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      Alice Henderson was a legend at Wicklow College long before she took a header three and a half stories from her apartment window to the sidewalk below.

      We were sharing a bottle of wine, sitting on my front stoop across the breezeway from the stairway door leading to Alice’s apartment. Watching the forensics people and police go in and out was the most exciting thing happening at the college on a Friday afternoon.

      We weren’t in position to see the body or any of the activity around that. Her remains were on the other side of the building, and the police had all that cordoned off.

      “There were rumors—which she did nothing to discourage—that she worked for the CIA back in the fifties and sixties,” Kelly Grace, the college librarian and archivist, told me. “I had her as a professor—the last time twelve years ago—before they finally stopped assigning her classes. She was getting a little absent-minded. At one point, she gave the same lecture three classes in a row—verbatim, someone recorded them. Sometimes she’d wander off topic and tell us about her love affairs. One of them sounded an awful lot like the script for Casablanca.”

      “I find it amazing they’ve allowed her to keep that apartment after she was no longer an employee,” I said.

      “Where would she go?” Kelly asked. “She didn’t have any close family, and she lived in that apartment the past thirty years. She probably felt she was being generous by not charging the college rent.”

      I chuckled. “I do hope I’m not still here in thirty years. There has to be a life after Wicklow.”

      David Hamilton, who lived directly across the breezeway from me and downstairs from Alice, wandered over and leaned against the wall.

      “The police at first thought it might be a suicide,” he said, “until I pointed out that Alice was eighty-five, used a cane, and probably wasn’t able to climb up on the table in front of that window. She couldn’t even climb the stairs to her apartment. The college installed a stair lift for her several years ago.”

      “I heard someone say something about a note?” I asked.

      David nodded. “Sam Kagan showed me an enigmatic note—not in Alice’s handwriting—that didn’t sound at all like a suicide note. Actually sounded a little threatening.”

      I perked up my ears. “Ooo. What did it say?”

      David and Kelly laughed.

      “Are you going to play Miss Marple?” Kelly asked.

      “Got any better ideas? Wicklow is definitely lacking in what I consider normal forms of entertainment.”

      “You have no proof,” David said.

      “Huh?” Kelly and I said in unison.

      “That’s what the note said.”

      “How do you know it wasn’t her handwriting?” I asked.

      He gave me an indulgent smile. “She leaves me notes. Alice hasn’t driven in twenty years, so she has me stop by the liquor store for her. She gets her groceries delivered, but the liquor store won’t do that. Or, at least they didn’t in the past. I haven’t bothered to check if they do now.”

      “What kind of liquor?” Kelly asked. “Sherry?”

      He shook his head. “Aged single malt scotch. Sometimes she remembers to reimburse me for it.”

      “Well,” Kelly said, “I hope the cops clear this up soon. This may sound terrible, but I can’t wait to get my hands on her private papers.”

      “I guess archivists have their priorities,” I said, looking at David and rolling my eyes.

      “It’s the book,” Kelly replied. “I’m writing her biography, and she held back a bunch of her private papers until after she died. If I can get them, I can finish the book and publish it. I get half the royalties, and the other half goes to her estate.”

      “Assuming that wasn’t why she was killed, and the papers haven’t been stolen,” I said.

      Kelly shook her head. “No, most of them are in the archives in the library. She may have more in her rooms, though. I must say that this isn’t the ending I expected.”

      David shook his head. “I doubt anyone waited until she was eighty-five to kill her over some old papers. Hell, she has to have outlived all of her enemies.”

      “Maybe she levitated out the window,” I said.

      Kelly shrugged “If she could levitate, she wouldn’t have needed the stair lift.”

      “Would you like some wine?” I asked David as I stood to go refill my glass. “Kelly? A refill?”

      When both of them said yes, I simply brought the bottle out with a fresh glass for David. A few minutes later, Lieutenant Sam Kagan of the Wicklow City Police strolled over to us.

      “I’ve already spoken with Dr. Hamilton. Did either of you see or hear anything?”

      Kelly and I shook our heads.

      “You folks were already here when I came by after I got off work,” Kelly said.

      “The first I knew anything had happened was when I heard the sirens,” I told him. “I was out in the greenhouse. Any signs of a struggle? Or maybe someone searched the place for hidden treasure once they tossed her out?”

      He gave me an exasperated look. “We don’t know what happened. The window is open, and she fell out.”

      “Yeah,” I said, “pretty clumsy of her. You’d think she’d know where that window was after living there for thirty years.”

      “I don’t need you doing any amateur sleuthing.”

      “Of course not. I barely knew the woman.” I had actually had dinner with her once at the Faculty Club. She invited me, asked a lot of nosey questions, and stuck me with the bill. Otherwise, the extent of our relationship was to exchange greetings on the occasional times we passed each other while walking about the campus.

      I had promised Kelly that I would proofread the chapters as she finished them. I also offered to format the manuscript. I had published two books of my own and remembered the picky little things my editors had whined about.

      Kagan started to turn away, but I called to him. “Lieutenant?”

      “Yes, Dr. Robinson?”

      “Please don’t forget to clean out the refrigerator.” I gave him my sweetest poisonous smile.

      He glowered at me, and I batted my eyes at him. The police had barred entrance to the last murder scene at Wicklow for six months, and the refrigerator had turned into a toxic mess. In the end, they didn’t clean the refrigerator, they just threw it away.

      “What did she teach?” I asked as the wine ran out and I started thinking about dinner.

      “She was an illusionist,” David said. “She also had some talent as an alchemist. Quite a strong witch. Both talents would have been rather handy when she was with the CIA.”

      “Is that real?” I asked. “I mean, did she really work for the CIA? Other than as a secretary?”

      “I’ll let you know as soon as I can get my hands on all her papers,” Kelly said. “Supposedly, that’s why she held them back. Top secret, you know? She said if the book came out before she died, the spooks in Washington would come looking for her.”

      “What did your father have to say about that?” I asked. Kelly’s father was English and had spent most of his career stationed in the U.S. Based on a few things she had said, I suspected he was with MI-6.

      Kelly shrugged. “He said his contacts in U.S. intelligence had heard of her, but he’s twenty years younger than she was. I’m hungry. Anyone else?”
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      “Savanna, someone else you know supposedly worked for an intelligence service,” David said after we had ordered dinner at the Faculty Club.

      “Oh, really? And who might that be?” I asked.

      “Lowell Carragher.” The way David eyed me, looking for a reaction, made me determined not to react at all. Lowell owned a local bookstore, and I had been to dinner with him a couple of times. Lowell and David were fishing buddies, and I suspected both might be fishing for a more intimate acquaintance than I had shared with either.

      “CIA?” I asked.

      “Naval Intelligence. He was in the Navy for ten years. Spent much of it in South America. Alice was teaching here at that time, so I doubt he could shed much light on her spying activities.”

      “I’ve heard the Bolivian Navy is a major national security threat,” Kelly said, winking at me.

      David shrugged. “I know he’s fluent in Spanish. We took a trip down to Argentina together, and he knew the place quite well.”

      “Was Alice a linguist?” I asked.

      “French, Spanish, German, Russian,” Kelly answered. “Probably a smattering of other languages, but she has books in those languages on her shelves. Gave me a lecture once on the beauty of Dostoevsky’s prose.”

      “She was a beauty in her day,” David said.

      Kelly nodded. “And from what she shared with me, she used her looks shamelessly in the service of her country.”

      “What about her time here? Did you say she was at Wicklow for thirty years?”

      Kelly became quite animated. “She was a fascinating woman. Taught both magic and history. One of the last full professors who didn’t hold a doctorate. Very involved with students, and served on the Faculty Council forever. Losing her seat there was her major disappointment when she retired.”

      “She was very close with Jerome Carver,” David said. “It was rumored that they had an affair years ago. She was twenty years older than him, but that wouldn’t have stopped her. She made a pass at me last week. She’s been doing it for twenty years. It was sort of a game we played.”

      Carver was the Dean of Academics, and the man who hired me. I had heard from others that he was a philanderer, in spite of being married to a woman ten years his junior.

      I grinned at him. “What do you think she’d have done if you accepted?”

      He didn’t even blush. “Stripped me down in a New York minute. Probably had me right there on the stairs. Alice was neither bashful nor coy.” He winked at me. “When you live downstairs from someone for twenty-five years, you hear a lot of things. Alice wasn’t a quiet lover.”

      “Did she have any health problems that you know of?” I asked.

      They both shook their heads.

      “Other than old age, no,” David said. “She was getting a little senile, but since she didn’t get out much anymore, that really didn’t cause any problems. I never saw her depressed.”

      After we ate dinner, I asked, “Would you consider me morbid for wanting to see where this happened? I’ve actually never walked around that side of the building before.” I’d been at Wicklow for two months, and much of the college and the town remained unexplored.

      “If the police don’t still have it closed off,” David said.

      We left through the back door of the Faculty Club, which let out across from the library and museum. We walked past a parking lot used primarily by visitors and those attending concerts and theatrical performances at the president’s mansion. The college had the largest theater and provided most of the cultural events in the area.

      The buildings surrounding the two quadrangles of Wicklow College were either three or four stories high, and none had elevators. The senior faculty apartments, where David and I lived, were three stories, and Alice occupied a third-floor apartment across the stairway and above David.

      “She liked the view,” David said. “When her knee got so bad, the college offered to move her into a first-floor apartment, but she wouldn’t have it.”

      I looked up and saw that all the apartments on that side had waist-high windows extending almost to the ceiling. I knew those upper windows provided a view of Wicklow City and the river to the north. The plunge from Alice’s apartment to the sidewalk below was probably thirty or thirty-five feet. Yellow police tape presented a barrier we had to walk around, but we could see the chalk outline of where she came to rest and the blood stains on the sidewalk.

      The body was gone, as were the police and the medical examiner’s staff. I saw that the window was still open, with a curtain fluttering in the breeze, and felt sick. Maybe going to see that right after dinner wasn’t a very good idea.

      “That’s a long way to fall,” I said.

      “Yes, and it looked as though she landed on her head and upper body,” David said. “I heard the medical examiner say that death was probably instantaneous.”

      “When did either of you see her last?”

      Kelly looked thoughtful, while David immediately said, “Yesterday. I was coming in from my afternoon class, and she was on her way to dinner at the Faculty Club. That was about four-fifteen, maybe four-thirty. She liked an early dinner, and she ate over there most of the time. With the faculty discount, it was cheaper than cooking at home—although I don’t ever remember her cooking.”

      “It was last weekend,” Kelly said. “I came over, and we worked on the book. It really is exciting in places. I finished up two chapters in the nineteen fifties. Her eyesight wasn’t very good, so I would read it to her, and then we’d go through and edit it.”

      “And what was she doing in the fifties?” I asked.

      “Sleeping with a lot of men in Berlin. Both sides of the Wall. It really will read like a spy novel.”

      “She didn’t use a computer?” I asked.

      Kelly shook her head. “Never learned to use one, at least according to her. There were a lot of things that she said she was too old to learn, but I’m not sure that was always true. When she wanted to, she was incredibly quick to pick up on things.”

      As we rounded the corner of the building and climbed the steps to the breezeway separating the two blocks of apartments, I heard noise from the construction of the bandstand on the Quad.

      “What are you doing this weekend?” I asked.

      “Me?” Kelly replied. “Going to Pittsburgh. My days of celebrating Samhain in Wicklow are over. I’m too old for that. A friend has tickets to a concert.”

      David chuckled. “I’m going fishing. I’m taking Lowell’s spare room at his cabin.”

      “And no one invited me anywhere,” I said, looking straight at David. He blushed and looked away, while Kelly had a coughing fit.

      “Sorry. My friend isn’t into threesomes,” she said when she gained control again, and it was my turn to blush.
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      Most universities mark time with their breaks—Thanksgiving, Christmas, New Year, Spring Break, Summer. At arcane colleges, the Solstices, Beltane, Samhain, Yule, and other solar and traditional holidays created additional short breaks that students treasured.

      The funny thing was, the official celebrations of holidays and the student celebrations were often different. Take Samhain—or Halloween as it was more commonly called in the United States. In most colleges and universities, it was viewed with dread by the administrators and faculty. The students, on the other hand, looked forward to a huge party.

      At Wicklow College of the Arcane Arts, the administration and faculty considered it an enormous party to be dreaded. It was an arcane event that contained an element of religion combined with terror.

      Traditionally, the Celtic event of Samhain was a time when the veils between the real world and the world of the ancestors thinned, and the ancestors could cross—whether in their personas or simply to communicate.

      It was my first Samhain at Wicklow, but I had experienced the holiday at the Institute of Witchcraft on its various West Coast campuses for the past twenty years—several of those celebrations as a joyous student participant, and for the past dozen or so years, dreading it as a faculty member.

      Of course, the college celebrations were usually rather mild in some aspects compared to the celebrations in Santa Fe, the center of the International Witches’ Council, where I grew up. I had also attended the celebration in Scotland—the original site of the tradition—a couple of times as a teen. Not quite as wild as the Beltane celebration when I was sixteen, but the less said about that the better.

      I assumed Professor Emeritus Henderson’s untimely death the week before Samhain would add some spice to the event. I was sure most students had no idea she even existed, and most recent faculty, such as myself, were barely aware of her. But from the stories David and Kelly told me, it could be predicted that her legend would grow significantly. And of course, the possibility that her shade might cross the veil to reveal her killer definitely added a delightful shiver to the story.

      Even though Samhain fell on a Wednesday, the students of Wicklow were not to be denied. The Friday night before, they partied until well after the bars closed.

      My apartment was about as far as one could get from the dorms and Howard Quad—the center of the festivities—and still be on campus. I guessed the president’s residence was more protected from the noise, but since I had no desire to take on the headaches of his position, or sample his bed, I was destined to remain ignorant.

      I got up Saturday morning, ate breakfast, and caught the bus into town. After I had waited for weeks, my new bicycle arrived, and the idea of gaining some control over my mobility was one of the most exciting things that had happened to me since I arrived in Wicklow.

      The woman I dealt with at the bike store had seemed to understand what I wanted, and to my pleasant surprise, my new baby was everything I imagined. It had seven speeds to manage the hills in the area, a pretty wicker front basket, a rear luggage rack, and a trailer to haul groceries.

      I had originally wanted it in black, but it was available only in cream color. Since I considered myself a white witch, I decided that was fine. I took it for a spin around town, and was quite satisfied when I pulled up in front of Carragher’s Books and chained the bike to a parking meter.

      The chain wasn’t really necessary for security, but I figured I’d give casual passers-by a break. Bumping against the bike or the chain was harmless. Cutting the chain or the lock—or messing with the bike itself—would release a jolt of very unpleasant magic. Sort of like sticking a finger in an electrical socket.

      Lowell Carragher was reading the latest bestseller from a young author in Ireland. He pretended to be engrossed and not paying attention to whomever walked in the door, but I caught a brief flash of his eyes turned toward me.

      “Stop pretending to be intellectual,” I said, leaning on the counter and giving him a smile. “Are you hiding porn or a comic book?”

      He laughed and put the book down. “And how are you this pretty fall day, Savanna?”

      “I’m wonderful. I got my new wheels. Want to come and see?”

      I led him outside, and he walked around the bike, inspecting it.

      “Have you named it yet?” he finally asked.

      “Baby, because she’s my baby, and I love her! I’m planning on riding her out to your resort for lunch. How come you’re here? I thought you and David were going fishing.”

      “David went fishing. I’ll join him tomorrow. Coffee or a cup of tea?”

      We went back into the store, and he brewed me a cup of tea.

      “I assume you heard about Alice Henderson?” I asked as I took a seat at the small table next to the counter.

      He nodded. “Her death wasn’t a surprise, given her age, but leaping out the window? I wouldn’t have believed the old gal had it in her.”

      “How well did you know her?” I asked. Lowell knew almost everyone, and especially the Wicklow College faculty members.

      “Better than most,” he said. “She was one of my professors thirty years ago. A friend of my mother’s.”

      “What do you think about her CIA stories?”

      Lowell shrugged. “Any particular story you’re interested in? I have no idea which of her stories were real, or which were embellished, but I do know she worked for the U.S. intelligence apparatus.”

      “I heard that you did, as well.”

      That got me a wink. “I had aspirations to be the American Ian Fleming, but I never got around to writing the books.” He took a drink of his coffee. “I spent most of my Navy time in Latin America. Alice and I knew a lot of the same places, although she was retired and teaching here by the time I was stationed down there.”

      “Which places?”

      “Argentina and southern South America, mostly. She knew a lot about the Falkland Islands, and she was there when the war between the UK and Argentina blew up. She owns a townhouse in Montevideo, Uruguay. At least, I think she still does. Did. She used to go down there in the summers when the college was out of session.”

      He got a faraway look, his hand lightly rubbing his chin.

      “What?” I asked.

      “Wondering who her heirs might be. That townhouse was nice.”

      “Don’t you own enough?” In addition to the bookstore, a shopping center on the other side of the river, and half of a resort north of Wicklow City, I knew that Lowell owned at least three houses in various parts of the country.

      He grinned. “I was thinking of a place for you. Have you thought at all what you’ll do next summer? Hang around and go fishing with David and me?”

      “Actually, I was planning on Spain and France.”

      “Too hot. You know, there’s an old Irish proverb that says friends come and go, but enemies accumulate. The person you should talk to about Alice is Kelly Grace. You know she’s writing a book about Alice, don’t you?”

      I nodded. “She asked me to proofread and format it before she sends it to the publisher. Well, thanks for the tea. I’m off to have lunch at your sister’s place.”

      “Be careful. People around here don’t pay enough attention to bicycles. Some of these idiots think the bicycle lanes are there so they can pass on the right.”

      “What good is witchcraft if you can’t cast a shield spell around your bicycle?” I asked, giving him a smile and a wink.

      I hadn’t ridden a bike since leaving California two months before. I did use the university recreation center to swim regularly, and I had been riding their stationary bikes. But, after a twenty-mile ride into the country north of Wicklow City, my legs were screaming in pain. When I reached the resort and got off the bicycle, I wasn’t sure my legs were going to hold me up.

      Susan, Lowell’s sister and the resort manager, came out on the lodge’s porch and looked the bike over.

      “Pretty fancy,” she said. “I’m used to seeing mountain bikes, or motorcycles out here.”

      “Nope, this is urban transportation,” I replied, taking my helmet off and shaking out my hair. “Maybe winter will convince me I need a car, but a bike similar to this provided everything I needed in San Francisco.”

      She laughed. “How many times did you get three feet of snow in San Francisco? Interested in some lunch?”

      “That’s what I came out for.”

      After a pleasant lunch with a glass of wine, I crawled back on the bike and headed back to town. My legs let me know I was over-doing it before I reached the main road.

      I stopped at the grocery store and was in the middle of my shopping when I heard Kelly’s voice behind me.

      “Is Steven here?”

      Usually, either Steve McCollum or Kelly gave me a ride to the store.

      “No, I got my new bicycle. What are you doing here? I thought you were going to a concert in Pittsburgh.”

      Her face twisted into a very unhappy frown. “So did I. Sam Kagan hauled me into the police station for questioning, and I’ve been there all day.”

      “About?”

      “Alice’s death. They found my fingerprints in her apartment, so Kagan cooked up some fantasy about me murdering her. Now it’s too late to make it to the concert.”

      “Yours weren’t the only ones they found, were they?”

      She shook her head. “They found David’s on the outside of her door jamb, but none inside. They also found Sebastian Fernandez’s prints in several places.”

      “Who’s Sebastian Fernandez?”

      “Her former brother-in-law. She hated him.”

      “Well, I guess we’ll see if Kagan follows that clue.”

      We finished our shopping and left the store.

      “That’s an old lady bicycle,” Kelly said, a frown on her face as she scrutinized my new pride and joy.

      “I’m an old lady,” I said as I loaded my groceries into the trailer. “Isn’t this neat? No more bumming rides to the store.”

      “I’m sure you’ll enjoy it in the rain, or this winter with snow and ice.”

      I shrugged. “The lady at the bike store said I can get chains, or even special winter snow tires. We’ll see. So, did you satisfy Kagan, or are you still on his list?”

      “I don’t know. My prints are all over her place, and on the papers she and I worked with. He even tried to accuse me of trying to steal Alice’s computer.” Kelly’s lips curled into an expression of distaste. “She didn’t have a computer. Didn’t know how to use one. I had one of the college’s old laptops up at her place for me to use.”

      I finished strapping my boxes onto the trailer, then took my bike and walked with her over to where her car was parked.

      “You may be next,” Kelly said. “I overheard that they think Alice was drugged before she went out the window. The ME’s report said they aren’t sure what the drugs in her system were.” She winked at me. “Sounds like an apothecarial conspiracy to me.”

      I watched her drive off, then rode to the college. I had already sweet-talked one of the maintenance men into installing a small bike rack next to my back door inside the walled herb garden. I parked the bike and locked it, disconnected the trailer, and locked it under the wooden stairs.

      After hauling the groceries up to my apartment, I poured a hot bath to soak my poor aching legs. A glass of wine and a plate of cheese and fruit capped off a very fulfilling day.
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      I answered a knock on the door to discover Lieutenant Sam Kagan holding a file folder.

      “Dr. Robinson. Do you have a few minutes?”

      “Certainly, Lieutenant. Come in. May I get you something to drink?”

      “Oh, no, I’m fine.”

      He took a seat on the couch in my sitting room, and placed the file folder on the coffee table.

      “We got the toxicology results on Alice Henderson,” he said. “I was hoping you might take a look at them.”

      I sat down and opened the folder. “It seems pretty straightforward,” I said after scanning results. “What did you find in the teacup?”

      He cocked his head. “Who said anything about a teacup?”

      “I just assumed that she drank this as a tea. Stomach contents included chamomile, sugar, lemon juice, peppermint, and valerian. A tea meant for helping someone to sleep, but not, I would think, for drinking in the middle of the afternoon. I assume it was ingested shortly before death, or it would have been completely absorbed.”
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"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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