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            About this book

          

        

      

    

    
      It is the winter of 1897, and the new queen of the Seelie has declared that the forgotten halflings residing in the human world should learn about their heritage, possibly even visit their homeland.

      Chauncy, a full-blooded faery who has never crossed through the veil to the human world, has been assigned the task of seeking out these halflings. But first, he is required to spend a season on Mackinac Island, in the state of Michigan, USA. He will live with a group of previously exiled fae who have resided there for nearly a decade, so they can teach him how to interact with humans.

      Just as he is ready to start his assignment, he comes across his first halfling. A gorgeous, spirited woman who has been fumbling through life thinking she was a freak, when, in reality, she is a powerful, magical faery.

      Sparks fly as Chauncy helps Adeline discover this about herself.

      But there’s a problem.

      The human who raised her doesn’t want to let her go. She’s too valuable. And this human is willing to go to great lengths to keep her under their thumb.

      Including exposing the other faeries living on the island.

      Which could get them all hanged.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Bonus Scene

          

        

      

    

    
      Have you read the Fae in the Gilded Age bonus scene, The Faery & the Secret?

      You should!

      It is best read at any point after book 3, The Faery & the Lady’s Maid.

      Read it here: https://tamilund.com/the-faery-the-secret/

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Would you like to sign up to receive TJ Bell’s newsletter?

        You’ll receive a free book!

        https://tamilund.com/tj-bell-newsletter-signup/
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      Dearest reader,

      

      Welcome back to the Fae in the Gilded Age series!

      Don’t forget to read the bonus scene, The Faery & the Secret, which can be read any time after book 3, The Faery & the Lady’s Maid. Click HERE.

      In the meantime, let me give you a quick rundown of what to expect as you read this book (no spoilers, of course!).

      This series falls under the umbrella of gaslamp fantasy, which, in broad terms, means it is historical romance combined with fantasy romance, taking place at the turn of the nineteenth century, when gas lamps were the primary means of light.

      While gaslamp fantasies are often set in London, this series takes place on Mackinac Island, Michigan, USA, in 1895-1898.

      I’ve researched extensively to ensure the story is period accurate, including the words they would have used at the time. For example, the term “to have a crush on” someone was not documented until 1903, so as I was typing away, creating this story, I realized I needed to find another way to describe the blooming attraction in this book.

      I learned a great deal about the horses that are a staple of life on Mackinac Island, then and now. One of the most endearing tidbits about this little slice of northern paradise is that even today, motor vehicles are not allowed on the island. M-185, which circles the island, is the only state highway in the United States on which motor vehicles are not allowed.

      This ban was enacted in the late 1890s, during the same period this series takes place. Horses are king on the island, which meant that, at some point while writing this series, I was going to have to immerse myself in horse culture.

      I am not entirely unfamiliar with horses. My mother rode as a child. I’ve ridden recreationally. Three of my nieces were equestrian riders in high school. Between them, they have a great many ribbons and trophies signifying their accomplishments.

      Ultimately, the most important aspect of horse care that I had to understand for this book was how much of it involves iron. Because, you see, the fae are allergic to iron. You’ll understand how significant this is when you read this book.

      I’d like to note that, in the late 1800s, the horses that worked on the island also resided there year-round.

      Today, most of the work horses on the island are transported to the mainland (generally to farms in the Upper Peninsula) for the winter months and then return via ferry in the spring so they can get back to work for the summer.

      If you are a Mackinac Island purist (and I applaud you if you are!), please know I am aware of this; however, as this book takes place in 1897, these horses would have stayed on the island all year.

      Last, have you ever heard of a union suit? I admit, I had not until I started to write about “long johns” in this book and discovered that term wasn’t coined until the 1940s.

      (Fun fact: for a short time during my childhood, I lived in a tiny town in Michigan called Cedar Springs, which is known as Red Flannel Town, and has hosted an annual Red Flannel Festival since 1939 to celebrate these warm and comfortable pajamas!)

      As I tried to figure out what the heck those red one-piece pajamas with the butt flap were called back in the day…I learned that the term was union suit.

      I also learned that this particular article of clothing came about as a result of the first wave of feminism in the US, during the 1850s-1890s. The comfy women’s undergarments, especially perfect for cold winter nights, were so popular, men adopted them as well.

      By the way, I include male faeries when I say “men adopted them as well.”

      Thank you for reading this series. I truly hope you enjoy this foray back to the late 1800s.

      If you are here specifically for the faeries, I am now going to shamelessly plug my other faery series, Faerell, which, while not directly related to this one, is about faeries and does contain a veil between worlds. That series take place in modern day and is complete, if you’re so inclined to read it.

      

      Cheers!

      TJ Bell
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      “Fascinating.”

      Chauncy unlatched the final tiny ivory-colored button, allowing the bodice of the dress the lovely lady was wearing to sag, revealing…

      He canted his head. What was this thing?

      It conformed to her body—or perhaps her body conformed to it?—giving her a distinct hourglass shape. It was made of stiff, unforgiving material with some sort of ribbing that might be animal bones, and metal latches down the front, which he steered well clear of so as not to burn his skin in case there was iron in them.

      He traced the ribbing with his fingers, then the embroidery along the top swell of the woman’s breasts. She leaned forward, those lovely breasts he’d been trying to get to straining as if they wanted him to touch them, lick them, nip them.

      He’d be happy to, just as soon as he could figure out how to divest her of this strange layer of clothing.

      Slipping a hand around her back, he felt ribbons in a crisscross pattern, tied with a bow.

      “What is this?” he finally asked, even as he tugged at the ribbons. They loosened, the contraption expanded, and his lovely companion let out a sigh of very obvious relief.

      She pressed her hand to the now sagging front. “It’s a corset. Do not tell me you’ve never seen a corset before.” She fluttered blonde lashes and smiled coyly. “You’re far too experienced for that.”

      Not for the first time since meeting this beauty, he felt a twinge of unease.

      He’d been in the human world, on this island nestled into a vast body of water called Lake Huron, for four months now. He’d learned plenty about the humans who resided in—or visited, such as this lady—this place.

      They wore a great many layers of clothing, much of which seemed unnecessary. Although he supposed he was willing to admit that the weather here was far more volatile than in his homeland, so those layers were sometimes welcome.

      Humans also followed strict societal rules, such as a young, unmarried woman like the one standing before him would not normally be…well, standing before him. Unchaperoned. In a hotel room.

      He’d also learned that for every three people who followed the rules blindly, there was at least one who was quite willing to buck the system. Quietly. Discreetly.

      This woman’s family were some of the last remaining seasonal visitors; her father had business here that hadn’t quite wrapped up. Chauncy didn’t know what this business was, nor did he care. The woman was quite beautiful, and when she’d flirted with him from under her parasol, he’d been happy to, at her throaty, murmured suggestion, discreetly slip into her hotel and sneak up to her room.

      They’d each had a glass of sherry—not his favorite—and she’d boldly, albeit sloppily, kissed him, which had led to this moment.

      “Apparently not all women wear them,” Chauncy noted.

      He also noted that once he figured out how to get her out of the corset, there was still yet another layer to get through before he could get his eyes and his lips on those generous breasts.

      That final layer, at least, he was familiar with. A chemise. A thin bit of linen he had only to flip over her head and toss to the side and the prize would be revealed.

      His companion ran her palms over the hourglass shape of the corset. “Yes, but I adore the way it makes me look.”

      “You’re lovely with or without this contraption. And I’d wager you’d feel much better without it.”

      She swatted at his arm. “You do say the most charming things.”

      He spoke the truth. He supposed that was charming.

      “The idea of staying on the island full-time is quite…tempting,” she said, a syrupy coyness in her tone.

      “I’ve heard it’s quite cold and can be lonely, as there are no ships once the lake freezes. And you will have had to prepare previously for the entire year or you could very well starve to death.”

      She puckered her pretty lips. “You don’t make it sound romantic at all.”

      He shrugged. He didn’t think the bitter cold was romantic, to be honest. Although, in truth, he’d never dealt with it before. His world did not get cold. He had never witnessed a snowfall until three weeks ago when, instead of rain, biting white flakes of frozen water had fallen from the sky.

      Yes, he’d been giddy while it was happening—he loved new experiences—but he could see how it would grow tiresome if it went on for too long.

      Chauncy eyed the young lady’s skirt. “Perhaps I should simply flip this up and take you from behind.”

      While he’d happily do so, he said it to elicit a reaction. Ezra had warned him to be careful with which human women he bedded. Some simply wanted the pleasure he could provide, nothing more.

      Others had far different ideas in their heads.

      The lady pressed a hand to her chest. Her face and neck blushed an unbecoming blotchy red. “But Chauncy, it would be my first time!”

      He canted his head, furrowed his brow. “Do innocent ladies normally invite men to their hotel rooms?”

      She traced her finger along the front of the vest he had not yet divested himself of. The only article of clothing he’d taken off was his frock coat. He’d lost count of the pieces of clothing he’d taken off her—and he still had how many more?

      “I thought you were looking for companionship,” she murmured, fluttering her lashes again.

      He shrugged. “I have as healthy an appetite as the next”—he almost said faery—“man.”

      She pouted again. “Only until the wedding, though. After that, you must become a one-woman man. I insist.”

      What the hell was she talking about?

      Wait. Wedding.

      The fae referred to the person they committed themselves to for all of eternity as a mate. In the land of the Seelie, there would be a celebration to honor the decision, an excuse to gather, to drink and eat and be merry.

      Here, there was much more ceremony. An engagement. A wedding. Signed documents. Often, contracts. Money or goods sometimes exchanged.

      It didn’t make much sense to him, beyond knowing it was not something he was interested in getting entangled in.

      He took a step back. “What are your expectations of this situation?”

      For a moment, he thought she was going to pretend she had no idea what he was asking, but then she threw off the act and boldly said, “I presume, if you are willing to come to my room and have your wicked way with me”—the gleam in her eyes told him that despite whatever else she was about to say, she actually did want him to have his wicked way with her—“that you fully intend to ask for my hand in marriage.”

      Oh, hell. He’d obviously read the situation incorrectly.

      “We’ve only just met,” he said, trying unsuccessfully to keep the laughter out of his voice. He flapped a hand at the hotel room door. “An hour ago at most.”

      “I’ve been watching you,” she said, and it occurred to him that she would make an excellent spy, because he was a trained royal guard and he’d had no idea that she had been tracking him.

      “I’m not even sure I recall your name.”

      That gave her pause. She crossed her arms, pushing those delightful breasts high enough that they were in danger of spilling over the top of her loose corset. “What is it?”

      “What is what?”

      “My name.”

      “I just told you⁠—”

      “You intended to take my virginity and you don’t even know my name?”

      He scratched his head, his pointed ear twitching. Luckily, he’d covered himself with a glamour so she did not notice.

      “I did not intend to take your virginity. I presumed, by your actions, that you were experienced in the process of a man and woman coupling. And it’s Annie,” he said confidently.

      “Agnes,” she said coolly.

      It did not appear that his plans for the afternoon were going to transpire. Not that he’d had these particular plans until Agnes had caught his eye. Apparently deliberately.

      “I should summon my father,” she said, her voice still chilly, “and inform him of how you attempted to ruin me.”

      “Ruin you? What does that even mean?”

      She shook her head. “Sometimes you act like you are from a different world.”

      Chauncy laughed. He couldn’t help it. She’d certainly hit that nail on the head.

      “Perhaps it would be best if I left,” he suggested.

      “No!” she cried out, lunging forward. She must have caught her foot on the hem of her dress, because she stumbled and fell into his arms.

      Or, hell, for all he knew, it had been deliberate.

      She clung to him, sagging in his inadvertent embrace, looking up at him with beseeching eyes. “Please destroy my virtue,” she begged.

      “Er…” He had never heard that term before, but he suspected he understood what she meant. “Why are you so determined to have sex with me, Agnes?”

      Honestly, he understood—not the desire to have sex with him, specifically, but certainly the urge to find pleasure in someone’s arms. He recalled the sensation when he was a youngling, when his body craved something he hadn’t yet experienced. And he’d had enough dry spells over the years to appreciate the desperation she was portraying.

      But he was not convinced that was this woman’s reasoning. Possibly because this interaction had felt contrived almost from the start.

      He should have listened to his gut and simply kept walking when she’d winked at him from under that parasol.

      Damn it.

      Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears. She sniffled daintily. He didn’t think he’d ever before met someone who could cry on demand.

      “I don’t want to go back to the mainland with my father. He’s going to marry me off to a farmer!” The last sentence shifted into a wail that was accompanied by tears spilling over and tracking down her face.

      “What if I told you that I am a farmer?”

      He wasn’t, although he’d assisted with gardening responsibilities daily since Olive had allowed him to move into her home this past summer. He knew enough to determine that farming was not his optimal career choice. Since he already had a career as a royal guard for the queen of the Seelie, it was odd that he was eliminating something else, as if he were looking for a change.

      But that was definitely a thought for another time, when he wasn’t holding up a half dressed, crying woman who intended to trap him into marriage.

      “What?” Agnes straightened, the tears drying instantly. She tugged at her corset, pulling it higher to cover her breasts. “You don’t look like a farmer.” Her gaze lingered on the silvery scar under his left eye. A scar that did not come from any sort of farming equipment. “You don’t act like one either.”

      He thought he acted just like everyone else in his household, so apparently none of them acted like farmers.

      “What does a farmer act like, precisely?”

      “Not you,” she said coolly. She paused in the process of attempting to tug on the ribbons of her corset. “Are you truly a farmer?”

      “Yes,” he lied, because his gut told him that was what he needed to say to get out of this situation, and he had finally wised up and realized he should have listened to that sensation all along. “Turn around and I will tie⁠—”

      Knock, knock, knock. “Agnes, are you⁠—”

      Chauncy darted a glance over his shoulder and realized a scant moment too late that he’d not locked the door after Agnes invited him into her hotel room.

      Nor did he have time to cast magic at it before an older gentleman with thick white mutton chops, a sharply cut suit, and a wool top hat threw the door open and then stilled, his eyes growing wide, his mouth hanging open, his jowls quivering.

      “Papa, don’t look!” Agnes cried, her face and chest reddening while she flung her arms over her breasts, which, even though the corset was loosened, were still covered, so were the dramatics really necessary?

      “What is the meaning of this?” the older man, who Chauncy deduced was the young lady’s father, sputtered.

      Ezra had warned him: never let a single young lady’s parents catch you in a compromising situation.

      Definitely time to leave.

      But first…

      He snatched his coat from where he’d draped it over a chair. Agnes’s calculated gaze tracked him as he moved through the room. She followed the motion as he stroked his fingers along her temple, until her gaze went momentarily vacant.

      “What are you doing to my daughter?” her father demanded without moving from his post at the door.

      Chauncy headed his way, tipping an imaginary hat. “Adjusting her memories,” he said conversationally.

      “Adjusting what?”

      “Just as I’m about to do to you.” Chauncy dragged his fingers across the man’s temple.

      That befuddling spell Ezra had taught him sure was coming in handy today.
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      Chauncy eased out of the hotel room and waved his hand over the doorknob, locking it. This particular spell was a flimsy one, would hold for only a short time, but that was all he needed to make his escape.

      He flipped his frock coat over his shoulders, thrust his hands into the arm holes as he strode down the hall, the plush carpet eating the sound of his footfalls.

      He latched the final button a scant moment before entering the lobby, his goal that main entrance, slightly to his left.

      “Sir!”

      He hesitated, dragged a hand through his shaggy, shoulder-length locks. Virginia, who was Ezra’s mate and the resident expert on all things polite and acceptable in this world, liked to tease him that his hair was far too long to be proper. She also added that women likely adored it—she certainly did, she’d say with a heated look at her mate—so she recommended he not trim it.

      He'd taken her advice, partly because he really had no interest in trimming his hair, but also, her advice that women liked it was not wrong.

      Unfortunately, he’d learned that some men, especially those who took proprietary expectations to extremes, did not appreciate his, as Virginia called them, rugged good looks.

      “Yes, sir?” he said politely to the portly man who was striding his way.

      The gentleman’s name was Otis something-or-another. The fae did not have surnames, and Chauncy was terrible at recalling human surnames.

      “Are you a guest here?” Otis demanded as he came to a halt and puffed out his chest the way some birds did when they were trying to impress potential mates.

      The act was far more impressive when the birds did it.

      “I am not,” Chauncy said.

      Otis was fully aware of this fact.

      Otis knew he had taken up residence with the other fae who lived on this island. He did not know any of them were fae, however. No, his issue was far more basic than that.

      The security guard had an unrequited attraction to Olive that no one had been aware of until she mated with Joseph. Now that the object of his affection had been claimed by another man, Otis had decided to hold a grudge against Olive’s entire household.

      “Then you should not be here,” the stout man declared.

      “As I understand it, anyone is allowed to take a stroll along the hotel’s rather impressive porch.”

      “Does this look like the porch?” Otis flapped his beefy arm.

      Chauncy bit back a sigh and touched an imaginary hat. “I shall be on my way.”

      “That way,” Otis said, loudly, his beady eyed gaze raking over Chauncy’s overly long hair and the scar under his left eye. “I do not need you frightening away our guests who enter through the main entrance.”

      Chauncy could have argued that there were no more guests for the season. It was mid-November. The snow had begun to fall. Thick, heavy frost covered the ground each morning. A thin layer of ice stretched from the shoreline into the water in places.

      Soon, the great lake would be impassable, frozen over, at which point these crazy humans would use dogsleds and skis to make their way to the mainland—across the ice! To a faery who was naturally leery of large bodies of water, the concept was inconceivable.

      With little exception—such as Agnes and her father—anyone who intended to visit this island had done so and left for the season. Or they were planning to stay here until spring.

      But he did not feel like arguing with the annoyed human security guard. He knew from past experience that it would be futile.

      He turned on his heel and strode toward the side entrance Otis indicated, slipping from the building, appreciating the chill air as it slapped him in the face.

      But only for a few moments. As he walked along the path that would take him down to Main Street, he acknowledged that perhaps he should have worn a heavier coat for this excursion.

      The ever-present wind had picked up in velocity as well as dropped the temperature, cutting through his meager outfit as if he wore nothing at all. So much for multiple layers keeping him warm.

      Dark, menacing clouds had gathered to the west, low to the horizon, the promise of a vicious winter storm.

      It would be his first since he’d moved to this island. There had been powerful rainstorms over the last few months, but Willis regularly assured him that there was nothing quite as extraordinary—and frightening—as a winter storm on this island.

      Perhaps he would forgo his visit to the tavern, which had been his initial purpose for this stroll down Main Street before he’d been waylaid by a flirtatious smile and an empty promise.

      His reason for temporarily residing on this island was to understand the humans who lived all around him, to learn how different they were from the fae, so that when he went to the mainland in the spring to start his mission seeking out halfling fae, he would fit in with the humans and would be better able to communicate with the halflings.

      To explain to them—someone who possibly had never seen another faery in their entire life—what he was. What they were.

      How different they truly were from the humans.

      And that they were from an entirely different world. One that, if they so desired, they could visit, to even better understand their own heritage.

      He was expected to offer them advice as to how to maintain their secret and live a comfortable life among a people who did not know they existed.

      And if they did know, based on history, the humans would likely try to kill them all.

      The Salem witch trials were a rather poignant example of how humans reacted to something they perceived as too different from their norm.

      As he wandered down the wooden boardwalk that ran along Main Street, Chauncy noted that most of the businesses had closed up shop for the winter. The fudge shop, the lady’s boutique, even the ticket window at the docks had nailed a piece of plywood across the opening, a sign affixed to it that stated CLOSED UNTIL SPRING.

      He paused as he crossed the wide, cobblestone entrance to the docks. A ferry had pulled up alongside one of the wooden docks thrust out into the water. Since there was no one to greet them, a member of the crew hopped out onto the wooden deck and caught the thick length of rope that was tossed to him, tying it to the nearest post before hurrying down to do the same to the next one.

      This was a curious enough sight all on its own because this did not appear to be a supply ship but a passenger ferry, and those had stopped for the season weeks ago.

      Not to mention, surely they had noticed the storm clouds before they left the mainland.

      Although Annie or Agnes or whatever her name was had mentioned that she and her father were leaving the island soon, so perhaps that was the purpose of this ferry.

      He glanced over his shoulder, back toward the Grand. The island was east of the mainland, which meant if they intended to leave today, Agnes and her father would be heading right into that storm.

      While he did not pretend to understand anything about boats and steering them across the water, Chauncy understood self-preservation, and he could not imagine any self-respecting sailor would be willing to do that. Not until that storm passed.

      Looked like Agnes would have at least another day to find herself an unwitting man whom she might be able to trap into marriage.

      He turned back to the ferry, watched as passengers disembarked. Not crew from the ship but actual civilian passengers.

      An older woman with a scarf wrapped around her head. The wisps of hair that had escaped the scarf were straggly and gray. Her bulbous nose was bright red, no doubt from the wind while on that boat. The rest of her face held a faintly green tinge.

      Not one who traveled over the seas well, then. Although, with the way the wind was whipping up the waves, he imagined even the heartiest of seafarers might feel a tad queasy.

      The woman wore a wool overcoat with no adornment. Not a brooch nor fancy buttons. Even the scarf was a simple brown with no design to speak of.

      A carpetbag hung from her wrist. As she tried to hand it to a young man on the dock, a strong wave crashed into the ferry, rocking it more than she anticipated and sending her stumbling to the side.

      She released her grip on the carpetbag before the sailor had grasped it. The bag should have fallen through the gap between the boat and the wooden planks.

      But it did not.

      It landed on the dock, at the surprised sailor’s feet.

      The woman reached for the boat railing to steady herself and glanced over her shoulder.

      At another woman.

      At least, Chauncy presumed she was a woman, based on the softness of her features and the curves that were not entirely hidden under a coat designed for much bulkier and wider shoulders. She also wore wool trousers tucked into leather boots, instead of a skirt like nearly every other woman he’d come into contact with in this world.

      A hat with a wide brim covered most of her head—again, one a man would wear. A working man at that. Her straight dark hair was tied at her nape, the strands draping over one shoulder and down her back.

      She, too, had a decidedly green tinge to her otherwise brown skin, although she was doing a far better job of hiding her discomfort.

      While all of that was curious enough to cause him to stare, it wasn’t nearly as shocking as the fact that the woman had an aura around her brighter than any human he’d ever seen. Even Virginia, who had the uncanny ability to see her mate’s wings despite him hiding them behind a glamour.

      This young woman also had dark eyes with no whites around the pupils.

      While her ears were hidden underneath the hat, if they were exposed, he suspected he’d discover that they were pointed.

      This woman was a halfling faery.

      That was how the carpetbag had landed on the dock rather than fallen into the frigid water. She’d helped it along using her magic.

      How absolutely fascinating that a halfling had come to him, rather than him having to seek her out next spring, when he’d planned to go to the mainland to begin his search.

      She hadn’t noticed him standing at the entrance to the lot where normally horses and carriages and wagons waited to assist passengers to wherever they needed to go on the island. She was too busy helping the sailor assist the older, human woman from the ferry to the boardwalk.

      That task complete, she hopped off the boat, landing lightly on the wooden planks, and then turned her back to him and reached for the carpetbag.

      There were no wings on her back.

      Where were her wings?
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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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