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            The Jewels of Kinfairlie

          

          Medieval Scottish Romance

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to Claire Delacroix’s medieval Scottish world of Ravensmuir, Kinfairlie and Inverfyre. There are four series set in this world.

      The Jewels of Kinfairlie series of medieval Scottish romances features three of the eight siblings at Kinfairlie.

      
        
        1. The Beauty Bride

        (Madeline and Rhys)

      

        

      
        2. The Rose Red Bride

        (Vivienne and Erik)

      

        

      
        3. The Snow White Bride

        (Alexander and Eleanor)

      

        

      
        4. The Ballad of Rosamunde

        (Rosamunde and Padraig)

      

      

      You can read about four more of these siblings in The True Love Brides series:

      
        
        1. The Renegade’s Heart

        (Isabella and Murdoch)

      

        

      
        2. The Highlander’s Curse

        (Annelise and Garrett)

      

        

      
        3. The Frost Maiden’s Kiss

        (Malcolm and Catriona)

      

        

      
        4. The Warrior’s Prize

        (Elizabeth and Rafael)

      

      

      Ross’s story is part of The Brides of Inverfyre series, which features the children of the Hawk of Inverfyre and Aileen:

      
        
        1. The Mercenary’s Bride

        (Mhairi and Quentin)

      

        

      
        2. The Runaway Bride

        (Aiofe and Ross)

      

      

      You can read about the previous generation at Ravensmuir, Kinfairlie and Inverfyre in my Rogues of Ravensmuir series:

      
        
        1. The Rogue

        (Merlyn and Isabella)

      

        

      
        2. The Scoundrel

        (Gawain and Evangeline)

      

        

      
        3. The Warrior

        (Michael - the Hawk - and Aileen)

      

      

      There’s a Ravensmuir tab on my website with all of the books set in this world, as well as links to download free family trees.
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            The Snow White Bride

          

          Book #3 in The Jewels of Kinfairlie

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The Laird of Kinfairlie has helped his sisters, each a gem in her own right, to find husbands. Now the laird himself seeks to wed, and pins his hopes on The Snow White Bride.

      

        

      
        Lady Eleanor knows better than to dream of romance and love. Married twice to secure her father’s alliances, she has learned that she is desirable only for her fortune. When the Laird of Kinfairlie’s sisters ask her to wed their brother, Alexander, Eleanor agrees, expecting only to save herself from danger.

      

        

      
        But Alexander is like no man she’s known before, a man more interested in courting her smile than her obedience, a man who values her counsel as much as her newly awakened passion…and a man unaware that Eleanor is the key to a fortune that could ensure the future of everything he holds dear.

      

        

      
        Now, ruthless enemies will stop at nothing to secure Eleanor’s capture. Will she dare to trust her new husband before it’s too late for her, for Alexander, and for Kinfairlie?
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            Dear Reader

          

        

      

    

    
      The Snow White Bride is the third in my Jewels of Kinfairlie trilogy. After Alexander marries off his two eldest sisters, they decide to get even and make his match—with the alluring and mysterious Eleanor. I love this story, how Alexander falls in love when he feels he has other responsibilities to tend first, and also how Alexander heals Eleanor’s heartache with his patience and love. The finale of this book is a scene that I’ve always loved. This pair have persisted in my thoughts ever since they first took life beneath my typing fingers, so I’m particularly happy to send their story back out into the world again.

      My original plan had been to give Rosamunde her own book, but that was not to be. For years, I heard from readers who were worried about her fate in the caverns beneath Ravensmuir, so it was wonderful to be able to finally tell Rosamunde’s story in her own novella. “The Ballad of Rosamunde” was published in the Mammoth Book of Irish Romance, but it was edited for space constraints there. Rosamunde’s entire story—because I know you want it all!—is now available digitally. It has also been included in the print edition of The Snow White Bride as a bonus read.

      The story of the siblings continues in my True Love Brides series. These are medieval Scottish romances but have some paranormal elements in them—these members of the family are challenged in their pursuit of their happily-ever-afters because the portal to the realm of Fae is open at Ravensmuir. The Renegade’s Heart is Isabella's story; The Highlander's Curse is Annelise's story; The Frost Maiden's Kiss is Malcolm's story and The Warrior's Prize is Elizabeth's story. All four books are available now. You can download free family trees for Kinfairlie and Inverfyre on my website, right here.

      All of the Jewels of Kinfairlie and True Love Brides medieval Scottish romances are also available in wonderful audio editions, narrated by Saskia Maarleveld.

      I’m currently writing the Brides of Inverfyre series, which continues the stores of the Lammergeier family at Ravensmuir, Kinfairlie and Inverfyre.

      To learn about my new releases, sales and other news, please subscribe to my newsletter: Knights & Rogues.

      Until next time, I hope you are well and have plenty of good books to read.

      All my best,

      Claire

      http://delacroix.net

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This trilogy is dedicated to my readers, with heartfelt thanks for your loyalty and support.

      

        

      
        May you enjoy reading about the Jewels of Kinfairlie as much as I have enjoyed writing their tales.
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            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Kinfairlie, Scotland—December 24, 1421

      

      

      The snow was falling fast and thick, the starless sky was darker than indigo, and it was well past midnight when Eleanor knew she could flee no farther. The small village that rose before her seemed heaven-sent—it was devoid of tall walls and barred gates. She did not believe that it truly could be this peaceful anywhere in Christendom, but the town’s tranquility was seductive all the same.

      She did not know its name and she did not care. She spied the church and decided immediately that this sleeping town, with its quiet surety that the world was good, would be the place she chose to rest.

      The night would not last much longer, for darkness already gave way to dawn’s light. Eleanor did not know where she would go from here, but knew she could make no decision when she was so exhausted.

      The church portal was unlocked, and Eleanor sighed with relief as one last fear was proven groundless. She stepped into its embracing shadows and let the door close heavily behind her. She waited, half-expecting the illusion of tranquility to be shattered, but only silence reached her ears. She stood on the threshold and inhaled deeply of the scent of beeswax candles, the air of prayer and devotion, the aura of a holy place.

      Sanctuary.

      There was a single small glass pane over the altar, and the light cast by the snow illuminated it and the chapel’s bare interior. It was a humble church, to be sure, for she could see its emptiness even in the shadows. The altar was devoid of chalice and monstrance, evidence that even this community believed treasures should be locked away.

      Eleanor spied the bench near the altar, perhaps one used by the priest, and eased herself onto it. She sat down and stopped running for the first time in what seemed an eternity.

      Then she listened, fearing the worst.

      There was no sound at all beyond the pounding of her heart. No hoof beats echoed in pursuit. No hounds bayed as they found her scent. No men shouted that they had spied her footprints.

      The rapidly falling snow might prove a blessing, for it would quickly hide her path and disguise her scent. She sat, intending to wait the necessary interval until she knew she was safe.

      Eleanor felt every ache in her exhausted body, and she realized only now how cold she had become. She could not feel her fingertips, so she crossed her arms and pressed her hands into her underarms. She supposed her belly must be empty, but she was too numb to be certain. She had a keen thirst, to be sure.

      Had it only been three days and nights since everything had changed, and changed irrevocably? She shied away from considering what would happen to her now, was too tired to speculate beyond the nigh impossible goal of escape.

      Instead, she sat and marveled that she could hear only the faint roll of the sea. It was a gentle sound, its effect not unlike a lullaby. Was it possible that Ewen’s kin had abandoned the hunt for her?

      Eleanor could not believe as much. She sat vigilant and she listened, but slowly, she began to feel warmer. The warmth betrayed her, undermined her resolve to remain awake, and coaxed her to succumb to exhaustion. She fought against slumber, but she had endured too much of late. It was not long before she gathered her booted feet beneath her, wrapped her ermine-lined cloak more tightly about herself, and dared to consider sleeping for the first time since Ewen had died.

      Although she murmured a prayer, Eleanor did not pray for her husband’s recently departed soul. She knew Ewen was lost beyond redemption. She knew he roasted in hell.

      Worst of all, Eleanor knew that, deep in her heart, she was glad. She was also sufficiently wicked to believe he deserved no less.

      With the dawn, she would begin to atone for her sins of thought and deed. In this moment, she managed only to draw her hood over her hair before her eyes closed and she welcomed the bliss of sleep.
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      The first morning services in Kinfairlie’s chapel were attended mostly by the women, both from the keep and from the village, and though it was the day of Christmas Eve, this morning was no different.

      Madeline arrived with her sisters—Vivienne, Annelise, Isabella, and Elizabeth. Both Madeline and Vivienne were ripening with child, though the other sisters were yet maidens. They were a noisy party, for Madeline and Vivienne had not been home to Kinfairlie since their nuptials earlier in the year, and all five sisters chattered even as they arrived in the village chapel.

      The woman kneeling before the altar started at the sound of their arrival. She caught her breath and glanced over her shoulder, fear etched on her features.

      She was so beautiful that Madeline gaped in astonishment.

      And she was a stranger. There were few strangers in Kinfairlie, particularly at this time of the year. Madeline was intrigued, as was probably every other soul who followed the Lammergeier sisters into the chapel.

      This woman was no maiden, for she wore a gossamer veil and circlet over her hair. What Madeline could spy of the woman’s hair was more golden of hue than flaxen. In the moment she stared at the sisters, Madeline noted skin so fair the woman might have been carved of alabaster. Her eyes were a startlingly vivid green and her lips as red as rubies. She might have been of an age with Madeline.

      But the stranger’s fear was almost palpable. She pivoted abruptly after scanning the arrivals. She drew the hood of her sapphire cloak over her hair to hide her features, and bent to her prayers once more. Madeline wondered what horrors this woman had faced that she should be so fearful of strangers.

      The woman’s cloak was remarkable in itself, of wool spun finer than fine, and trimmed with a king’s ransom in ermine. The stranger was noble, then, for no common person could have afforded such a garment.

      Yet she was unattended, and there was no fine horse outside the chapel. Surely such a woman would not travel on foot, or alone?

      Not unless she was in dire peril. Madeline caught her breath at the simple truth of it, and immediately she yearned to be of aid. Indeed, any other noblewoman would have rapped on the gates of the keep and demanded hospitality of a fellow Christian.

      But this woman had no steed. Her boots were mired, there was dirt on the hem of her cloak. She must have been afraid to ask for help, which said little good about her circumstance.

      Father Malachy granted the praying woman a benign smile, then frowned at the boisterous sisters. Madeline and her sisters meekly genuflected and became silent as mice as they took their places at the front of the chapel, alongside the stranger. Madeline could fairly feel the questions of her sisters, and was not surprised to find herself eased closest to the stranger by mutual and silent consent.

      As eldest, she had been appointed to learn more.

      The service seemed impossibly long, and Madeline found herself thinking more about the stranger beside her than her prayers. Finally, the priest was done and the woman tried to leave the chapel immediately behind him.

      The sisters had other ideas. The stranger jumped when Madeline touched her elbow, even with the barrier of the cloak between them. When the stranger paused, Annelise and Isabella slipped around her to block her exit from the chapel.

      “You are unknown here,” Madeline said.

      The woman’s eyes widened at the realization that she had been surrounded, though she nodded acknowledgment. “I mean no harm to any soul. I halted only to pray.” She tried to leave, but the sisters stood resolute.

      “Someone means harm to you, though,” Vivienne said with conviction. “You would not have sought sanctuary in the house of God otherwise.”

      The woman’s eyes narrowed with suspicion. “Who are you, and with whom are you allied?”

      “Do you not know where you have come?” Madeline asked.

      The woman shook her head.

      That in itself was intriguing. She must be far from home indeed. What would compel her to flee into the night without a clear destination? Madeline herself had done as much once and felt a certain kinship with this woman as a result.

      “I am Madeline FitzHenry, once of Kinfairlie and now Lady of Caerwyn,” she said, softening her words with a smile. “These are my sisters. We are gathered to celebrate the Yule together in our ancestral home of Kinfairlie and mean no harm to any guest of our hall.”

      “Kinfairlie.” The woman’s gaze flicked between them. “You must be kin with the Lammergeier then. I have heard tales of them.”

      “Lammergeier is our family name,” Vivienne agreed.

      The woman took a deep breath as if to steady herself, as if the news of where she stood was unwelcome. “The Lammergeier are said to ally long with no man.”

      “That is somewhat of a harsh charge from one who does not know us…” Isabella began, but Madeline laid a hand upon her arm to silence her.

      “Of what import is our alliance? Have you need of aid?” Madeline asked. “Do you fear someone who might have allies in these parts?”

      The woman gathered her skirts and made again to leave. “I thank you for your concern, but it would be safer for you to know no more of me.” She pivoted and, faced with her determination, Isabella and Annelise stepped out of her path. The chapel had emptied now, save for the sisters and this woman who strode away from them with the grace of a queen.

      “And what would be safer for you?” Madeline asked quietly, her words carrying through the chapel.

      “Tell us who you flee and why,” Isabella said, always one unafraid of such details.

      The woman paused, seemingly tempted. “How do I know I can trust you?”

      “Who else can you trust?” Madeline asked. “You have not so much as a steed, let alone a maid, to accompany you. I would wager you cannot run much farther than you already have. I would further wager that you are in peril. We offer aid to you.”

      The woman’s strength seemed to falter then, and she looked at the stone floor. Madeline stretched a consoling hand toward her, but then the stranger straightened and tossed back her hood.

      She spoke with a regal resolve. “My tale is not that uncommon. My father wed me to a man of his choice, a man far far older than myself. When I was widowed some years later, my father wed me to another man.”

      “Who also died,” Vivienne said, guessing the next part of the story as she was inclined to do.

      “But not before my father himself died. I have no other kin than my husband’s family—my mother died long ago and neither of my husbands granted me a child.”

      “Surely your dowry once again becomes your own?” Isabella asked.

      The woman’s smile was wry. “Surely not.” Something flashed in her eyes then, a determination greater than any fear, and Madeline guessed the woman did not like her husband’s kin. Her dislike must have been potent for her to abandon her dowry.

      “It has long been said that a woman weds once for duty and once for love,” Vivienne said. “To be wed twice for duty is beyond expectation.”

      “And against my every desire!” the woman said, her eyes flashing. “I have done all I can to avoid such a fate. I have left my old abode with only the garb upon my back, I have abandoned what should be my own, but it is not sufficient for them. They pursue me, like hounds at the hunt. Indeed, I dare not confess the name of that holding to any soul lest they find me again.” Her lips tightened with a quiver that rent Madeline’s heart.

      “You have need of protection, not further flight,” Madeline said.

      “Who would be so fool as to protect me?”

      “A new husband would defend you,” Vivienne said.

      “One of your own choice!” Elizabeth interjected.

      “Impossible.” The woman shook her head. “I am sorry. I should not have burdened you with my woes.”

      “But where will you go?” Elizabeth asked.

      “As far as I must,” she said, and gathered her cloak about herself as she hastened down the aisle. “I dare not linger here longer. Only as far as Kinfairlie,” she whispered, almost to herself. “They will be fast behind me.” She drew up her hood and reached for the handle upon the heavy wood door.

      “We cannot let her go,” Madeline said and her sisters nodded agreement. “She will never flee farther than they can follow.”

      “Surely her fears are overwrought,” Vivienne said. “Her husband’s kin might have threatened her, and they might even follow her, but as soon as she wed another man, they would abandon the chase. It would not be reasonable to do otherwise, especially if they already hold her dowry.”

      “Doubtless she has had little chance to muster her thoughts,” Madeline mused, feeling sympathy for the woman. “I wonder when last she ate a meal.”

      “Or slept, without fearing her avaricious kin would pounce upon her in the night.” Vivienne shivered at the prospect.

      “She has need of a stalwart defender,” Elizabeth said with gusto. “Like a valiant knight in an old tale, one who will vanquish all of her enemies.”

      “It will be a rare and honorable man who takes her cause,” Annelise agreed.

      “It will be a bold man, unafraid to face any foe to see his lady’s safety assured,” Elizabeth said, her love of tales evident. “He will slaughter dragons for her, and send evil flying from the gates!”

      “There are no dragons to be bested,” Isabella said wryly. “Only greedy kin.”

      Madeline exchanged a smile with Vivienne as an idea apparently came to them both of one accord. “Hmmm,” Madeline mused. “A brave knight, unwed but in possession of his inheritance so entitled to wed.”

      “A man with a reputation for ensuring justice is served,” Vivienne said as her smile broadened.

      “A man who would court the lady’s favor, and treat her with the honor she is due,” Annelise contributed, as she clearly discerned Madeline’s thoughts.

      “Would it not be perfect if we knew such a man?” Madeline said.

      “Especially if the nuptial vows of such a man would ensure that his debt against his own sisters is paid in full?” Vivienne said.

      Elizabeth began to laugh, though Isabella still appeared to be confused.

      “Alexander found husbands for us when we had no desire of them,” Madeline explained. “I say we return the favor, and aid this beleaguered noblewoman at the same time.”

      “It would serve Alexander well to taste his own dish,” Elizabeth said with some heat. “Though I think her too fine for him.”

      “The lady herself must agree,” Vivienne said, ignoring this. Elizabeth had become quite vexed with Alexander of late, and was increasingly inclined to voice her unflattering opinion of him.

      “Lady!” Madeline cried and the sisters gave chase as one. “Stay your flight!”

      They burst out of the chapel in pursuit. The woman paused in the bailey, the fresh snow as high as her ankles. She glanced back, as if afraid to hope that any soul might assist her.

      “My brother, Laird of Kinfairlie, has need of a bride,” Madeline said. The sisters surrounded the woman once again, their eyes alight with the perfection of their scheme.

      “He is a man of honor,” Vivienne said, “and one who will see you protected. He is not so hard upon the eyes, and can be charming.”

      “He is a bit mischievous,” Isabella felt obliged to warn the woman.

      “But he takes his responsibilities most seriously and serves Kinfairlie well as its laird,” Annelise said.

      “But you cannot expect him to wed me. You scarce know me and he does not know me at all.”

      “Marriages are arranged all the time,” Vivienne said with a smile and Elizabeth laughed. The woman looked between them, not understanding the reference. Vivienne stepped forward and looped her arm through the other woman’s elbow. “Come and look upon him. If he meets with your favor and wedding him seems to you a suitable scheme…”

      Madeline took the woman’s other arm. “Then you may rely upon us to arrange the details.”

      “There will be guests aplenty in the hall this night,” Vivienne said. “No one will note another, and if you decide against this course, you can travel onward on the morrow.”

      The stranger nodded at this plan, but Madeline was not fooled by her apparent reserve. There was new vigor in her step, just for having a choice, and Madeline knew Alexander would be at his amiable best this night. Her brother might try to delay his duty to wed, he might even protest the sisters’ interference, but once this beauty was in his bed, once he had a child to bounce upon his own knee, he would thank her and Vivienne for their aid in finding him such a bride.

      Madeline was certain of it.
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      Alexander Lammergeier, Laird of Kinfairlie, had had his fill of responsibility. The accounts for Kinfairlie would never balance, not without a massive financial gain from some unanticipated source. He had seen two sisters married this year, on the counsel of those who knew more of running an estate than he, and could not for the life of him see what fiscal benefit had been derived from having two less mouths to feed. There were dozens yet residing within his walls, after all.

      The sound of merrymaking rose from Kinfairlie’s hall below. It was Christmas Eve, and he was laboring over Kinfairlie’s books, trying to find a stray denier.

      There were no stray deniers. Alexander knew it well. And further, he despised being Laird of Kinfairlie. He wanted his parents back, hale and hearty. He wanted to ask his father how the man had managed the burden of responsibility. He wanted to know what he should do when the seed was washed away and the peasants who relied upon him were left hungry.

      Further, he wanted his Uncle Tynan, upon whom he had heavily relied after his parents’ demise, to walk out of the grotto beneath Ravensmuir and explain that he was not dead after all. He wanted his Aunt Rosamunde, also lost in the rubble that had been Ravensmuir, to leap from beneath the stones, to explain that tales of her death were mere exaggeration, and to present an ancient relic along with its tale.

      Alexander wanted answers, he wanted counsel, he wanted the merriment of his former life back.

      Yet all Alexander had were burdens. His sisters were no longer foils for his teasing or even victims of his jests, but maidens for whom suitable husbands had to be found. He had seen the two eldest of his sisters wed, but did not for a moment deny that Fortune had smiled upon him in those two circumstances. He had not handled those nuptial arrangements well and it was good luck alone that had seen Madeline and Vivienne happily wed.

      His two brothers had been dispatched to Inverfyre and Ravensmuir to train, at Uncle Tynan’s suggestion, which had relieved Alexander of the cost of supporting them but also of the merriment of their company. Worse, Malcolm stood heir to Ravensmuir, though he was younger and less knowledgeable than Alexander—and he came to Alexander for counsel the older brother could seldom give. Ross was at Inverfyre for the foreseeable future, training to earn his spurs, and though Alexander thought this a great favor by their uncle, the Hawk of Inverfyre, still he missed Ross’ companionship.

      Alexander was lonely, he was frustrated and he saw no promise for change in his future. He had failed on all accounts, when once he had been able to do nothing wrong. He scowled at the cursed books, listened to the music being wrought by musicians he had no notion of how he might pay, and swore with vigor.

      It was Christmas. He had seen fit to entertain Kinfairlie’s peasants, as was traditional, despite the dearth of coins in his treasury. He might as well enjoy the festivities himself.

      It might be the last merry Christmas at Kinfairlie.

      Alexander slammed the ledgers of his abode with a vengeance, then dropped them back into the trunk where they were stored. He savored their resounding thump, then dropped the lid on the trunk so that it slammed. He locked it and only just stopped himself from hurling the key out the window into the snow that had not ceased falling for an entire day.

      Indeed, he had lifted his fist when his castellan’s discreet cough halted his gesture.

      Alexander pivoted smoothly, slid the key into his purse and smiled at Anthony as if the man had not interrupted a healthy impulse. “Good evening, Anthony. I trust all is well in the hall?”

      Anthony surveyed the chamber, his white brows bristling in disapproval. “Well enough, my lord. Might I conclude you have balanced Kinfairlie’s accounts for the year?”

      “You might,” Alexander said with a cheer he had not felt in considerable time. “But you would be in error.”

      Anthony scowled. “Your father would never have left his chamber until his labor was done.”

      “My father is dead, and though his habits were exemplary, they will not necessarily be mine.” Alexander swept past the older man and sniffed appreciatively. “Venison! What a marvel you are, Anthony.”

      “The miller felled two bucks, supposedly by accident, my lord.” Anthony frowned more deeply. “There is certainly more to the tale than what we were told, for all know common people have no right to hunt deer, and it is difficult to mistake a deer for anything other than what it is. I would suggest we delve to the bottom of the tale lest all think they can hunt without repercussions…”

      “I suggest that we enjoy the meat and the season and leave the matter be,” Alexander said with resolve.

      “But…”

      “But they are hungry, Anthony. The harvest has been poor and most gardens have not prospered either. It is to their merit that they share the spoil with all.”

      The older man straightened with disapproval. “Your father would never have allowed such a transgression against his rights…”

      “Nor would he have allowed those beneath his hand to starve.” Alexander softened his tone and laid a hand upon the older man’s shoulder. “This year has been most uncommon, Anthony, and I will not punish my guests for ensuring the board groans this night. Christmas is a season of celebration and forgiveness. Let us welcome the year with hope.”

      Anthony took a deep breath, but Alexander did not want to argue about his breach of convention again. Instead of choosing a select few peasants from Kinfairlie village to feast in the laird’s hall, Alexander had invited them all. The population of the village had dwindled in the past year due to the poor conditions and he wanted every man, woman, and child to share in whatever largesse he could offer. They had been arriving steadily since morning mass, bringing their napkins and their spoons and undoubtedly their appetites. Many had brought the chickens and candles they owed to the laird for this feast.

      Alexander had given his villagers what he could—he ensured they had justice, he tried to supply seed for the fields, and no matter what it cost, he would see their bellies filled this night.

      It was Christmas. Let Anthony say what he might.

      Alexander’s brother-in-law Rhys FitzHenry and sister, Madeline, had arrived the day before and, at Alexander’s request, Rhys had ridden to hunt with two of Kinfairlie’s falcons and the men in his party. He had returned with four dozen rabbits.

      Five baskets of eels had been collected at Inverfyre by Alexander’s sister Vivienne and her husband Erik on their journey south to Kinfairlie, and Vivienne had brought half a dozen goats heavy with milk to swell the ranks of livestock at Kinfairlie.

      Alexander himself had sent to York for six cured hams, and the peasant children had foraged for the eggs of wild fowl. The musicians had arrived this very day with the hams and requested accommodation and alms for the season, which Alexander had not been able to protest.

      The most startling facet of all of this was that Alexander even found himself thinking in inventories. He tallied and calculated, concluding there was food enough for the considerable company for perhaps four days, at which point, he would have a problem.

      At least the problem was four days away.

      Alexander marched past his astonished castellan, then paused at the top of the stairs. He snapped his fingers and pivoted to face Anthony, whose silvery brows had formed a single line of bushy reproach. “There are two casks of wine yet in the cellar, Anthony, according to the ledgers. Please have them brought to the hall and opened this night.”

      Those brows shot skyward. “My lord…”

      “Do as I bid you immediately, Anthony,” Alexander interjected crisply, knowing his castellan was as surprised by his command as his tone. “And be sure to taste the wine yourself before allowing it to be poured.”

      The wine would do his proper castellan good, in Alexander’s opinion. He strode down the stairs, the music lightening his heart, and resolved to have a measure of the wine himself.
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      Alexander was pleased to note how his sisters had brought greens into the hall, for he had been so immersed in his books that he had forgotten about this ritual. Hundreds of candles burned and the Yule log, a particularly massive specimen which would surely last for the entire fortnight, burned on the hearth. Mercifully, some soul had recalled this ritual, as well.

      The hall was warm and golden, filled to bursting with trestle tables and chattering people. He could smell the roasted meat and the musicians led the assembly in a merry tune. His sisters were adorned in their best and laughing at the high table. Even the sight of the unbound tresses of his three maiden sisters failed to trouble him on this night.

      Alexander might have paused there on the stairs to savor the sight, but to his surprise, the detection of his presence in his own hall was greeted with a rowdy cheer. The peasants of Kinfairlie rose to their feet, turned and lifted their cups of ale in salute. “My lord!” they cried as one.

      They saluted him. Tears pricked Alexander’s eyes at this unexpected tribute. What had he done to deserve their respect? He had tried, to be sure, but the Fates had conspired against any success. Ever one for a jest, he turned and looked behind himself, summoning a hearty laugh from the assembly.

      “God bless the Laird of Kinfairlie!” cried the miller, who had evidently been appointed spokesman. “The fairest laird that ever there was.” There was another ripple of laughter and the miller flushed. “I mean, of course, his courts are fair and justice is found in his courts.” The miller grinned. “Though my wife tells me that he is not hard upon the eyes either.”

      The assembly laughed. “A wife is what our laird needs,” cried one bold soul.

      “Nay, a dozen bairns is what he needs,” shouted another, but the miller held his hand up for silence.

      He sobered as he held Alexander’s gaze. “It has been a year of challenges unexpected at Kinfairlie. Though none of us would have wished for the sudden loss of our former laird and his lady”—many in the company crossed themselves in reference to the deaths of Alexander’s parents—“I have been chosen of all of us to thank you for so boldly taking on your duties, sir.”

      Alexander inclined his head. “I was raised to assume this duty, as well you know.”

      The miller shook his head. “Few men could have faced this past year with such courage, my lord, no less with such grace and generosity. You serve your father’s memory well, Alexander Lammergeier, and may you prosper at Kinfairlie for years untold.” With that, the miller lifted his cup higher.

      “Long live the Laird of Kinfairlie!” cried one soul and the company echoed the blessing. They lifted their cups in salute, then drank heartily.

      Alexander was deeply touched, though he characteristically hid his response with a jest. “I thank you kindly,” he said, then bowed deeply to the company. “But you should know that I called for the wine to be opened before I knew you meant to greet me thus.”

      The assembly laughed and the musicians sang a ditty on the merits of wine, a comparative rarity in these parts. Alexander made his way through the company, welcoming peasants by name and exchanging Christmas blessings. He found himself laughing at one tale and pinching a child’s plump cheek, enjoying himself despite the odds.

      He glanced up, feeling the weight of someone’s gaze upon him, and met the steady stare of a woman he did not know. She must have been among the entourages of Madeline or Vivienne, perhaps a friend of one of his sisters. Alexander was intrigued by the very sight of her. She watched him from the high table, her eyes the clearest green he had ever seen.

      But there was a sadness in her eyes and a downward curve to her lips that snared Alexander’s attention. She looked away as soon as their gazes met and eased herself into the shadows. She was veiled as a married woman, but no man attended her. Worse, she was not merry on this night of festivity, and Alexander decided then what his mission would be.

      He would make this lady smile. Once, he had been good at coaxing women’s laughter. Once he had savored feminine companionship. His pulse quickened at the challenge, for he had not lingered overmuch with women this past year. It would be good to prove—if only to himself—that he had not sacrificed all of himself to his duties as laird.

      The castellan brought him a goblet of ruby red wine, the man’s lips still taut. “I thank you, Anthony.” Alexander raised the cup to his guests assembled in Kinfairlie’s hall. “And I thank you not only for your kind salute, but for joining me on this night of nights. I bid you be merry in Kinfairlie’s hall, one and all, and may this Christmas Eve feast be but the first of many we share.”

      The assembly roared agreement and raised their cups, then drank heartily of Alexander’s ale and wine. Alexander raised his cup to the beauteous lady at his board, who feigned ignorance of his salute. She sipped his toast and her cheeks pinkened slightly, though, which was progress of a kind.

      Alexander Lammergeier would not be so easily defeated as that.

      Indeed, he purposefully made his way to sit at her very side, not caring a whit for changing the arrangements Anthony had carefully made at the head table.

      This lady’s smile would be won, regardless of the cost.
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      Eleanor was not a fickle woman, but a single glimpse of Alexander Lammergeier utterly changed her thinking. She had erred when she accepted the sisters’ offer. She merely spied the man in question and knew she could not wed him.

      For the Laird of Kinfairlie was not what Eleanor had expected. She had assumed him to be a portly curmudgeon of an elder brother, perhaps one from an earlier marriage of the women’s father, a man vastly older and less eligible than his pretty sisters.

      But Alexander possessed none of those traits. He was young, for one thing, a mere half dozen years older than herself. He was also cursedly handsome, which Eleanor distrusted to her very marrow, and worse, he was clearly aware of his own merit. Like Kinfairlie itself, he presented an allure that must be only skin deep. No man could be handsome and kind and unwed; no holding could be fully peaceful. Both laird and estate were illusions and thus untrustworthy.

      Indeed, Alexander’s peasants held him in such uncommon regard that Eleanor concluded they feigned their affection. They must be fawning, out of fear of some caprice of his nature.

      Further, there was no reason, from the look of him, the Laird of Kinfairlie would have any trouble finding a spouse for himself. What did his sisters know of him that Eleanor did not? She could imagine a thousand ugly liabilities.

      Which particular weakness was his curse was not that important. She would break the wager, here and now, and seal her decision. She would leave Kinfairlie. No one would pursue her when there was a banquet to be savored in a warm hall.

      “I have made my choice,” she whispered to Madeline, who regarded her with optimism. “I will not wed your brother.”

      Madeline’s smile disappeared. “But you cannot do so!”

      “I most certainly can.” Eleanor rose to her feet.

      “At least remain for the meal,” Vivienne protested.

      “But you know nothing of him,” Madeline said, sounding so pragmatic that Eleanor might have been persuaded under other circumstance. “At least, meet him before you decide.”

      Eleanor shook her head and seized her cloak. “It was a poor idea, though well-intentioned,” she said, forcing a polite smile for the sisters. “I appreciate your courtesy and wish you both well.” She pivoted then, and would have fled, but Alexander himself stood directly before her.

      He did not look inclined to move. He was a formidable obstacle, tall and broad as he was, though it was his charming smile that made Eleanor reluctant to show herself rude. She felt flushed and flustered beneath his attention, as he must know. “Surely you cannot depart when we have yet to be introduced?”

      Had his sisters notified him of their scheme? Was she the one to be cornered into marriage, instead of Alexander? Terror claimed Eleanor that she was sought yet again for the wealth she might bring a spouse.

      “I apologize for my haste but it is later than I had believed. I must leave immediately,” she said.

      “Do you seek your spouse? We can send for him,” he said with a courtesy she did not trust.

      “I have no spouse. I am widowed,” she said and made to step past him.

      But Alexander claimed Eleanor’s elbow. She flinched at his touch, though his grip was gentle, and he lifted his hand away immediately. “I apologize. It is not my intent to harm you,” he said, his words so contrite that another woman might have believed him.

      But Eleanor had heard such apologies before, and she had been trapped by ambitious men before. Her thoughts whirled. How could the sisters have known of her inheritance? She had not even told them her name. The news of a fortune to be won traveled on fleet feet, however, as Eleanor had learned.

      Surely, even if Ewen’s kin had come this way while she slept in Kinfairlie’s chapel, they would never reveal the true reason they sought her? Her fortune could easily be claimed by any man with a prick and a barren left hand.

      Eleanor did not know. She did not truly care. She felt hot and cornered beneath this man’s steady gaze, discomfited that he had noted her aversion to being touched. She wished to flee as far as she could.

      “I thank you for your hospitality,” she said, hearing the fear in her own words. “But I must leave immediately.”

      “Then I shall escort you to the stables,” Alexander said, in a tone that brooked no argument.

      “You cannot leave before the meal is served,” Vivienne said.

      “No one should journey on Christmas Eve!” Madeline protested.

      “The lady shall do as she desires,” Alexander said with resolve, and Eleanor was surprised to have him defend her decision. He winked at her most unexpectedly and her heart skipped. When had a man ever flirted with her?

      “And I shall ensure she has her choice,” Alexander said, his tone firm. He offered his elbow to Eleanor, who found herself shocked that any man would so cede to her.

      She took his arm, though did not allow herself to become less wary, and Alexander led her from the hall. She did not feel more at ease, curiously, once they were alone in the corridor beyond the hall, once there was only shadows and the distant clatter of the feast being served.

      For the laird himself accompanied her, of course, and his attention was fixed fully upon her.

      “I have a boon to ask of you before you leave Kinfairlie,” Alexander said, sparing her a glance.

      He had blue eyes, Eleanor noted, eyes filled with a thousand sparkles, as if his good humor could not be contained. His hair was as black as a raven’s wing, the black of his lashes making his eyes appear yet a more unholy blue. There were faint lines beside his eyes, as if he oft smiled, and he was tanned, as if he was oft outdoors. His manners were perfect, his grace unrivaled. She braced herself against his allure, reminding herself to trust no one. Who knew what lies a man might tell to ensnare her?

      “I have little to grant and less inclination to surrender whatsoever I do possess,” she said, and glanced away.

      Alexander chuckled, a beguiling sound if ever there was one. “I ask only for your name,” he said. “I am Alexander Lammergeier, Laird of Kinfairlie, and I bid you welcome to my hall, however short your visit might prove to be.”

      “I was solely here on your sisters’ sufferance, but do thank you for your hospitality.” Eleanor said no more, though she felt him waiting, felt his gaze upon her, felt her color rising ever so slightly.

      “Have you not a name?” he asked with some amusement.

      “Why would you have need of it?” They took measured steps together, despite Eleanor’s attempt to hasten. “I intend to leave and never return.”

      “Then perhaps I shall seek you out, like a knight upon a quest. It would be far simpler to succeed in that feat if I knew your name.”

      Eleanor was certain he jested at her expense and stole a glance at him. She found his eyes sparkling yet, but he watched her avidly, as if truly interested in her answer. She recalled the sum of her father’s fortune and reminded herself many a man would find that worthy of fascination. “You have no good reason to seek me out,” she said primly.

      “Ah, but I do.”

      He spoke with such conviction that Eleanor had to look his way again. The corner of his mouth was tugging into a smile. He had a dimple beneath one corner of his mouth, and looked the very image of mischief.

      He shook a finger at her. “You would have me think that you are not curious, but I can see that you are. Perhaps you do not wish to encourage me, knowing as you do that the ogre appointed as your guardian would savor the chance to devour me.”

      “There is no such ogre!”

      Alexander nodded sagely. “Perhaps you show your interest in me by fearing for my hide in undertaking such a quest. It shows a kindness of nature that is yet more enticing than your beauty.”

      “Perhaps I show no such concern.”

      He laughed, undeterred, and Eleanor found herself tempted to smile. “But surely you are not devoid of curiosity,” he teased. “You do not even ask after the details of my quest, although it concerns you alone.”

      “I suspect it is the same as most men’s quests, when they ride in pursuit of women,” Eleanor said. She dared to give him a stern glance. “A coupling, either willing or nay, and a son, either legitimate or nay.”

      The sparkle left his eyes, though she felt no triumph that she had insulted him. “You have a grim view of my fellows.”

      “I have been taught to expect no more and no less than that.”

      He considered her before he spoke. “How uncommon for a demoiselle. How unfortunate.”

      “I am no maiden,” Eleanor retorted. “But a woman twice widowed.” She lifted her chin and regarded him steadily. “There are many who would consider me well-sampled for that. As for Fortune, she is a fickle companion.”

      “I know that well enough,” he said so wryly that she dared to glance his way again. He smiled at her. “But surely the merit of a woman is not measured by her innocence?” He spoke with such soft conviction that Eleanor was tempted to believe he thought as much.

      But men lied. Not a one of them was to be believed, especially one so certain of his own charm as this Alexander.

      She said nothing, and they stepped through the last portal, into the bailey. Eleanor took a deep breath of bracingly cold air. The snow still fell, though not as thickly as it had the night before, and it was dark. Snow gleamed on the roofs of Kinfairlie village. The land seemed shrouded in silence and, though she listened with care, she heard no approaching hoof beats.

      “So you assume me to be of the ilk as those men you have known, though I am not. How might I persuade you otherwise?”

      At his words, Eleanor realized that Alexander had been watching her. She wondered how much he had guessed of her thoughts and feared his intent anew. “You will not.”

      He smiled then, a smile of such confidence that she knew she had not deterred him. Indeed, she seemed to have done the opposite. “Then my quest shall prove interesting indeed.”

      “If you pursue me, you will not bed me.”

      “That is not my intent.”

      She could not contain her curiosity then. “I do not understand. What then is your quest?”

      “To see you smile, no more and no less.”

      Eleanor stared at Alexander, so shocked was she. He smiled at her, his very expression beguiling her, tempting her, teasing her with the prospect of fulfilling his sisters’ scheme. He had firm lips and a steady gaze.

      He would not be so fearsome to meet abed. Eleanor’s heart leaped in a most uncharacteristic manner.

      She scoffed then, seeing the trick in his words. “Ah, but you would demand a tribute upon your success, to be sure.”

      Alexander shook his head. “If you were inclined to grant one, I would accept it, but it is not my manner to force myself upon unwilling women.”

      She had forgotten that she had been holding Alexander’s arm but became aware of it now, beneath his sure regard. His arm was warm and strong beneath her fingertips, and Eleanor thought she could feel the pulse of his blood beneath the flesh even through the barrier of cloth. He was no ancient man, but one young and virile and intrigued by her. She looked at him, noted the mischievous curve of his lips, and knew that a dozen years earlier, she would have surrendered her heart to Alexander Lammergeier without a murmur of protest.

      But she was no innocent maiden any longer. She would have been happy to have never learned the lessons she had learned, but that did not change how they had shaped her life.

      Eleanor pulled her hand from the crook of Alexander’s elbow and stepped away, half-certain he mocked her. “You are light of heart for a man so burdened with responsibility as a laird should be.” She folded her arms across her chest, feeling the cold now that she was two paces away from his heat. “Perhaps you are not laird at all.”

      Alexander sobered then, his gaze flicking over the village before them. When he met her gaze again, though, his smile was less mischievous and his words came low. “Perhaps for this night, I have decided to forget my obligations.”

      If his jesting manner was enticing, his thoughtfulness was more so. Eleanor had never been able to resist a man with his wits about him. She had to depart and do so immediately.

      Eleanor forced a smile, though it was a sad one, then shrugged. “There is your quest fulfilled, Alexander Lammergeier, and now I will depart. You may disregard your obligations but I will never forget mine.”

      “Not even for one night?”

      “Not even for one moment.” With that, Eleanor turned away from this intriguing man, gathered her cloak about herself and began to walk away.

      Kinfairlie was no sanctuary, not with a man such as Alexander as its laird, a man who could make her doubt even for a moment all she knew to be true.

      She was best away from this false haven—the further and the sooner, the better.
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      Alexander’s innate skills had clearly withered in the past year. Indeed, his ability to beguile a woman had eroded to nothing at all. Never had he watched a woman turn her back upon him, never had he seen a woman dismiss his presence so readily.

      But this lady strode resolutely away, choosing a night in the snow over him and the pleasures of his hall.

      It was little consolation that she was the most intriguing woman he had ever encountered. Not only was she lovely, but her wits were quick, and she had already surprised him more than once.

      He wanted to know more of her, not have her walk away and disappear forever.

      Alexander shoved a hand through his hair. He might have seized her arm and forcibly halted her but he recalled how she had cringed from his touch.

      So, he was loathsome, as well. His charm was lacking, to be sure.

      “Have you no horse?” he called after her.

      She did not turn, as if she thought the answer evident. Nor did she slow her pace, much less halt. He might never have spoken.

      Alexander cursed that he was apparently so forgettable, then strode after her. He swung his cloak from his own back and dropped it over her shoulders. She was finely wrought and even her luxuriant cloak could not be sufficient against this night’s cold.

      She glanced up at this slight courtesy, the surprise in her expression telling him she had not lied.

      Twice wed and poorly served both times, he would wager. His determination to show her that all men did not fit her experience redoubled.

      “You cannot walk away from Kinfairlie on Christmas Eve,” he said with false cheer. “As laird of this holding, I forbid it.”

      “You were the one who chose to put your obligations aside. If you are not laird this night, then you cannot command my doings.”

      Alexander smiled. “True enough. Then I argue on grounds of concern for your welfare. You will not find a hearth to welcome you on this night.”

      “On Christmas Eve? You have a low opinion of the charity of your fellows!”

      “They are all at my board, not home to answer your knock. It is but the truth of the situation.”

      She bit her lip to consider that. Then a shadow touched her features, as if she recalled some matter of urgency, and she quickened her pace. “All the same, I dare not linger.”

      “Am I so fearsome as that?” Alexander demanded. “I will ensure that no man plagues you in my hall.”

      Her sidelong glance was wry. “What of you?”

      “But I seek only a smile. It will cost you little to entertain my quest for a single night.”

      She hesitated before she replied, then spoke with care. “Surely your lady wife will take exception to you seeking such a favor from another woman.”

      “Surely not, as I have no lady wife.”

      “Whyever not?” Her tone revealed that she was not surprised. “You possess a holding, thus can wed. You are of an age to marry and clearly possess some increment of charm.”

      Alexander grinned at that, but when she did not share his delight, he shook his head. “The matter is not so simple as it might appear. I have three sisters yet to see married happily and much to learn yet about managing my estate. My uncle counseled that I wait to wed until I had ensured stability for Kinfairlie, though I fear that goal may not be readily won.”

      He granted her a glance, fearful that he bored her, but caught her watching him, assessment in her eyes. “But why do I burden you with such details? My worries are not yours.” He shook a playful finger at her and she abruptly returned her attention to the snow. “You are of little aid in my scheme to forget my obligations this night.”

      “Perhaps then you should let me depart.”

      “Ah, but there will be insufficient time to seek you out before the burden of my responsibilities returns in the morning,” he argued genially. “Indeed, it would be best for both of us if you returned to my hall for one night, the better than I might succeed in my quest, and you might be warm and safe. Can you not be tempted to taste the wine from my cellars?”

      “You must be affluent indeed to have wine in your cellars, no less to share it with your peasants.”

      Alexander laughed. “I am as impoverished as ever a man could be,” he admitted. “But I have had family in Sicily and more family who traded in goods, and thus have the good fortune to have been given several casks of wine which are yet in my cellar.” He granted her a quick wink. “It is better drunk than left to ruin.”

      “And many a man is better drunk, though that might lead him to ruin,” she retorted, prompting his laughter again.

      “Only a man quick to temper is better drunk than sober, for then he has not the ability to act upon his whims,” Alexander said. “Though I assure you that I am not in their number.”

      “Is that the truth of it,” she said mildly, as if unpersuaded.

      Alexander did not know whether she was doubtful of his notion of drunken men or his own merit.

      He shivered elaborately. “Though I am reluctant to end our conversation, truly, it is too cold to jest thus in the bailey. Surely we might proceed so far as an introduction by this point? What is your name, lady fair? You must have one, though you are reluctant to surrender it.”

      “Eleanor,” she admitted, to his astonishment.

      “Eleanor.” Alexander rolled the name across his tongue as he considered how to proceed. He marveled that she had surrendered her name, noted she had not included an estate though she was clearly noble, and wondered whether it was her name in truth. He had little to lose by teasing her, he reasoned. “Perhaps it is not truly your name.”

      She looked so outraged at his suggestion that he knew it must be her name, or at least a part of it. “What mockery is this?”

      “Surely it is uncommon for a lady to grant so little of her name when most would surrender all of it? You admit to no title and no house. Perhaps you have another name.”

      “Perhaps I am not noble.”

      She was troubled by his perceptiveness, Alexander noted, so he made a jest. “Then whence came your gown?” he teased. “You did not find garb such as this abandoned in a gutter.”

      She bit her lip, seemingly without a response.

      Alexander touched the trailing end of her sleeve, rubbing the cloth between finger and thumb. He was tempted to touch her wrist, so close was her flesh, but dared not press her overmuch.

      Indeed, she pulled her hand away from him, and put a step between them. Alexander did not comment, nor did he miss her response.

      She liked her secrets, to be sure, but he tired of her low estimation of his nature. He decided to press her slightly.

      “Such finely woven cloth can only be from the Lowlands,” he mused, “so rich a hue could only have been dyed in France. And the embroidery is lavish indeed. This is not a gown from one of my sisters, for I should recall the cost well enough. And the cloak”—he whistled through his teeth—“ermine would beggar a king in these days.” He met her gaze again. “No common woman could buy such garb, thus you must be noble. I would wager that your husbands were not petty lords, either.”

      She caught her breath and quickened her step. “I might be a thief,” she said.

      Alexander grinned and easily matched his pace to hers. “From whom would you steal? You would have to have traveled far with your ill-gotten gains to have found yourself in my hall.”

      She lifted her chin and he saw her lips set stubbornly. “Perhaps I am a rich man’s consort.”

      Alexander pretended to consider this, then shook his head. “Bereft of your benefactor but so afraid of a man’s caress as you are?” he said softly. “I think not.”

      She turned upon him with flashing eyes. “I am not afraid!”

      Alexander shrugged, though truly he was beguiled by her response. “A courtesan would seek another patron, and I am the best proposition in this vicinity.” He spread his hands and smiled at her. “I invite you, Eleanor, to seduce me.”

      But she did not share his merriment. “Oh! You are so certain of yourself, even knowing so few details as you do,” she fumed. She faced him, hands on her hips, eyes flashing like the sea in sunlight. “Perhaps my patron is possessive. Perhaps I but wisely ensure that I am a faithful consort.” A challenge lit her eyes. “Perhaps I hasten to meet my lover.”

      “Where?” Alexander glanced pointedly back at his hall. “In my experience, rich men do not hide themselves so well that they pass unnoticed, even as guests.”

      “Nor do they welcome their mistresses at the board when their family gathers for a religious feast.”

      “Nor do they fail to provide a mount for any soul they hold in regard. Why do you avoid my stables? You cannot mean to abandon the horse provided by your patron?”

      She pursed her lips and folded her arms more tightly about herself. “You are a persistent foe,” she said through gritted teeth.

      Alexander laughed. “True enough. Think of how vexing it would be to have me in pursuit of you.” She made a sound of annoyance and he clucked his tongue as if pitying her that ordeal. She met his gaze, appearing sufficiently amused that he was encouraged. “I am cold and I would make you a wager, fair Eleanor.”

      “One that will cost me dear, from the look of you.”

      He laughed again. “Not so dear as that. Grant me one night to win your smile.”

      “Between the sheets?”

      “In the hall, at the table, in the company of others.”

      “In some places, those conditions would not preclude an attempt to be between a woman’s thighs.”

      Alexander grinned. “They do in my abode. I would try to win your smile this night with words and gallantry, no more than that.” He put his hand over his heart. “I
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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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