leaned against a pine tree with its roots buried beneath concrete. “How is it you don’t know these things?” Then as if something dawned on him, he straightened. “Did you escape?

      Are you from the ward?”

      What’s a ward? She’d look that up too. “I told you. I’m from the Goddess Lands. All I know of your world is from others who have come here long ago, and this book.” She held up the dictionary. This was so frustrating. She told him everything she knew, and yet he stared at her like she was daft. Didn’t he realize all of mankind was insane? That they had forgotten the Goddess, her ways and were hurting and killing each other over greed, money, and power?

      Frustrated, she fought back the tears when she realized he didn’t believe her.

      Across the street, a woman and man kissed before they parted ways. She took it as a sign. That must be how they bid each other goodbye here.

      She marched over to him. “Thank you for your time and helping me this far. But as I can tell, you do not believe me, I will say goodbye now.” With her free hand, she snaked it around his neck and yanked him down to her.

      His lips were full, masculine and soft. She kissed him longer than the couple she had seen. But she found she couldn’t stop. He growled against her mouth and she pressed the length of her body against his. His muscles were hard against her soft curves. She loved the feel of his body and wanted to be closer. Her nipples harden in anticipation. Even her loins grew moist when his hands groped her butt.

      “Excuse me.” A man tapped her on the shoulder.

      She looked around, bewildered. Did she have to kiss this man too? He was dressed in dark blue and wore a silver star pinned to his shirt. She wanted to keep kissing Carl and crawl underneath his shirt.

      “Pardon, but there’s a law against public lewdness.” His silver star pinned to a blue shirt shown in the sunlight.

      She flipped through her dictionary. Lew-dness.

      “Forgive us. She’s from out of town and doesn’t know our customs here.”

      “Well, just save it for a hotel or something.”

      Carl nodded. “Thank you, officer.”

      A white metal beast screeched up to them. A hiss like an angry snake made her jump.

      “Here’s our ride. Let’s go before I change my mind again.”
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      Mirah sat next to Carl on the bus as he called it. When it lurched forward, she gripped the seat in front of her with iron fingers. It moved so fast she thought they would fly off the road. She thought she was going to be sick.

      Carl rubbed her back in circles and told her to look out of the window at the trees and buildings.

      “What good would that do? I’m dizzy just watching everything zip by.”

      “You’re getting motion sickness. It’ll help. I used to get it all the time as a kid in long car rides until I sat next to my dad half the time. At first, I thought my cure was because I was closer to him. Later, I realized it was because I could see out the window better.”

      His voice comforted her. She sat up and leaned against his chest so she could see. But with the speed of which things moved out here, she didn’t think it helped much.

      Finally, they arrived at what Carl called a parking lot. There were hundreds of cars. He led her to his car, which was a bright red shade that she thought was beautiful. To help her

      nausea, he drove as slow as he could. Still, other cars zoomed past them and honked.

      [image: ]

      Carl couldn’t believe he was bringing some strange woman home. But he craved her like nothing he ever had before. He told himself to walk away at the bus stop, then she sauntered over and planted that kiss on him. God help me, I almost took her right there in the street!

      Damn, the woman was smoking hot and sexy. She oozes sex. I cannot stop thinking about tasting her with my mouth and how good I’ll feel when I’m inside her. Her mouth, her pussy.

      It’s times like these that I wish I hadn’t cared for the environment and had a limo. We could have kept going from her kiss and I would have had the driver circle around until I could hear how she sounds when she cums.

      They parked inside his four-car garage, next to his Honda Blackbird. “Here’s my house.” “It’s lovely.” She fiddled with the door until he came around and opened it for her.

      “Good to see the customs aren’t all gone.”

      “Excuse me?” He led her inside with a hand on her waist. She didn’t shrink back, and for that he was grateful. No, he would never force her or anyone, but he’d have to leave the house and sleep under a bridge if she denied him what she promised in that kiss earlier.

      “You opened the door for me.”

      “And?”

      “And, why would you? Unless it’s a remnant of mankind’s past when they worshiped the Goddess?”

      “I—no idea except its good manners. Here’s the kitchen. Are you hungry?” I am ...for your lips, your mouth, I want to taste you all over.

      Her emerald eyes widened. “You could feed a whole village in here.”

      “I think I have enough for sandwiches. If you aren’t allergic to peanut butter?”

      She shook her head. As fast as he could without making a fool of himself, he made three sandwiches, gave her one and he ate the other two. Then he poured them two glasses of milk.

      Instead of accepting the milk, she sat it back on the counter and crossed her legs and leaned back. “Where? How do you relieve yourselves here? I see no chamber pot.”

      He spat out his milk, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Strange that she would call it that.

      “Right this way.” He took her to the guest bathroom and turned on the light.

      She went over to the switch and flicked the light off and on. “What a wondrous device.” After she glanced around, he turned to leave. “Wait. Where is the chamber pot?”

      “Toilet.”

      “Excuse me?” Her eyebrows rose. “I left my dictionary in the other room.”

      Maybe she was from another country. He ran a hand over his face and felt his stubble. They used primitive pots or outhouses in third world countries, didn’t they?

      “Here.” He lifted the lid for her. “You do your business, use the paper to wipe, and then flush.”

      She looked over his shoulder. “Where does the paper go? Into the water? It’s not moving, there’s no gravity or aqueducts to take it away. And the bowl is secured to the floor.. .how am I to throw my waste out the window?”

      “Push down on this handle and it will take everything out and make a new bowl of water for the next time you need to go.” When she gave him a look like he was insane, he flushed the toilet.

      She jumped.

      “Ok now?”

      “Yes, thank you.” She hiked up her dress and plopped down on the toilet.

      He caught a glimpse of her shaved pussy and his dick twitched. She must have had to go badly because she was already peeing before he could get out the door. Didn’t most women have to be engaged before they peed in front of a man?

      He went back to the kitchen and cleaned up their food, but left her milk on the counter. Despite himself, he smiled when she flushed. Then she flushed again and again. He was about to walk around the corner and tell her to stop when she appeared beside him.

      “Thirsty?” Lame. Couldn’t you say something better?

      After she drank the milk, he reached up to wipe off her milk mustache.

      She misunderstood his actions, or maybe he wanted her to regardless, but she leaned forward and kissed the palm of his hand. Then, he didn’t care if she was a psycho or an alien. He had to have her.

      He grabbed her butt and she leapt into his arms, her legs wrapping around his waist. They sucked on each other’s lips and tongue until their kissing left them gasping as he carried her into the bedroom.
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      She tugged at his shirt and he ripped it off, not caring that the buttons flew off. His mouth sought one of her breasts through her silk dress and she moaned in pleasure while she rubbed his dick through his jeans with her hand.

      He broke the kiss and yanked her dress off. No underwear. I’ve died and gone to heaven.

      With one hand, he stroked her legs while he fiddled with his zipper. He wanted her so much he worried he wouldn’t be able to get his pants off fast enough.

      “Let me help.” Her fingers stroked his and he closed his eyes in pleasure. Just her touch made him want to beg for more.

      She unzipped him and slipped his pants down. Then, she kissed his penis through his underwear. Her breath brushed against him so hot he felt as though he were sixteen again. I-I want to feel her mout-ahha. God, what is she-ok stop, no. Oh.

      He wiggled out of his boxers. Taking her weight, he pressed her down until they both lay on the bed. His body was screaming to slam inside her, but he wanted her to experience as much pleasure as he did.

      When his fingers traced over her nipples, they stood erect and strained for his touch. He kissed her mouth until her lips were swollen, then he kissed his way slowly down her body. He took his time with each breast while his fingers gently rubbed her nub between her legs until he felt the moisture. Her moans and screams made him forget to be patient.

      Maybe she’s a hooker, with as much as she knows. She’s wet and wanting me. He broke away from her to slip a condom on when it slipped from his fingers and under the bed.

      “No, don’t go. I want you inside me. Please.” With her sultry voice and her lying naked beneath him, he couldn’t stop himself.

      After quickly donning the condom, he lifted her hips, knowing she was wet, he plunged inside her. Then he stopped short when he felt her barrier.

      “Oh my God! Are you a virgin?”

      “Don’t stop now!” She raked her fingers down his back.

      He lost his mind. Rather than waiting, he pushed past her barrier and swallowed her outcry with his kiss. He fought, moving as he caressed her until she began to squirm against him.

      She was so tight and wet he nearly came. But despite her first time, he wanted it to be pleasurable for her. He rocked his hips in a circular motion, slowly and easily until she bit her lip and started pushing her hips up to meet his.

      “Do you want harder?”

      “Yes, oh, yes,” she answered, biting his arm.

      He fought his ejaculation, but with her pussy wet and constricting while she shouted his name, he came.

      His arms shook and he lowered himself until he was next to her, holding her. A virgin? He still couldn’t believe it. How was that possible? She had the body of a goddess and the kisses of a prostitute... not that I’ve had any of those. But she just, God she kisses like she was born to do this.
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      Carl awoke to the smell of something burning and the fire alarm going off. “What the fuck!” He scrambled out of bed and ran into the kitchen. There, dressed back in her barely-there dress that cut off at her golden thighs, was Mirah. She was burning eggs by the look of the yellow and black in the pan.

      “I couldn’t get your fire to start.” She sounded like she was more frustrated than sad. “This red ring came up, but never a flame. So I left it to go to the bathroom and when I came back, this mess was here.”

      “You damn near caused a fire.” He grabbed a dishtowel and thrust the skillet into the

      sink.

      “How? With no flame?”

      He turned the cold water on and the pan hissed. “You really don’t know? It’s electricity and an electric stove? What did they use wherever you are from?” Who am I kidding? She was a virgin because she’s been locked up for years. It must be a rich, exclusive sanitarium because I couldn’t have been a guard on that block and ignored her for long.

      When he turned off the water and glanced at her, he expected her to have tears or a sheepish look; instead, she stood there with her hands on her hips. I think if I throw water on her she’ll steam more than the pan.

      “We use fire. You know, like on wood.”

      She was dangerous. Rather than say anything, he went around her and turned the burner off. Maybe I can get her to leave or drop her off at whatever ward she came from. Maybe since I slept with her, now my dick will stop taking over my thinking. Still, she looked sexy in his kitchen. Stop it!

      “What will we eat? Those were the only eggs I could find.”

      “I have tons of cereal.” He pulled down a few boxes. When she looked at the box and flipped it upside down, he righted it. “Here, let me show you.” He opened the box, poured some corn pops in a bowl, then added milk and handed her a spoon.

      She dipped the spoon in the cereal and brought it to her nose, smelling it. “It looks like yellow poo.”

      His laugh surprised him. “I-I guess it does. It’s called Corn Pops and it is one of my favorites. My folks never allowed sugar or sweet stuff in our house, so now as an adult, I buy tons of it. Go ahead, try it.”

      When she had one in her mouth, her eyes widened. “This is amazing. What plant—wait you said corn? This doesn’t look like corn. Are the ears of corn made for giants?”

      “No. And there probably really isn’t much corn in this.” When she opened her mouth to speak, he shook his head. “Some things you are better off not knowing.”

      She frowned but grabbed another spoonful.

      God, I can’t even watch her eat without thinking of her lips and mouth on mine—or sucking me dry.

      Surely the psych ward would have given their patients cereal occasionally, so why has she never seen a cereal box before? Or maybe I’m wrong about the insane part. She could have escaped from a cult. Yes, that makes more sense.

      And I’m happy that I’m hung up on a naive, brainwashed cult lover than a crazy one.

      [image: ]

      Mirah watched as Carl explained how the stove, lights, and refrigerator worked. It made little sense to her, but she loved the idea of the refrigerator and dishwasher. Something that cleans the dishes for me? But then he got upset when she tossed the half-full bowl of milk and cereal in said dishwasher.

      “I thought you said it cleans the dishes.”

      “It does, but you have to wash the food off them first.”
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however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
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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