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            CHAPTER ONE

          

          Rome, Italy

        

      

    

    
      The man looked up from the papers splayed across his desk. He squeezed his eyes shut and rubbed the inside corners. When he opened his eyes again, the dome of Saint Peter’s Basilica caught his attention in the oil painting hanging on the wall across from his desk. The colors appeared more vibrant, which probably had something to do with it being the last day he would be able to look up from his desk and admire the masterpiece he’d paid a lot of money for. Early the next morning, special movers were arriving to carefully pack the artwork and ship it to his new apartment in Geneva, Switzerland.

      Today was his last day as ambassador to the ancient country of Italy. Up until the current year, he had survived one and a half administration changes. But as one door had closed, another had opened. Starting the first of next month, he would begin his tenure as a senior official for the United Nations with the title of Under-Secretary-General. Even though his day had been long and arduous, the man smiled. The UN job was the one he had worked his tail off to get. It was the one that made him feel as though he had finally arrived.

      The man rubbed his temples. He had a headache the size of the city itself, and although he’d just consumed his third cup of coffee within the last hour, he felt as though he could sleep from that moment until the next morning. But there was no time for that. The workday had already come to an end, and he had wasted most of his hours at the farewell party, where he’d had three too many glasses of fine wine. He was going to miss the Italian wine.

      The man yawned as he gathered the papers on his desk into a neat pile. The stack was a gift from him to his successor. His final monthly report was so detailed and precise that it was sure to win the new guy a pat on the back from his boss.

      “There,” the man said, feeling satisfied.

      He looked around his soon-to-be-vacated office. All of his framed pictures, plaques, and special awards had been packed and shipped to his flat in the city. His personal books on diplomacy and effective government had been boxed and transported too. His pens, paper clips, notebooks, binders, and all the other essentials that would take a bit of legwork to collect once he was settled in his office in Geneva would be the last to go.

      He reached down for the empty box that sat at his feet. His head spun, so he quickly sat upright. Instead of slowing, the spinning accelerated. Alarmed, the man sat very still and started counting the number of glasses of wine he’d drunk earlier. He squeezed his eyes shut. Suddenly he found himself gasping for air.

      He grabbed his throat, trying to breathe.

      Is this actually happening?

      I should call for help.

      But the man’s surroundings were out of focus, and he was no longer sure if he was conscious or had passed out. But he knew to reach a hand in the general direction of the telephone on his desk. It was late. Maria, his secretary, had already gone home.

      I need help was his final thought before he clutched his throat, gasping for his last breath. Then the world faded away.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          Halo Sterling-Boyd

        

      

    

    
      Halo sat on the edge of the sofa, rubbing her face in frustration.  What she’d just read had given her a slight headache. A time existed when she would’ve run away from the burdens her cousin Chance and his new girlfriend Rosalie had dumped in her lap. She wouldn’t have wanted anything to do with the Sterling family mess, and boy, was it a pile of piping fresh dung.

      She took another steadying breath—for the third time. Finally, Halo looked up from the letter sitting on her lap and set her conflicted expression on Chance. “Then she is alive?”

      He shook his head slightly. “We don’t know, not in light of the evidence that was presented in court yesterday.”

      Halo rubbed her face again. “Right,” she said with a sigh. The situation was too much to deal with at the moment. She had been in rehab from the first of January until the first of April then lived in a recovery house for two weeks after that. When she returned to her townhouse in New Haven, Connecticut, it became clear that she couldn’t live in that town any longer. She had lost her job at Reed Corporation as a principal chemist months before she started rehab. The fact that she had been unemployed for so long was one of many secrets she’d kept until the moment she had chosen to share it with her recovery group.

      Lies…

      She had so many of them. For so many years, Halo had hidden beneath the polished exterior of being the smartest and most attractive person in the room. She was the daughter of Penelope Sterling, a brilliant businesswoman, and Roger Boyd, one of the greatest basketball players in history, plus she’d once been a highly sought-after fashion model.

      Rehab had been liberating. Halo had been able to strip away all the layers of deception, which made it seem as if she had lived up to what had been expected of her. The truth was she had been miserable and lost, and she’d had no idea which steps to take next. She sure as hell wasn’t going back to the fashion industry. That cesspool of fakeness and high-mindedness was not for her. The Reed Corporation would never take her back. They’d fired her for missing consecutive days of work without notice. Not only that, but during her final days at the company, she couldn’t concentrate on her tasks, so she messed up a lot of projects, setting her team back and costing the company money. She was far too embarrassed to show her face around there. No, she would never even seek to go back.

      Halo and Chance locked eyes. She studied his expression. She had seen it a million times before. It felt as though he was waiting for her to give him something she would refuse to provide, yet it didn’t preclude him from seeking it. But she wondered if he would have sought her support if he had known her whole truth.

      She sighed briskly. “Is everyone in this family a goddamn sociopath?” She scrubbed her face again.

      “No. Not everyone,” Chance said.

      She threw up her hands. “But what do you want from me?”

      “You’re smart, Halo. We need your brain. If you were with us in January, we would’ve figured out things a lot faster than we did. You knew about TS-35, and you knew of Erik Visser.”

      She looked away from Chance and stared at the bookcase across the room. They were in the carriage house. It was true that she had known what TS-35 was before he’d explained it to her. But more importantly, she could’ve identified Erik Visser when they had first encountered him pretending to be someone named Dr. Wesley Meade. The guilt had been eating her up inside. If she had been there to identify Erik Visser, then perhaps Chance’s father would’ve never had the opportunity to shoot him in the back.

      While in college, Halo had traveled to Denmark for a chemists’ conference. Erik had led a small seminar on organic toxins. Although there were twenty-five other people in the room, he looked at her the most when he spoke. Erik Visser was a good-looking guy but also a class-A douchebag. His ego was so big that it smothered anyone within a five-foot radius. Plus, whenever someone asked him a question, he would make her feel stupid for not knowing the answer. “You don’t know?” he would ask before replying. It didn’t take long for Halo to figure out that he was a world-class jerk and a fraud. She could’ve taught the seminar herself. And she was sure she insulted him when she left fifteen minutes before his talk was supposed to end. She heard him pause as she walked out.

      Later that night, she was at the bar, talking genomes with six other students from different parts of the world. Erik sent the waitress over to ask if she would like a drink on him. Halo downed the rest of her gin and tonic, said “no, thank you,” excused herself for the evening, and went straight to her room. That was the last time she had seen Erik Visser, although she’d recently heard he was nowhere to be found. It was as if he had dropped off the face of the earth. So when Chance told her how Erik had become a poisoning, murderous assassin, she wasn’t surprised.

      Halo faced Chance again, who appeared as though he was caught in a state of suspense. Her anxious gaze shifted to Rosalie, who smiled at her encouragingly. She smiled back. She liked Rosalie a lot. Chance had found himself a smart, beautiful, and—for once—sane girlfriend. She was loyal too. Doug, Chance’s late father, had tried to have her killed—twice—and came close to succeeding in both cases. Yet there she was, sitting in a chair next to him, looking as if it would take one hell of a crowbar to pry her away from his side.

      Halo sat back on the sofa. “So detectives found a jawbone in the field off Millsap Highway that matched Grandmother’s dental records?” She had decided to stick around for as long as she could.

      Chance relaxed his posture and crossed his legs. “Yes.”

      “That’s very strong physical evidence,” Rosalie said.

      Halo twisted her mouth thoughtfully. “Do you think it really belongs to her?”

      Chance shrugged. “You read the letter, so I don’t know.”

      Halo thought about the tough old bird her grandmother was and how far she would go to outsmart the opposition. “It’s not beneath Grandmother to have her jawbone surgically removed and replaced with a more appealing one and then have the old one tossed in a field for someone as stupid as Baylor to find.” Thinking about her uncle, Halo abruptly scooted to the edge of her seat. “But really, though? How is Baylor getting away with all this? He’s like a toothless pit bull, the king with no clothes. He’s not even half as smart or shrewd as he likes others to believe he is.”

      Rosalie frowned at Halo as though she were astounded by her assessment of Baylor. Of course Rosalie had bought into Baylor’s tough act. Out of the Sterling brothers, the one who was the fiercest in a fight and had no moral barometer was Doug, and he was already dead. Halo always thought it was amazing that Chance hadn’t grown up to be a psychomaniac or an incurable sadomasochist because his father was both.

      “Here’s something else,” Chance said. “He submitted evidence proving that he’s the only legitimate offspring of Grandmother and Grandfather.”

      Halo gasped. “What?”

      “That’s not everything,” Rosalie said. “His shiny new legal team has presented some sort of proof that after five years of marriage between Edna and Conrad, all the assets of Campbell Holdings were turned over to Sterling Family Enterprises, which means the contract Edna asked Chance and I to sign has no assets behind it.”

      Halo grunted thoughtfully. “Do you think these contracts have been fabricated?”

      “We don’t know,” Rosalie said.

      “None of this even matters if Grandmother is still alive, though. You have the letter, so…”

      “We found the letter two and half weeks ago and didn’t think anything of it.” Rosalie shrugged. “We figured Edna had decided to let go of all the bickering and infighting with her sons and live a more tranquil life.”

      Halo blurted a laugh. “Believe me, Edna Louise Sterling never had any intentions of resigning as head honcho of SFE, and she thrived on the fight.”

      Rosalie shook her head. “You see, I can’t believe that. I think Edna wanted to discover a world outside of the one she’d been confined to for so long. A bad marriage to a man she didn’t love, battling her sons day in and day out to maintain control of the company—it was a lot. Edna wanted out.”

      Halo wanted to burst out laughing. Bravo, Grandmother. Edna Sterling had gotten Rosalie to buy into her bull. Instead of arguing the contrary to Rosalie, she smashed her lips together and didn’t move them an inch until the desire to enlighten Chance’s naïve girlfriend had passed.

      “Listen…” Halo scooted to the edge of the sofa. She leaned toward them, pinning her arms against her thighs. She wanted the couple to hear her, understand her, and to get it. “Grandmother loved you, Chance, and you too, Rosalie, but not enough to give up what she”—she raised a hand cautiously—“and I’m using Grandmother’s words, not mine—what she sold her life to the devil for.”

      Rosalie opened and closed her mouth then pinched her back against the chair. She had a dazed look on her face. It was as though she were warring with herself about how to respond. Then she looked at Chance with puppy-dog eyes.

      “So what about Baylor’s claim that he’s Grandmother and Grandfather’s only child? Do you believe it?”

      “Not one bit,” Chance said.

      “But it’s such a strange claim for Baylor to make, don’t you think?” Halo asked.

      Chance sat up straighter. “What do you mean?”

      “It’s a very creative strategy, and I can’t picture Baylor conjuring that one up on his own.”

      “So what are you saying?”

      “I think somehow, somewhere, a little birdie has whispered something in his ear.”

      Chance jerked his neck and frowned as though he thought everything Halo had just said sounded ridiculous. “You think it’s true?”

      “I don’t know, but I certainly don’t think we can assume that it isn’t.”

      “She’s right.” Rosalie shook her finger pointedly. “Baylor may know something the others don’t.”

      The cell phone on the cocktail table rang, and Chance snatched it up. “Hello?”

      Halo and Rosalie raised their eyebrows at each other.

      Chance quickly turned to Rosalie. “Security Chief, how are you?” He paused. “Yes”—pause—“Charles Wentworth, yes”—pause—“He’s dead? How?”

      Rosalie’s mouth fell open.

      Halo barely recalled the name Chance had just spoken. When he had given her the download on what had occurred before his father shot him in the back, he’d mentioned their grandfather’s illegitimate children. Halo had only been half lucid at the time since she was only nine days sober and her therapist had just snatched the scabs off a number of old wounds.

      “Right, sure, we’ll meet you there.” He paused. “No, three of us—Rosalie, my cousin Halo, and me.” Chance flexed his eyes twice at Halo. “Yes, H-a-l-o Sterling-Boyd is her full name. Add her to the list.”

      Halo took a deep, settling breath. She couldn’t turn tail and run now. It was time to pull her weight and contribute to the fight.
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            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      Edna Campbell breathed in deeply then released the air slowly. That didn’t help. She was still anxious. Even though the night was subtly warm, she felt a stinging chill all over her body.

      “I don’t think it’s as bad as you make it out to be, Edie,” her friend Lana McCord said.

      Edna tilted her head back to gaze up at the moon, which lingered high in the sky above the lights of the amusement park. The moon was beautiful tonight, perfectly round and pale yellow. A flash of envy passed through her lithe body. She sighed, wondering how unhappy a person had to be in order to feel jealous of the moon.

      “Oh, it’s bad,” Edna said.

      Lana rubbed her back consolingly as they walked past the fun house. “Hey, do you want another cotton candy? It’s on me.”

      Edna turned to face her friend’s cheerful smile. She wanted to sniff bitterly and remind Lana that they weren’t ten anymore. “Cotton candy isn’t going to change my destiny, doll.”

      “A date isn’t a marriage proposal. I think you’re overreacting.”

      Edna glared at her friend for a moment then softened her eyes. It was hard to look at Lana’s angelic face and stay annoyed with her. She sure hoped Lana was right. But Edna never exaggerated her circumstances nor underestimated them. The time had come to pay the piper and do what was expected of her. Nothing could change that, not even being the first female valedictorian of her graduating class.

      “Look.” Lana pointed at a booth next to the Genie-In-A-Box. “It’s a real fortune-teller.”

      Edna read the sign next to a doorway that was covered by a number of sheer curtains.

      Natasha the Great Knows Your Future. Come Inside and See. Only 25¢.

      
      “Maybe she can ease your fears,” Lana said.

      Edna rolled her eyes. “Sure. Natasha the Great will tell me exactly what I need to hear as long as I pay her a quarter.”

      Lana belted out a laugh. “That’s exactly why we need to go in there.” Lana gently took Edna by the shoulders. “You’ve been a drag all night, doll. You’ve been gone all summer and through the winter. Now I’ve got my friend back, and you’ve been bringing me down since we got here.” Lana shook her hands in frustration. “This is an amusement park, Edna. We’re supposed to be amused.”

      Edna’s mouth fell open. She didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

      “Edna Louise,” a woman with a Russian accent called.

      Edna and Lana quickly turned to look behind them. A woman with a silk scarf tied around her head, wearing a clichéd peasant girl outfit that one would expect of a fortune-teller, stood between the Genie-In-The-Box case and the booth that housed the real-life fortune-teller.

      “Come.” The woman dropped her cigarette on the concrete and nodded her head toward the door with the sheer curtains hanging in the entryway. “I tell you what you want to know.”

      Edna was still trying to figure out how the stranger knew her name.

      “Are you Natasha the Great?” Lana asked.

      The woman started walking to her booth. “No and yes.”

      “Then who are you?” Edna asked.

      “For you, I am not this Natasha So Great.”

      “The Great,” Lana said.

      The woman scowled at Lana. “Just Natasha.”

      Edna turned briskly toward her friend. “Did you set this up?”

      Lana’s eyes widened as she shook her head. “No.”

      “You want to know? Come.” Natasha then entered the booth as though she was sure Edna would follow. Edna’s heart started thumping a mile a minute. Her skin ran hot as she and Lana stared at each other. Edna didn’t know whether to run away or give in to her desire to know more.

      Lana shrugged. “It won’t hurt.”

      Edna could hardly believe what Lana was suggesting. “But this stuff is never true.”

      “Except she knew your name.”

      “Right…” Edna took a deep breath. At the moment, she was electrically aware that she was at an amusement park. The lights from nearby booths swirled around them. Instead of tempting her taste buds, the sweet smells of corn dogs, popcorn, and cotton candy made her stomach turn. Before she could talk herself out of it, Edna’s feet carried her through the sheer curtains and into the booth.

      The atmosphere smelled of sweet incense and the sort of strong floral perfume that her grandmother loved to wear. The lights were dim but had an orange tint. The meager rays made her eyes focus on Natasha sitting behind a square table with a red silk tablecloth over it. A crystal ball with flickers of light sparking inside sat in front of her.

      Natasha fastened her eyes on Edna. “Sit.”

      The energy from her demanding tone made Edna’s toes tingle. Her eyes snapped to the colorful material that blocked the doorway. Only then did she notice Lana was behind her. She took her friend by the hand. Lana’s palm was just as moist as her own. Together, they walked to the two chairs, which were positioned across from the fortune-teller, and carefully sat.

      Natasha held her palms up toward Edna. “Your hands?”

      Edna laid her shaky hands on top of hers. She had never been so afraid. Her instincts were equally telling her to get the hell out of there and to stay.

      “Yes, you will marry this man that causes you so much fear. You will have four sons, and they will be made in the man’s image.”

      Edna felt as if she were going to choke, but she managed to say, “I don’t understand what you mean.”

      “You will be miserable,” she said in a way that made Edna shiver.

      Edna shook her head fervently. “No, I won’t marry him.”

      “You will not defy your father. He is not to be defied. Not yet.”

      “Wait.” Lana touched Edna on the arm. “You’re saying she’s going to marry Conrad Sterling.”

      “That is his name,” Natasha said.

      Edna’s head felt as if it were floating away from her body. She wanted to make the fortune-teller change her prediction.  But why? Her future was already set in stone. Her parents wanted her to marry Conrad, and the guy was a joke. He wasn’t even half as intelligent as she was. He was handsome, but he also proved that looks and wealth couldn’t buy an ounce of class. Plus, she had heard appalling rumors about Conrad. He frequented brothels, had multiple girlfriends, and liked to gamble.

      So far, they had gone on one date. They had gone to see a Joan Crawford film, only Edna couldn’t concentrate on the story because Conrad kept checking his watch and looking over her shoulder. She wanted to ask him if he had somewhere to be, but instead she excused herself, telling him she would be right back. She walked up the aisle as fast as she could. Once she stepped out of the dark theater, she felt free of him. Edna could hardly believe what she did next. She walked past the concession stand, and soon, she was outside. Just as her feet had had a mind of their own when they’d led her into the fortune-teller’s booth, on that night, they walked her down Fifth Avenue and back to her parents’ apartment.

      The next morning, she waited for the fallout. But when she went to the dining room for breakfast as usual, her father had gulped down his cup of coffee and finished reading the finance section of the daily newspaper before heading to the office, and her mother had gone to her regular Thursday bridge club meeting as soon as he’d left.

      “Well…” Edna couldn’t deny Natasha’s predictions for her life were true. She tried to slide her hands off the fortune-teller’s, but Natasha held on tighter.

      “You will not become what you fear. The seasons will pass. Your heart will go dark, and light, and dark, and when you die, it will be light.”

      A flash of the letter from Smith College went through Edna’s head. She had been accepted.

      The gypsy started shaking her head while gazing into Edna’s eyes as though she could read her thoughts.

      “That life is not for you,” she said.

      The tears welled up in Edna’s eyes. Her heart felt so constricted that it actually ached. “Why not?” she managed to croak.

      The fortune-teller let go of her hands.  “That is all I have for you.”

      Edna sat very still. She had no idea what any of what she’d heard meant. Light and dark and light and dark? It sounded like a bad riddle to her. Yet she couldn’t help but feel as if she had just been sentenced to life in prison for a crime she didn’t commit. Then a sensation washed over her, one similar to morphine. Finally, she slid her purse off her shoulder and blinked twice to contain the tears that wanted to escape.

      “No,” Natasha the Great said as Edna opened her purse.

      Edna looked up.

      Natasha was holding up her hand. “The truth has no price, only lies.”

      Edna wanted to pay to force the truth to become a lie, but instead she stood. She needed to get out of there.

      Lana wrapped her fingers around Edna’s wrist. “Wait.”

      The two friends looked at each other with raised eyebrows.

      “What about me?” Lana asked the fortune-teller.

      Natasha stared at her for a number of seconds. “No,” she said.

      “You can’t tell me my future?” Lana asked.

      “I can, but we are finished here.” Natasha stood. “You may leave now.” She turned her backs on them and walked through a doorway covered by the same sort of drapes as the entrance that led back to the amusement park’s action.
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        * * *

      

      Edna and Lana didn’t speak to each other much during their train ride back to the Upper East Side. However, they did hug goodbye, and Lana reminded her what sort of quack all fortune-tellers were.

      “Remember that stuff only comes true if you make it a self-fulfilling prophecy,” Lana said.

      Edna hugged her friend again, thanking her for those words of wisdom. She promised to call Lana and tell her all about the date she had scheduled with Conrad Sterling the next night, and the two friends parted ways.

      The Campbells owned a full-floor flat on Fifth Avenue. The residence was a luxurious statement of the wealth Edna’s father wore proudly. New York Center Magazine had called him the decade’s most prolific self-made man—whatever in the world that meant.

      But Edna knew more about her father. Whenever he spoke to others about how he’d become so wealthy, he would use a voice and put on a demeanor that was not the real him. He would be jolly and more affable. The real Stuart Campbell was a demanding and sour man who loved to order people around. And he never acknowledged Edna’s accomplishments—not when she’d won the fifth grade spelling bee or became the eighth grade chess champion. All through high school, she’d been the strongest member in their school’s championship debating team. Then came two of her greatest accomplishments that her father had failed to recognize. During Edna’s senior year, she had become the class president, beating out Davey Winkler. And to the school’s chagrin, her grades were so remarkable and above the rest that they had to name her as their first female valedictorian. Her father didn’t even show up to her graduation ceremony, nor did her parents plan a graduation celebration for her. Lana’s parents, June and Patrick McCord, included her in Lana’s party. Edna had cried when she’d read Happy Graduation to Two Great Gals, Lana and Edna on the cake.

      But Edna’s latest, greatest accomplishment was being accepted to Smith College on a full scholarship. She hadn’t told her parents because she already knew that their response would be to have no response at all. They had always silently insisted that she do what was expected of her.

      It was Friday night. Before leaving for her day out with Lana, Edna knew that her father would be holding one of his furtive meetings with the most dubious-looking men she’d ever seen. A lot of them reminded her of the bad guys in a Popeye cartoon. Her father held the meetings in his office on the north end of the house. Edna rarely ran into the attendees, but when she did, they never said a word to her or garnered eye contact. It was though they wanted to pretend she had never seen them. They rarely used the front door, either. Instead they entered and left in the private elevator, which she was forbidden to use. That was why she was surprised to be looking into the bright brown eyes of the guy standing in front of her.

      “Oh,” she said, still clutching the brass door handle.

      The man was staring into her face, and she his. He couldn’t have been that much older than she was. His hair was black and wavy, and his mouth, nose, and chin were delicate. Essentially, he was the most beautiful man Edna had ever seen.

      “Excuse me,” he finally said, casting his eyes downward.

      “Um”—her stomach felt giddy—“sure.” She took a step back, and when he passed, she felt as if his energy took her breath away.

      Edna watched him walk down the hallway. His suit looked to be a size too large, but he still wore it well. As the young man rounded the corner, she entertained the thought of him being the person her father wanted her to marry. Not only were his eyes handsome, but they were kind. Conrad Sterling did not have kind eyes.

      When Edna entered the flat, she took steps toward the wing of the apartment where her father’s office resided. From a distance, she could see that his door was closed, but she could hear him speaking loudly about ship mishaps at the Boston harbor. She was overcome by a feeling of defeat, so she dropped her head and went straight to her room instead.

      Once Edna was in her private space, she kicked off her shoes and collapsed on the edge of the bed. She snatched the book she had been reading for the past three days, Anna Karenina, off the nightstand. She and Lana had found a college freshman reading list, and she wanted to make a dent in the list before the fall. Up until overhearing her father’s phone call the other night, Edna had hoped she would be starting
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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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