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      When I say dragonflies, most people think of the insect with a long narrow body and speedy little wings. My aunt used to call them sewing needles rather than dragonflies. But here, on Jewel Island, they were tiny little dragons, perhaps the length of my thumb with gossamer wings. Literally, dragon flies, or perhaps dragon-flies. These creatures were, like everything else on Jewel Island, magical.

      I’d heard they appear every thirty-eight months and stay for six to nine weeks. This varied depending upon the magical enclave. One enclave had them every eleven months, while another had them about every 75 months. Definitely not normal patterns and I could see no rhyme or reason. They didn’t appear more often in southern areas or in the north, nor did they stick around only in spring or summer. They just appeared on a schedule, no matter the season.

      While they were cute in the way that kittens and puppies tended to be cute, more dragon than fly, there could be problems. Magic tended to go awry or not work the way it normally did when the dragon-flies showed up.

      The first day they’d appeared during my first dragon-fly season, I’d nearly burnt myself when a stream of fire came out of my kitchen faucet rather than water. Fortunately, I have quite an affinity for fire magic which gave me some protection. Plus, my beautiful calico cat, Peony, assisted in making sure the magic didn’t harm me.

      In theory, Jewel Island won’t let someone bonded with it be killed, but the island has an interesting definition of being killed. I could inadvertently kill myself by doing something stupid because the island would assume I was getting the result I wanted. Or, if it didn’t recognize me, I could die because, apparently, it only cares about people it knows.

      I didn’t know everything about magic, having only been on the island for about six months. Until my arrival, I’d just been an ordinary fat woman accountant whose husband had decided to trade her in for a younger, thinner model. I’d been out of work, looking for a job, preferably something close to my background in finance. Jewel Island needed an accountant, which was how I came to be here.

      So far, I’d learned that everyone has the potential for magic, but you don’t actually start using magic until you begin to accept all parts of yourself. It seems the things you are most ashamed of are the parts that provide your magic.

      While I’d felt ashamed of being fat for much of my life, trying to make myself smaller, after my divorce, I’d had to come to terms with the fact that I was who I was and part of that was being a fat woman. I didn’t need to keep trying to be smaller. I could go out and enjoy the things I loved. If people didn’t like my body, that was their problem, not mine. I believe that’s why I came into my magic when I did, although I have many other things I feel rather ashamed of, there was nothing else that was so obviously, culturally less than acceptable about me.

      Jewel Island is an island in the middle of Lake Michigan, not on any map that I could find, though we are connected to the real world by internet, post office, and the ferry system, not that a non-magical person will see a stop for Jewel if they take the ferry from Michigan to Wisconsin. No one had explained me how the captain would know to stop on Jewel if a magical person wants to go there. Further, if I wanted to leave, the ferry would just appear there on its next run, as if the boat itself was psychic.

      If that wasn’t confusing enough, if I wanted my sisters to visit me, I’d just need to do the inviting. Like the island gave them special sticker or something that said, “mage family.” Every time I got a little comfortable with what I thought the rules of magic were, I’d learn something new.

      Bernice, the interim mayor and the woman who taught many of the mages on the island—and we were mages, not witches to differentiate ourselves from the Wiccan community—didn’t know how things worked and said no one really did. Ian, my friend who runs the B&B didn’t know either and, other than Bernice, he seemed to know the most about the island, at least of the people I was comfortable pestering with questions.

      I mean, Lauren, our local librarian probably knew a lot, but she was quieter and self-contained and I didn’t know her as well. I mean, Ian had come to my rescue when I’d nearly been killed by Damien Bain, a former resident, and that kind of experience creates a bond between people. Bernice had also helped, although I’d suspected her motives right down to the moment she’d helped save my life.

      The day the dead body turned up on the island was not long after tax time, just a few days after the dragon-flies appeared. Ian was in my office wearing one of his plaid vests—this one in blues—over a white shirt and black jeans, along with black plaid high tops. He’d always looked young and when he’d started managing the B&B, he thought the vests made him look older. Black looked professional. The plaid was to remind himself not to be boring. The shoes, he said, were just comfortable.

      We were in the reception area of the office, near the desk not far from the front door. It was a quieter time than it had been just a week ago, even. The building smelled of old coffee and the faintest hint of clover, thanks to the dragon-flies. The large picture windows along the entire back wall showcased the lake, which wasn’t glassy smooth, holding the occasional white cap wave out in the distance.

      Between us and the windows was a sunken living room, very mid-century modern with bench seats and a large fireplace angled towards the room. The HVAC hummed because that morning had been sunny, if not particularly warm. Unfortunately, the large windows meant the poor system worked extra hard all year round, but the view was worth it.

      Fog rolled in, which is always a sign that the ferry is coming. The ferry arrives when someone needs to leave or when someone is arriving.

      Ian paused in our conversation, frowning.

      “That’s odd,” he said walking closer to the window.

      “What is?” I asked.

      “I think everyone’s here and accounted for, and I’m not expecting anyone at the B&B,”

      “Maybe it’s someone that didn’t make plans ahead of time,” I said. Sometimes folks just dropped in and hoped. I knew I wouldn’t feel a need to let Ian know if I needed a room. The B&B tended to accommodate everyone.

      Magic.

      Ian shook his head. “I’d know. It’s my link to the B&B. It’s not someone coming here. I thought there was earlier, but that feeling passed. I know it’s not someone planning on staying with one of the residents. It’s weird. I wonder if Bernice has felt it.”

      I frowned.

      “I should go down there,” Ian said, meaning he should go down to our little dock where the ferry would stop, the fog hiding the island from eyes that didn’t need to see it. Or couldn’t. I wasn’t sure which.

      I grabbed a light jacket and followed him. We’d been planning on doing lunch, my treat for all the times Ian had made sure I’d eaten during tax season. But the docks weren’t far, we’d have time after to go to lunch.

      “I’ll be back,” I called to Jack.

      “I’ll be here,” Jack called. He missed seeing Ian standing next to me mouthing the words, “I’ll be back” and attempting to look tough. Attempting being the key word. Ian is much more a blonde David Tennant than Arnold Schwarzenegger.

      The fog had cooled the air further and I was thankful for the jacket. Dragon-flies flew around us in a rainbow of colors making the air smell like clover. The scent seemed to come from the tiny plumes of flame they spit periodically. Their tiny wings made a low hum as they flitted around us, a nice counterpoint to the sounds of water splashing against the sand.

      Ian headed down the hill to the dock. Our dock was not exactly something to write home about, merely a long wooden jetty that stuck out into the lake. The small gravel parking area could accommodate four cars, not that there were any cars on the island, so perhaps it was generously sized.

      I passed the clothing store and noticed David, the proprietor, looking out the window. He frowned as he watched us walk by, Ian in front and me trailing slightly behind. Ian was normally one to stand with someone talking, his hands moving as fast as his tongue and probably expressing even more. The fact that he was practically racing down the hill and not waiting for me spoke volumes.

      My anxiety ratcheted up, my heart beating faster than it should have for the distance we were going. I may be fat, but I can run when I want to and I’m in decent shape. The movement wasn’t raising my heart rate. Worry was. Despite the chill, I felt a cool sweat breaking out. My arms tingled, as they always did when magic was being done.

      We got to the dock as the ferry was leaving. Someone was lying on the wooden slats, face up to the fog, which seemed weird.

      Ahead of me, Ian stopped.

      “We need to go get Xavier,” he whispered.

      “And why is that?” Bernice asked. She’d come up behind me, silent as ever. The way she walked, she’d probably thought we were strolling along.

      “I’m not sure that person’s alive,” Ian said. “I get nothing from them.”

      Bernice didn’t even raise one of her thin eyebrows before she pulled out her phone and called the police while we all stood at the foot of the dock. When she hung up, she gave us a hard stare.

      “I guess I’m the one who gets to go see who it is and if they’re alive, Ian’s magical sense notwithstanding.” She walked, her back straight as a Marine’s, as always, her dyed white hair trimmed close about her head, a fine contrast to her dark skin.

      I was more than happy to wait there. Being an accountant does not prepare one for seeing dead bodies, and I had yet to see any movement from the person on the dock. At least I hadn’t yet seen a ghost.
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      The fog lifted quickly, as it always did once the ferry was heading back to either Michigan or Wisconsin. The fog wouldn’t be completely gone until the boat was too far for any normal human eye to see. Any mages on board would know the island was there, though we couldn’t see it either. I’d looked when I’d gone to my sister’s for the holidays.

      I heard the sound of golf carts driving down the road. Xavier, the chief of police stepped from the first cart. A thin man of average height with very black skin and hair shorn quite short around his head, he didn’t seem like a powerful man, physically, but there was a presence about him that made you take notice.

      He glanced at me and Ian, standing in the parking lot, arms crossed, before hurrying down the wooden dock. His feet thudded against the boards and the dock shivered with his steps. In a normal place, I’d worry that he was going to fall over into the water, but here, the island wouldn’t let that happen, or perhaps it would. It would just make sure he didn’t die.

      A second golf cart pulled up, this one pulling a trailer with all sorts of paraphernalia to move an injured person and probably to examine a dead body at a crime scene. Xavier’s deputy, Carl, manned that cart. He stood a few inches over six feet, with fair skin that he claimed never tanned, only freckled. I’d always felt his presence as solid and dependable.

      He was one of the few men on the island who was larger than me. I’m not particularly tall, but I am wide. We’d gone out a few times, the interest stronger on Carl’s part than mine. I just didn’t feel it. Gerald, Carl’s former boyfriend, still had feelings. The glares I got whenever I went to Derry’s and Gerald was working had made me more than a little uncomfortable. It would take a far stronger interest than I had in Carl to make me put up with that. Fortunately, Carl accepted my feelings with good grace and we remained friendly, if not particularly close.

      Carl got out of the golf cart and paused to talk to Bernice who was standing closer to the dock than either Ian or me. A gust of wind blew through carrying their words away from my ears so I couldn’t overhear what they were saying. I watched as Bernice gave a single nod and turned away. Carl turned to follow Xavier.

      Xavier bent down near the body. Xavier’s arm, which at that angle looked a bit too long for his body, reached out and felt for a pulse at the neck. The angle of his head, the stillness of his body against the slight shimmy of the dock spoke to the intensity of his concentration upon the body that lay there.

      Xavier stood up and motioned for Carl. The two conferred for a moment. Carl turned and headed back towards us. Xavier stood there, silent, his hands bunched into slight fists. I felt the slightest tingle on my arms when Xavier began to weave magic. Considering the distance, it suggested a spell with a lot of power.

      “Wow,” Ian muttered.

      “The magic?” I said.

      He nodded. “I can feel it from here. Hell, it feels like you’re doing it.”

      It made me wonder if that was an effect of the dragon-flies, and only then did I realize that they hadn’t followed us into the parking lot. Or if they had, they’d left not long after.

      “Did you notice there are no dragon-flies around?” I asked, turning to search for the tiny creatures that had flittered around us as we’d walked to the dock.

      Ian looked around, too. “Odd. I’ve walked down here and along the beach and they’ve always followed me.”

      I wondered if the dragon-flies didn’t like dead bodies. Or maybe they hadn’t liked the fog, or the magic that brought the fog, and had fled until it lifted.

      “Well?” Bernice asked when Carl neared. No breeze blew her voice away from us this time.

      “Xavier says it looks like Alexander Milton from Far Haven, Maine,” Carl said. “But why he was coming here, we don’t know.”

      A chill went down my back. Alexander Milton had been part of the investigative team looking into Damien Bain’s many crimes. Far Haven, where Damien was being held, was considered the Alcatraz of magical prisons and as soon as Jewel Island had testified as to what he’d done—via Bernice, of course, the island couldn’t actually speak, at least not that I knew of—Damien had been placed in a cell that cut him off from any magic, not that he’d actually had any. What he’d had, he’d stolen from others.

      Now, one of the investigators who had questioned us and examined how Damien had subverted the island’s magic, was dead. Here.

      “How can a dead person take the ferry?” I asked.

      “Or at least get off the ferry,” Ian said, raising an eyebrow and looking at Carl.

      “That’s a very good question,” Carl said. “I know that in the island’s history there have been times when people tried to make it back here to get some magical healing, hoping to survive something that should kill them, but died before arriving. They end up going to the mainland rather than stopping here, unless there was another mage with them.”

      “I’d have known someone was coming, though. Besides, only one person got off the ferry,” Ian said. “Unless the dragon-flies have messed with my magic.”

      Carl gave Ian a look like he didn’t believe they could do that, though why he’d think Ian would be different than the rest of us, I didn’t know.

      “Bernice didn’t say she felt a second person, either,” Carl said. “I’d think that if it were a dragon-fly issue that one of you would have felt another person arriving.”

      I shuddered a little, worried that perhaps Damien had managed to escape, perhaps come back here to finish the job of killing me.

      Carl noticed and glanced at me with a slight frown.

      “We would have heard if Damien escaped from Far Haven,” Ian said, in something approximating a snap. Ian was like that. Sometimes it seemed like he could read my mind. Actually, I felt that a lot on the island, though everyone said they weren’t telepathic.

      “Damien,” Carl said. “While not many people stood by him after he was taken away, a few people…”

      He didn’t have to name them. Darla had stuck around, even after being let go from the B&B. She’d been Damien’s biggest supporter and had blamed me for everything he did, though I’d only been on the island a short time. She’d somehow twisted the story to be that I had forced Damien to murder people so that I could come into my power or something, even though magic didn’t work like that.

      She’d been unable to find work on the island and had finally left Jewel without so much as a farewell. Not that anyone was really going to miss her. Not after she’d spread all those conspiracy theories.

      “Darla?” I whispered.

      “I’d have felt her,” Ian said.

      “Are you sure?” I asked.

      Ian nodded.

      Darla had been loyal to Damien because he’d been the one to train her magical ability to see ghosts. It was one type of magic Bernice had never been able to master. Despite her training and ability, Darla had hated seeing ghosts. I wondered if she still did.

      Darla had been Ian’s employee. He’d been the one to fire her when she insisted on Damien’s innocence, despite the fact that her boss had nearly been murdered by him along with me. If anyone would have felt Darla’s presence on the island, it was Ian—and not just because of the bond he had with the B&B that let him know when someone arrived on the island.

      “There’s nothing on him to suggest how he died. Xavier is working on figuring it out. I doubt Darla has that kind of power. If she did, I’m not sure she would have let you live.” Carl glanced at me, although he could have been talking about either me or Ian.

      “She could have learned,” I said. I didn’t know where she’d gone, but if she’d joined another enclave, she could have been taught how to do other magic. Especially if she went to Far Haven.

      “Far Haven wouldn’t have her,” Ian said quietly, picking up what I was thinking. “The U Council knew about her loyalty to Damien. I reported her harassment of you, as well. They wouldn’t have let her go there.”

      The repeat of his words sounded as if Ian was trying to convince himself as much as me. Perhaps the U Council, shorthand for Union of Enclaves Council, a sort of worldwide government for those who had magic, wasn’t as powerful as everyone liked to think.

      “That doesn’t mean she couldn’t have learned something elsewhere,” I whispered.

      “We don’t teach magic that kills,” Carl said. “We’re not even supposed to have such magic, although in the mundane world, it could probably be done, somehow. I’m thinking something like poison. Maybe taking effect just as he got here. Maybe he was trying to get here and almost made it.”

      “He’d have had to have fallen off the ferry, then,” Ian said. “And if he’d still been intending to come here, even if he were dying, I would have known.”

      I didn’t want to remind him about the dragon-flies interfering with magic or making it go wonky. Maybe he’d feel someone on the island an hour from now instead. I’d had tingling when there wasn’t anyone around doing magic, but I’d missed it when Jack did magic to rewarm his coffee an hour earlier.

      Bernice continued to stand on the edge of the dock waiting for Xavier. She didn’t turn when Carl got a wheeled stretcher out of the trailer. It clanked and clanged as he pushed it over the gravel that made up the little parking area and then quieted when he reached the smoother wood of the dock.

      “I don’t like this,” Ian said. “I feel like someone is coming, someone I don’t like. It’s hard to explain.”

      “Like a premonition?” I asked.

      “More than that. It’s like I know I’m going to have a visitor at the B&B and I’m not going to like it,” he said. “I always know when I’m going to get a visitor or when someone turns up on the island unexpectedly. I tend to have a sense of when someone new to magic is going to be drawn to us, too. It’s part of my bond with the building.”

      I’d talked to Ian about his bond with the B&B before. It seemed strange to me, but he called the place his lover. I wondered if that was why he remained single. As outgoing and fun-loving as Ian was, I couldn’t imagine that he wouldn’t have been in a relationship if he wanted to be. However, as open as he was about things, there were certain areas of his life that were off-limits. Relationships were one of them.

      We stood there, the cool breeze beating against us now and again, waves crashing mournfully against the island. The sky darkened with ominous gray clouds. A storm was coming. I suspected it wasn’t just going to be a rain storm, either.
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      Waiting on Carl and Xavier to move the body meant that it was late before Ian and I could even think about lunch, though with the timing, I had a feeling thinking about it was all we’d end up doing. Sadly, that was a state I was altogether too familiar with considering we weren’t far beyond tax time.

      Thick drops of rain had started to fall by the time we left the parking area. As soon as we stepped away from the gravel covered square, the dragon-flies encircled us, buzzing around us.

      Bernice passed us heading up the hill, lost in her own thoughts, back ramrod straight. She’d given us a half-wave as she passed, which was downright friendly for her. Normally it’s hard to tell if she’s even noticed you exist unless she’s offering you some level of criticism.

      Ian walked more slowly with his trademark sashay, no longer in a hurry to find out what was going on at the dock, though he did walk a bit faster, perhaps hoping to beat the worst of the rain.

      “We can skip lunch if you want,” I said. We both needed to get back to work. I could put off a few things or hand off a few tasks to Jack, but since Darla had left, Ian only had Edie’s part-time help, and she was rather slow.

      “I don’t really want,” Ian said, “but we probably should. I have ordering to do. And maybe back at the B&B I can put my finger on the feeling that someone is coming. Being inside helps."

      I nodded my head as if I understood, though I didn’t, not really. I’d gotten somewhat used to not understanding things on Jewel, so I didn’t let it bother me too much.

      We didn’t talk much as we walked up the hill. It wasn’t the incline so much as the fact that we were each lost in our own thoughts about what the body meant. I worried that somehow someone linked to Damien had snuck onto the island and wanted to kill me. I was probably being paranoid, but while people had periodically not liked me, as is true with most people, no one had ever wanted to kill me before I’d arrived on Jewel.

      I reminded myself I was bonded to the island now which would make killing me more difficult. But I could be killed on the ferry, and who knew if the island could be subverted, particularly when the dragon-flies were around. Damien, after all, wasn’t supposed to have been able to do what he did.

      The accounting office waited for me. I paused and watched Ian jog up to the B&B as the rain started coming down harder. I huddled under the porch by our door making sure he got to where he was going. I didn’t know exactly why I felt worried for him.

      Meanwhile, four dragon-flies hovered with me. Two seemed to fly at me and then off as if insisting I go inside, rather like someone making a shoo hand movement. When I finally did, one breathed out a thread of fire at me, almost like a sigh, before disappearing over my head, leaving me with the faint scent of clover.

      I wish I understood the creatures and how they worked. I mean, the shoo movement could have been taken as a warning to get inside before the rain or before something else happened. It could also be just an action that they randomly took from time to time. No one on the island really seemed to understand them and most people were just fine with that.

      The one person who wouldn’t be okay with not understanding them was Lauren, our head librarian. I resolved that after I did some work this afternoon, I’d go talk to her.

      “I heard there was a body at the dock,” Jack said coming out of his office.

      Of course he had. I mean, Jewel was small. Everyone had probably heard, though I didn’t know how because Ian and I weren’t talking and I couldn’t imagine Bernice gossiping, nor Xavier or Carl even if they’d had the time.

      I frowned.

      “Pegs was at the grocery store and saw the golf cart pulling away with what looked like a body. As they weren’t in a hurry, she figured the person was dead,” Jack explained before I could even ask.

      “There was. I think it looked like Alexander Milton from Far Haven,” I said.

      “Really? Who brought him?” Jack asked.

      “No one we can find.”

      “But…” Jack was at a loss for words. Then he straightened and said, “But Ian’s the Innkeeper. The Innkeeper always knows. And so does the Teacher and the Mayor.”

      “The Innkeeper?” I asked. Ian was the proprietor of the B&B, which was pretty much the only place to stay on the island unless you stayed with friends. As the building grows to expand to hold as many people as it needed, it wasn’t a problem, not that we got that many visitors on Jewel.

      “It’s his magic,” Jack said. “Whoever bonds with the B&B or Inn or Hotel or whatever the enclave has, becomes the Innkeeper. It’s why his magic works differently than ours. He’s linked to the building which is linked directly to the island. It was that link that allowed him to see through the illusions that Damien gave all of us and was able to rescue you. Buildings can’t be fooled, not like that. Any magic he does when he consciously links to the building using some of its power won’t be affected by the dragon-flies, either.”

      “And his title is Innkeeper?” I asked.

      Jack nodded. “There are rumors he has more powers but no one has really dared ask. You know how Ian is. He’ll entertain you with stories for hours, laugh at himself, laugh at everyone in such a way that no one gets mad, but you never really talk to him about important stuff.”

      Jack was right, which surprised me. First, because I hadn’t noticed that. I mean I knew better than to ask Ian about a relationship but never considered asking him more about his magic. He’d seemed rather forthcoming to me about it because I’d been new and he’d been explaining basic things. The other surprising thing was that Jack was so perceptive. He was always so worried about things and making sure we all had enough of whatever we might need that it didn’t seem like he’d have time to read people.

      “You’re right,” I said. “I always felt like I knew Ian but…”

      “He’s like that with everyone. I mean, I know you know he’s gay and all so I didn’t worry about you hoping for more than friendship. Lauren had her sights set on him at first, but now she knows better. I think Ian felt badly that it didn’t work but he said he just wasn’t ready. It might be that the B&B takes all his energy and there’s no room for a relationship or maybe he’s just got some romantic notion that there’s a guy who hasn’t come into his magic yet that’s going to show up here and sweep him off his feet.”

      “Lauren’s a woman,” I said. “I’d have thought she’d know better. It’s not like Ian hides his sexuality.”

      “Well…” Jack started and stopped. “Maybe she didn’t think everyone thought of her as a woman.”

      “Huh?” I felt very dim. Lauren was a nicely dressed woman. Her outfits were a little on the retro side, particularly the way she wore her scarves, but no one would ever take her for a man.

      “She’s…” once again Jack trailed off.

      I waited. This was awkward. Finally, it hit me. I’d never even considered that perhaps the gender assigned Lauren at birth didn’t match who she actually was.

      Jack once again surprised me by being more perceptive than I was. I really needed to start paying better attention to people.

      The silence lengthened and Jack still seemed as if he was struggling to say something that would get the point across without being offensive. I didn’t think it was my place to go around gossiping about Lauren. If she wanted me to know more, she’d tell me. Instead, I changed the subject back to Ian.

      “I’m glad you were willing to look out for me and any potential romantic intrigue,” I finally said after that rather lengthy silence. I still felt rather like a peeping tom and hoped that Jack would take the hint to talk about something else.

      The whole discussion made me uncomfortable and I didn’t want to bring that discomfort into the library and maybe act in a way that made Lauren uncomfortable, so I decided I’d put off going to the library that afternoon. Perhaps I’d stop by the next day to ask her about dragon-flies. I could go at lunch and get answers rather than feeling like I was playing hooky.

      I headed back to my office to get to work. After all, that’s what I was paid for. I was almost there when the front door banged open.

      I jumped and looked back. Darla stood there, looking furious. Apparently, she was the person that Ian had almost been sensing, though he would be mortified to know he’d somehow missed her, of all people.
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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.


