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      Lizzie had been aware something was playing up in the auditorium for quite a while.

      Though the cellar where she was hunkered down with a load of old boxes was lined with stone, it couldn’t absorb the trembling that the whole building seemed to do whenever something was playing on the big screen upstairs.

      It hadn’t bothered her till now, not with all the work she was trying to do ahead of tomorrow. Their plans to get this stuff out of the cellar before the builders came in had been pushed back and pushed back, till finally Lizzie was dumping documents, old cinema merch and other assorted rubbish into sturdy plastic boxes the night before. The last she knew, Eve was doing pretty much the same in one of the offices on the ground floor, and they’d agreed not to work past 10pm.

      Lizzie checked her watch. It wasn’t long after 9pm, but her eyes were stinging and the noise from above was drawing her in. She decided she’d go see what was happening, and maybe check whether Eve was done for the night. Given half the chance, neither of them would go home at all, so they took turns to keep each other sensible.

      The cellar steps were slippery if you weren’t careful. She was concentrating so much on her footing that she didn’t realise how familiar the scene she was stepping into was until the cellar door creaked open and she stood in the lobby.

      Sure, it looked different to how it had last year, but that feeling of being the only person in the universe while a film played out in the theatre was the same as the night she’d first met Eve, the night this’d all started.

      It was natural to do what she’d done then. She pushed one of the large doors open and walked into the auditorium. Unlike last year’s encounter with Rebecca, this was in full, vivid colour, even though she didn’t recognise the film. She paused with one hand on the last row of covered seats and watched.

      A woman was standing on what looked like the edge of a cliff. She seemed completely alone, right until a pair of bloodshot eyes filled the screen, making Lizzie flinch. Despite the surprise, she couldn’t look away.

      The scene progressed and Lizzie was captivated. The woman – a nun – was basically being stalked through this abandoned building, then she went outside to ring a bell overhanging the cliff. All at once, the music exploded and the bell began ringing just as the woman in black attacked.

      Lizzie felt every vibration of the bell rocking through her while the women grappled for life. A quiver started in her stomach and she clawed at the chair. She couldn’t explain it but it was like she was going to fall over.

      Suddenly, the film cut out and the screen went black. Everything was plunged into darkness and she felt herself falling.

      ‘Lizzie! Lizzie!’

      A hand touched her shoulder, gentle as ever. She rolled onto her back, opening her eyes and expecting to be warm in their bed. But she wasn’t. The high ceiling of the Majestic’s auditorium came into view, lit up by the industrial floodlights the electricians had brought in when they’d disconnected the lights.

      Eve’s face swam in and out of focus, then Lizzie finally managed to latch on. She hated seeing her forehead creased; hated seeing the circles under her eyes getting bigger every week.

      ‘Hi,’ she murmured.

      Eve let out a sigh, half exasperated and half not. She tucked one hand behind Lizzie’s neck and helped her to sit up. Then they were both sat on the floor, Lizzie with an armrest digging into her spine while Eve looked her over carefully.

      ‘Jamie said you fell,’ Eve said as she used a thumb to tilt Lizzie’s chin. ‘Did you hit your head? Did you lose consciousness?’

      ‘I don’t think so.’

      ‘Perhaps we should go to the hospital, just to check.’

      Lizzie shook her head, trying to ignore the waves that caused. ‘Honest, I’m fine. I just had a bit of a moment. When I walked in here and that was . . .’

      She gestured to the blank screen and Eve followed the motion, keeping her gaze fixed over there longer than was strictly necessary. Lizzie wondered what she was thinking, then she started talking.

      ‘Black Narcissus, 1947. Deborah Kerr was the nun. The good nun, I mean. It was Kathleen Byron who fell over the edge.’

      ‘The eyes,’ Lizzie said quietly.

      ‘Yes. It’s quite a famous scene, you walked in at just the wrong moment. Jamie’s been testing those reels again, the ones he picked up at the auction. Since he discovered that problem with The Stars Look Down, he’s been checking every single one. It keeps him feeling useful when he hasn’t got anything else to do.’

      Lizzie just nodded. She knew all this, and Eve knew that she did. But they were talking about the Majestic because that’s what they did. It was safer ground, away from any dangerous conversations about their relationship or the way their lives were getting more intertwined by the week.

      ‘Jamie thought you might have screamed,’ Eve said after a long pause.

      ‘No, I . . .’ Lizzie rubbed at her eyes, trying to remember. ‘I don’t think I did. Probably the film, wasn’t it? There was screaming in that.’

      Eve’s fingers reached for hers, joining them together on Lizzie’s knee. Although she wasn’t saying anything, it was obvious that she wanted to. And this was another thing – as renovating the Majestic took over, they were back to almost tip-toeing around each other sometimes. It was only when they were watching a film or curled up together in bed that Lizzie managed to remember her and Eve got each other in a way that wasn’t usual, at least not in her experience. That meant she always tried to be as honest as possible, making up for what Eve hadn’t had in the past.

      ‘Maybe I did make a noise or something. It was weird, you know? Everything became a bit strange, like I was in a bit of a trance. One minute, I was down in the cellar and I knew a film was playing but it didn’t matter. Then I needed to come upstairs. I just needed to, I can’t explain why.’

      Eve listened, then squeezed her fingers. ‘To point out the obvious, sweetheart, you’re exhausted. We both are.’

      ‘But you’re not being called to by nuns ringing bells,’ Lizzie pointed out.

      ‘You’ve spent a lot more time in that cellar than me. I’m the first to admit it’s unsettling down there, and perhaps I shouldn’t have let you –’

      ‘You didn’t let me. This is my job, remember? This is what I’m being paid for.’

      Eve pressed her lips together. ‘Well, that isn’t to say there shouldn’t be an effective division of labour.’

      ‘You and Jamie are the owners. It’s right that you get to delegate the crappy jobs.’

      Lizzie grimaced before the words finishing coming out of her mouth. That wasn’t the way it’d happened; it wasn’t like Eve had told her to do the cellar stuff. It was just how it’d worked out, with Eve getting other jobs done.

      ‘Sorry, I didn’t mean that,’ she continued quickly. ‘I was the one who offered. You’re right, I’m tired. I was trying to get everything ready for the builders and I’ve obviously lost it a bit. I’ll just push what’s left to the side, so it’s not in their way.’

      With as close to a smile as she could manage, she used the armrest to lever herself into a standing position. She stretched out a hand to pull Eve up after her, feeling the familiar tug of desire when their bodies got a bit too close. Eve’s hand moved to her cheek and Lizzie nuzzled into it.

      ‘I think you should take a few days off,’ Eve said.

      Lizzie drew back, shaking her head vehemently. Instead of responding, she walked straight out of the auditorium, trying to ignore how much she still seemed to be trembling.
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        * * *

      

      Eve exhaled and considered allowing Lizzie to leave with the frayed thread of discussion fluttering behind her yet again.

      It was hardly the first time they’d touched on these issues lately, although this was the first occasion when Lizzie had suffered some sort of physical episode. As much as Eve wished she could trust her judgement, she suspected it was beyond that now.

      With that at the forefront of her mind, she strode out into the lobby.

      ‘Lizzie, wait,’ she called.

      Her voice had a ring of authority to it that she truly wasn’t bringing to bear. All she’d wanted was simply to continue the conversation, but it now brought the threat of a demand with it. Worse still, out of the corner of her eye, she saw Jamie behind the old reception desk, a lollipop stick poking out of his mouth.

      Lizzie slowly turned around. ‘I’m fine. I just want to do my job.’

      ‘You’re doing more than that.’

      ‘Because it needs doing. We’re trying to stick to the schedule, aren’t we?’

      ‘Not at the expense of your health!’

      ‘I can handle it,’ Lizzie replied, crossing her arms. ‘I can do what I’m being paid for.’

      Eve clenched her hands behind her back. With fatigue nipping at her own mind, she was ill-equipped for the emotions this was conjuring up. Her relationship with Karen had been circumspect, more secretarial than sexual. Lizzie had opened her up in more ways than one, and there were moments when Eve felt completely adrift.

      ‘It’s not a question of whether you can manage it,’ she said finally, keeping her tone level. ‘I’d just like you to take some time to yourself, that’s all.’

      ‘Is that you speaking as my boss or . . ?’

      From the way Lizzie winced, she regretted the words immediately. Perhaps she thought they would prolong the argument, but that was the last thing Eve wanted. Then, before she could find a method of steering them into smoother waters, Lizzie had started talking again in a softer voice.

      ‘Look, let me just get everything over to the side and we can go home, okay?’

      Eve swallowed and nodded. ‘Of course.’

      She watched as Lizzie walked through the doorway, pausing to pull the door to behind her. Then she remembered Jamie’s presence and turned back towards the desk. He was doing an admirable job of feigning interest in a greyish folder, yet Eve knew him well enough now that she wasn’t fooled.

      ‘I thought you were meeting Natasha tonight.’

      Jamie pulled the lollipop from his mouth. ‘Rearranged it for tomorrow.’

      ‘Not you as well,’ Eve muttered.

      ‘If things need doing, we get them done.’

      ‘You’re both running yourself ragged.’

      ‘What, and you’re not? What’s the difference when you do it?’

      ‘You two are young . . .’

      Eve trailed off, recognising where her mind had been taking her and regretting the journey immediately. As much as she attempted to check the impulse to delineate in that manner, it evidently still lurked beneath the surface.

      ‘Can I make a few observations?’ Jamie asked.

      ‘I don’t want you to break any confidences.’

      ‘Observations, not confidences. Stuff I’ve noticed, not stuff I’ve been told.’

      She glanced around for somewhere to sit. It was only once she stopped moving for any length of time that she realised how much her body ached these days. There was a large crate a few feet away. After testing its strength, she sat down. Jamie came around the desk and leaned against it, earning a few ominous creaks in the process.

      ‘You telling Lizzie that she needs to take time off, it won’t work. I know you’re saying it because you care, but all that’s doing is making her think that’s she’s not important to this place.’

      ‘That’s the exact opposite of what I think. Without her, we’d be barely functioning.’

      ‘I know that and you know that . . .’

      He allowed the sentence to linger, almost floating in the air and mingling with the persistent particles of dust that were plaguing their waking hours. Eve raised her chin, peering up at the shadowy ceiling. They had such plans for this place, the three of them, but Lizzie was the catalyst. Eve’s money was one thing, Jamie’s experience was another; Lizzie’s energy was driving them through this and making it happen.

      ‘I’m not saying any of it’s rational,’ Jamie continued after a long pause, ‘but I reckon she doesn’t want to stop being useful, just in case. It’s all mixed up, isn’t it? You, her, this place. And if one bit breaks, then she’s going to lose the lot.’

      Eve briefly closed her eyes. ‘I’ve done everything she asked to try and make her more secure. She pays half the rent on the flat, she’s got the employment contract here. I don’t know what else I can do to make it clear she belongs.’

      ‘Here’s the thing, though,’ Jamie said with a wry smile, ‘I don’t think any of that matters, not really. All the paper stuff, that’s not as important as she makes out. I mean, if you two broke up, it’s not like she’s going to stay where she’s not wanted. So, what does it matter if she’s got contracts?’

      A throbbing headache was working its way through Eve’s temples. She nodded, merely to acquiesce to his argument, then rose unsteadily. Although she’d assumed their conversation had come to a natural conclusion, Jamie pushed off from the desk and took a step towards her. If she considered how browbeaten he’d been just a few months ago, she would have been delighted by his growth; as it was, however, she was wary of what he might have to say next.

      ‘The one thing that’s not changing is how she feels about you –’

      ‘Jamie –’ she began but he carried on regardless.

      ‘When it comes down to it, that’s what she’s worried about. You know, have you noticed that she never puts herself forward in meetings, even if she’s the manager? She’s doing the brunt of the work, but she won’t let herself get the credit.’

      ‘I’ve noticed,’ Eve replied. ‘I’ve asked her.’

      ‘What did she say?’

      ‘That she didn’t need the credit. It’s about getting the job done.’

      Jamie offered a soft snort. ‘Right.’

      ‘Go on,’ Eve prompted him when he fell silent. ‘You obviously know something I’m missing, so please tell me.’

      ‘You’re trying to keep your relationship discreet, just because it’s easier with everything going on. And I get that’s what Lizzie said she wanted, but I’m not sure it is. So, she’s on edge every time there’s someone else around because you two can’t help looking like you belong together when you’re in the same room.’

      Speech concluded, Jamie awkwardly shifted his weight around. Eve swallowed the lump in her throat and moved past him, touching his shoulder on her way through the dusty lobby.
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        * * *

      

      Now there wasn’t a film playing upstairs, Lizzie was aware of everything in a way she hadn’t been before. In her head, she could still hear the bells ringing and the woman screaming as she fell off a technicolour cliff. It wasn’t real but it’d set her mind off, and every little noise in the cellar set her teeth on edge.

      She worked as quickly as she could, covering the piles she hadn’t got to with sheets and blankets. There was a black bin liner of utterly toxic stuff that she’d been gingerly dropping things into, and that was where the latest batch of infested stuffed toys went. Once that was done, you could at least move across the cellar to the bit of wall that needed demolishing tomorrow.

      Lizzie leaned over, resting her hands on her knees instead of touching any part of the structure. It was funny, she’d been climbing over boxes and brushing up against cobwebs all day but, now the silence was stretching like a rubber band, she was scared of doing anything that might snap it.

      What she wanted, really, was Eve.

      If this was the kind of relationship she’d grown up watching or hearing about, she’d stay down here and stew. It’d boil down to pride and who was in the right, not what each of them wanted at the end of the day. No matter how distorted she felt, she didn’t want Eve to feel anything like that.

      So, she slowly climbed the stairs back to the lobby, discovering that Jamie had finally given up and gone home. The main doors were locked and the auditorium was dark, meaning that Eve was probably back in the office she’d been clearing. Lizzie padded along the corridor until she saw the door ajar, then she forced herself to walk straight in.

      Eve was reclined in one plastic chair with her legs resting on another. She’d kicked her shoes off and wrapped her hair in a bandana, though it didn’t make a difference to the ink smudges all over her hands and face.

      ‘Hey,’ Lizzie said, leaning against the doorframe.

      There was a moment where Eve closed her eyes, as if she was savouring it as much as Lizzie was. Then she inhaled deeply and rose to her feet, rolling her shoulders. It was a gorgeous motion, that’s what it was, and Lizzie felt the tension between them shift as she entered the room properly.

      ‘I wondered if you wanted to grab a Chinese on the way home,’ she said.

      ‘That would be wonderful,’ Eve answered. ‘In fact, I’ve been thinking of it myself.’

      Lizzie bit her lip, trying to figure out if they were okay. She got her response when Eve hesitantly approached and stretched out for her hand. Once their fingers had entwined, the memory of the bell from Black Narcissus faded and Lizzie’s stomach muscles uncoiled.

      ‘Are you ready to go?’ she asked.

      Eve’s free hand rested on her cheek. ‘I am if you are.’
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      Exhaustion put paid to much introspection during the night, and they were walking back to the Majestic before Eve knew much about it. She glanced over at Lizzie frequently as they waited at the delicatessen for their batch of pastries and coffee, but any attempts to put Jamie’s observations into greater context were thwarted. How could she begin to untangle Lizzie’s complex feelings with the care they deserved when there were so many other complications swirling around them?

      Jamie had already begun bringing up the refuse sacks Lizzie had filled in the cellar last night. These were the ones destined for the skip in the rear yard, so he’d propped all the doors open and there was a nice breeze billowing through the building. It got rid of some of the mustiness, something Eve was grateful for.

      Just as they’d put the deli haul on the desk, a succession of thumps echoed from the corner. As Jamie emerged from the cellar with bags blocking his entire face, Lizzie darted forward and took the top one.

      ‘You’re an idiot,’ she told him. ‘You’re lucky you didn’t fall down the stairs and break your neck.’

      ‘Hey, I’ve got muscles.’ Jamie put his load down and peered at his biceps. ‘Somewhere. Ooh, can I get one of those cinnamon swirls? I skipped breakfast.’

      Eve locked eyes with Lizzie, twitching her lips and trying not to smile too broadly. The only reason the swirls made it into their morning batch of pastries was thanks to Jamie’s obsession, although he still acted as though it was a surprise when they arrived in the box.

      ‘How are we doing down there?’ Lizzie questioned.

      ‘Few more piles of stuff. If we bring that up, there’s more than enough room for the builders to get to the wall.’

      Seamlessly, Eve’s mind turned back to their grand plans. No matter what the surveyor said, she was still a little nervous about taking out any part of the structure. Yet that corner to the left of the main entrance was the only viable place for an elevator installation and they needed accessibility to the first floor, so the small square space behind that wall had to be opened up.

      ‘Are we all confident about the survey?’ Eve queried.

      Jamie shrugged as he reached for a pastry. ‘Sure. We’ve got to trust them, haven’t we?’

      ‘You’re remarkably sanguine considering how Beryl would react if the Majestic came crashing to the ground around our ears.’

      ‘Yeah, if that happens, I’d better make sure I’m buried in it. That’s the only way Nan’d forgive me.’

      Lizzie grinned. ‘Are you sure about that?’

      There was no response from Jamie beyond the quirking of his eyebrows; his mouth was too full of pastry to make any coherent reply. Eve enjoyed moments like this more than she could articulate. She was attempting to appreciate the journey they were on with the Majestic as well as the desired destination, and occurrences when Lizzie and Jamie acted like siblings were ridiculously precious.

      ‘Drink and eat,’ Eve instructed. ‘Then we’ll get the rest of the debris to the skip before the builders arrive.’
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        * * *

      

      Lizzie made a concerted effort not to fuss over Eve helping with the heavy lifting, mainly because she knew that argument could easily be turned back on her. Still, she kept an eye on how much Eve was doing and made sure they both drank plenty of water to compensate.

      The builders arrived on time and Jamie sloped off to make a round of teas. Lizzie wasn’t fooled; she knew it was hard for him seeing Eve take the lead with everyone they had in. Yeah, it might’ve been his idea to sell a controlling stake in the Majestic, but he’d run the place for so long on his own that it must’ve been difficult to just switch off.

      What Lizzie found difficult was figuring out where to put herself. After Eve had introduced her as the manager, she hung around like a spare part while the head guy, Graham, went through the plans and how long they expected to be on each stage. She knew that Eve underestimated how good she was at things like this, but Lizzie loved seeing her in action.

      Graham thumbed towards the cellar door. ‘Tell me about this wall, first off.’

      ‘Certainly,’ Eve replied, flipping to the relevant documents. ‘Now, the strategy for the cellar long-term is simply storage, so it needs to be functional down there rather than ornate. However, this wall’s always been a bit of a conundrum. We’ve had a full survey and they confirmed it isn’t supporting anything, but we don’t know why it was built in the first place.’

      ‘Are you planning on using that space or could we just leave it alone?’

      ‘It’s the only suitable location for a lift, unfortunately.’

      ‘No problem, we’ll get it down. That’s the first job, I think. We’ll figure out where we go next once we know how long that takes. Is that all right, Ms Thomas?’

      Lizzie took one step back and then another. She knew she wasn’t needed, and she didn’t particularly want to be involved anyway. As she crept away, she saw Eve look in her direction, eyes briefly crinkled in concern, before her attention was captured again by Graham.

      Going in search of Jamie, Lizzie found him in the tiny kitchen with a tray of teas and coffees all ready to go. She leaned back against the speckled worktop and crossed her arms.

      ‘Practicing how to deliver them without actually moving?’

      Jamie let out a soft snicker. ‘I’m fine, you don’t have to check up on me. If you’re going to, though, you could be nicer about it.’

      ‘Probably, yeah.’

      There was a long silence, with the teas getting colder by the minute. Lizzie knew he didn’t intend to walk down there with them, so she moved to grab the tray. She halted by the door when he cleared his throat.

      ‘Realistically, I know this wouldn’t be happening if it wasn’t for Eve’s money. I mean, what sort of luck is it that I’ve got a millionaire to help out just when this place was on its knees?’

      ‘Pretty good luck,’ Lizzie said.

      ‘My nan reckons it was meant to be. She loves the idea of the Majestic carrying on once she’s gone. It’s all she remembers, it’s what her life’s been about.’

      ‘But?’ Lizzie prompted when he hesitated again.

      ‘I don’t know.’

      ‘Tell me what’s going through your head,’ she pressed.

      Jamie peered down at his feet. ‘It sounds stupid.’

      ‘Nothing new there. Come on.’

      ‘All these changes, does it make it different somehow? I know we’re doing it all for the right reasons, but are we just taking my nan and my mum out of it? Will they still be here when it’s finished?’

      Lizzie swallowed at the raw honesty. Since her relationship with her family was a rancid mess, she didn’t have much experience with wanting to keep them close. It was the same with Eve, though for different reasons. But Jamie’s bond with Beryl was one of the most genuine things Lizzie had ever seen.

      She placed the tray down on the side, waiting for him to look at her. When he did, his eyes were as red as his cheeks.

      ‘It’s not stupid,’ Lizzie said finally. ‘I just think you’ve got to look at it as you’re helping to save the Majestic. Because if we didn’t do this – all of us – then developers would just rip it to bits, wouldn’t they? That’s how it loses its heart.’

      A soft smile settled on his lips. ‘Yeah.’

      ‘Right,’ Lizzie continued briskly, ‘I’m taking these teas down before they’re clap cold, all right?’

      He just nodded and she made it out of the kitchen without saying another word. Eve would probably be proud of her for the way she’d handled that, but she didn’t know if she was going to tell her about it. There was enough stress going on without throwing Jamie’s doubts into the mix too.

      The lobby was empty, as she’d expected. From downstairs, she could hear the whine of power tools. Eve must’ve been down there with them, maybe supervising the builders and seeing if there was anything interesting behind that wall.

      Just as Lizzie was debating whether to take the tray downstairs or not, the whine suddenly stopped. She raised her chin and listened to the silence. It felt like it had last night when she was down in the cellar, as if she was waiting for something to happen.

      A few minutes passed and she began to feel silly, standing there listening to nothing. Then she heard hurried footsteps and Eve burst out of the cellar. She was so far away from her usual poise that Lizzie thought she must’ve been running from someone.

      ‘What’s happened? What’s wrong?’

      Eve slowed to a stop, covering her mouth with one hand and reaching for Lizzie with the other. Despite trying to keep everything professional around other people, Lizzie couldn’t help but pull her into her arms.

      ‘You’re shaking,’ she whispered. ‘What is it?’

      After a few seconds of holding her tight, Eve drew back, though she didn’t let go. It was as if their joined hands anchored her, something Lizzie recognised. She waited for Eve to talk, holding her gaze wordlessly.

      ‘We need to call the police,’ Eve said eventually. ‘There’s a skeleton behind that wall.’
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        * * *

      

      If it wasn’t for Lizzie’s steadfast presence, Eve was certain she would have withdraw into herself. That was her tendency when the unexpected occurred, yet Lizzie’s grip on the situation prevented her from dissolving on the spot. Her one excursion was to explain the situation to Jamie, and Eve waited motionless in the lobby until she returned. The crushing wave of relief when she reappeared was almost unbearable.

      Lizzie slipped an arm around her waist. ‘I’ve filled Jamie in. He’s going to stay out of the way unless we need him. You know what he’s
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Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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