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          BALTIMORE, MARYLAND—1994

        

      

    

    
      The bell on the shop door tinkled too soon. Surprised, Karissa Spencer looked up from the lioness she was sculpting. She glanced over the railing of the loft to the gallery below, wondering if her partner, Josh Lambert, had come back prematurely from his dinner run. The large gallery was bathed in shadows and the lights on the sculptures and paintings were nearly swallowed by the darkness. As far as she could tell, no one was there. But then, why had the bell rung?

      All was quiet—too quiet—which was unlike Josh. He would have blustered into the shop, calling out to her and slamming the door behind him. Instead, the room below remained still and dark. Ill at ease–but not sure why–Karissa picked up her sculpting knife and slipped off her stool.

      “Who’s there?” she called, making sure her voice sounded clear and strong.

      She walked to the railing and looked down. A slight movement caught her eye. She glanced at the pedestal that displayed a bronze of a panther and studied the darkness beyond it. There in the shadows was a pair of golden-brown eyes staring up at her, the same kind of eyes that had haunted her for more than a decade—the eyes of an Egyptian panther. Karissa felt a shiver of fear flash down her back.

      Sixteen years ago, she had come face to face with an Egyptian panther and had been obsessed by the velvet power of the big cat ever since. She tried to capture its essence in clay, in bronze, in paint, and in marble, but the feral spirit of the cat remained elusive, frustrating her.

      No one else noticed the missing element. Her pieces sold as soon as she finished them and afforded her a decent living. In fact, her studio and gallery were going to be featured in an upcoming public television program called Women Artists in America. But Karissa knew something was lacking in her sculptures. Never once had she recreated the deadly power of the cat she had seen in Egypt.

      Had her prodigious memory failed her, as it had failed to record a terrible night long ago? Or was she not gifted enough to capture the savage soul that smoldered in the eyes of the cat?

      Yet here in her gallery were the same eyes, just as she remembered them, staring at her, chiding her for her human inadequacies.

      “Ebony,” a voice declared in a soft sweep of baritone tinged with a British accent.

      “Pardon?” Karissa couldn’t break away from those glowing eyes.

      “If you would sculpt this in ebony, Miss Spencer, you would find satisfaction.”

      Ebony? She had never sculpted in wood, but she knew about ebony. The word derived from the Egyptian “hbny.” It was a dark brown hardwood, almost black, easy to smooth and polish, and the perfect medium to accentuate the sinuous lines of a cat. Why hadn’t she thought of trying ebony?

      Karissa placed both hands on the rail and strained to see who spoke from the pool of darkness below.

      “You seem to know me, sir. Have we met?”

      “Once.”

      The voice was smooth and rich, and she felt the tone vibrate somewhere deep inside her, as if to dislodge a memory long forgotten. But she did not remember this man.

      “A long time ago,” he added.

      “Oh?”

      “Perhaps you will not recognize me as I am now.” The man stepped away from the pedestal and into the light directed upon a freestanding bronze of three cats. He was dressed entirely in black—black shoes, slacks, and overcoat. Even his hair was black, swept off his forehead from a widow’s peak and falling in slight waves to his collar. He was undeniably handsome, a bit older than she was—probably in his mid-thirties—with a strong pointed chin and neat ears close to his head. She would have remembered meeting such an attractive man and knew without a doubt that she had never laid eyes on him.

      Karissa never forgot a face, literally. She possessed a photographic memory and could easily recall anything she read, heard or observed. According to her therapist, however, Karissa had chosen to lock some of her Egyptian memories away because they were too painful to look at. Until she brought them out and faced the truth, she would forever be missing one of the most significant times of her life—the day her father disappeared.

      Karissa cut off all thoughts of her therapist and looked back at the man in the gallery. If he belonged to the missing part of her life, she wasn’t about to admit it to him or spend any time searching for his face in the blank spot of her memory.

      “I’m sorry but I don’t recognize you,” she replied.

      “It was many years ago. In Egypt.” He bowed almost imperceptibly. “I am called Mr. Asher.”

      “Mr. Asher.” She inclined her head slightly in return. “Is there something I can do for you?”

      “Yes?” he replied. “But may I come up?”

      “I’ll come down.”

      Karissa curved her fingers around the handle of the sculpting knife and descended the stairs, highly conscious of the stranger’s regard. Mr. Asher was much taller than he first appeared once she gained the lowest step. He was half a foot taller than her five-foot-eight frame.

      He looked down at her and smiled, never once breaking eye contact, and slowly raised the corners of his sensual mouth, appearing charming but cool at the same time. Not many men had the confidence or self-possession to meet a woman’s eyes for such an extended length of time.

      “What can I help you with?” She made a pretense of brushing something off the nearby bronze, so she didn’t have to continue to meet his intense eyes. “Do you wish to look at something in particular?”

      “Actually, yes. But not one of your fine pieces of art.” He stepped closer. “I have been looking for you, Miss Spencer. For quite some time.”

      “Oh? Why?”

      “You might possibly be the only one in the world who can help me find something.”

      “Find what?”

      “A tomb.”

      She gave a half laugh. “I’m afraid you have the wrong Spencer. My father is the archaeologist, not me.”

      “Your father is no longer available. You are. And I know you saw the lost sphinx.”

      The lost sphinx.

      Dread gripped her, constricting her breathing.

      “No,” she blurted. She turned away, fighting the urge to run back up the stairs and plunge into her work, just as she always did when bad memories threatened to overwhelm her.

      “I know you remember the sphinx, Miss Spencer. The evidence is all over this gallery.” He swept the air with a wave of his hand. He wore black gloves. “You do remember, don’t you?”

      “The only thing I remember about the sphinx is what people tell me.”

      “And what have they told you?”

      “That because of the sphinx a curse was placed upon my family, which is why my mother got sick and died when I was twelve. And why my father apparently ran off, never to be heard from again. But I don’t see how the sphinx concerns you, Mr. Asher.”

      “It concerns me very much. On a personal level.”

      She rolled the handle of the sculpting knife against her palm, not really frightened of Mr. Asher, but experiencing a great deal of disquiet, nonetheless. The topic of the sphinx was one she avoided. She decided to ask him to leave, but before she could form the words, Mr. Asher interrupted her.

      “I have tried to locate you for many years, but you made the task very difficult. You changed your name for a period of time.”

      “I got married.”

      “Yes.” His glance took in the rest of her figure and darted across the hand that clutched the knife. “But you are no longer married.”

      “My husband died four years ago.”

      “Was your marriage a happy one?”

      “I don’t see how that concerns you.” She turned away so he couldn’t see the emotions rushing across her face. A stranger had no right to ask such a personal question of her. “I think you’d better leave, Mr. Asher.”

      “Have I offended you?” he put in quietly, coming up behind her. “I was simply curious.”

      “My personal life is none of your business.” She pivoted to head back to the stairs. “Good-bye, Mr. Asher.”

      “I will go as you request,” he replied. “But first, spare a moment to hear my offer.”

      She put a hand on the stair rail, paused, and sighed. “What offer?”

      “I will pay you a small fortune, Miss Spencer, if you will come to Egypt with me and help me locate the ruins of the sphinx. Where you saw the panther.”

      He knows about the panther.

      She felt even more uneasy. She turned to face him but didn’t look him in the eye. “Sorry, but I can’t help you. I don’t remember anything about that era in my life.”

      “You have a photographic memory, do you not?”

      Karissa’s glance rose to his handsome face, with its sharp, elegant nose and wide lower lip. “How do you know that about me?”

      “I know much about you. As I said, I have been trying to find you for years.”

      “What else do you know?”

      “I know about the circumstances of your husband’s death.”

      She felt the color drop from her face. Her stomach clenched together. He couldn’t possibly know about Thomas dying in bed with an eighteen-year-old girl. Karissa forced the hard knot inside to dissipate and vowed once again to avoid thinking about her philandering husband.

      “Mr. Asher. I have nothing more to discuss with you.” She motioned toward the door. “Please leave. Now.”

      He moved toward the door, his footfalls soundless. Not many people could walk so quietly across the oak parquet floor. At the door he turned. “Will you not consider my offer, Miss Spencer? It is very important.”

      “I don’t accept offers from complete strangers. Especially offers that involve trips to foreign countries.”

      “I could make you a rich woman.”

      “By robbing graves? No thanks.”

      He stood in silence for a moment as if her words offended him. Then he put his hand on the doorknob. “My quest does not include stealing the possessions of the dead.”

      “What is your quest then?”

      “To find a mummy of a certain woman and thereby repay a debt.”

      “That sounds noble, Mr. Asher, but highly suspicious.”

      “I assure you, my intentions are purely honorable.”

      “I’ll bet.” Karissa walked up a few steps. “Listen, Mr. Asher, I lost my father and mother to that sphinx. I have no desire to risk my life just to help your karmic credit rating.”

      “How may I change your mind?”

      “You can’t. Goodnight.”

      “You will find me persistent, Miss Spencer, for I must find the mummy as quickly as possible.”

      “If you harass me, Mr. Asher, you will find yourself arrested.”

      At that moment the door burst open, forcing Asher to step aside. Josh Lambert breezed in with a bag of Chinese food. “Dinner is served!” he announced before he noticed the dark visitor near the door.

      “Sorry! Didn’t see you there!” In his haste to retreat, Josh bumped into the corner of a pedestal behind him. The pedestal tipped, sending the marble figure of a cat toppling through the air. In a streak of black, Mr. Asher lunged to the side, caught the sculpture, and straightened, all in a single, fluid movement.

      “No harm done,” Asher replied. He adjusted the statue until it was shown to its best advantage in the light. Karissa was impressed not only by his quick reflexes and elegant self-control, but by his eye for the play of shadow and light on the stone.

      Josh shot a questioning glance at Karissa.

      Karissa paused, uncertain how to explain the visitor or his business. Not many people knew of her connection to Egypt, and she wasn’t about to tell Josh of her troubled adolescence.

      “If you will excuse me,” Mr. Asher said, “I was just leaving.”

      He nodded slightly to both of them, and without making eye contact, walked out of the shop. Karissa watched him disappear into the night, as silently as he had come.

      Josh raised his eyebrows. “Who in the heck was that?” he asked.

      “Mr. Asher.”

      “Who’s he?”

      “I don’t really know.” Her voice trailed off, and she found it difficult to concentrate on what Josh was saying as he trotted past her up the stairs.

      “Karissa, did you hear me?”

      “Pardon?”

      “I said, did you want the Kung Pao Chicken or the Mongolian Beef?”

      “Oh, I don’t care, Josh. Why don’t we split them?”

      As usual, he had bought twice as much food as they needed. His over-indulgence was not limited to food but concerned every facet of their business—from decorating the gallery to buying the latest computer equipment. Josh called his extravagances “investments in the future.” Karissa called them just plain extravagances and knew the gallery could not sustain Josh’s spending. The more pieces she sold, the more he spent, and she was tired of funding his spendthrift ways with her hard work. Josh had promised to cut back, but he lacked the self-discipline required to change his spending habits.

      Shaking her head, Karissa gained the top of the stairs, went over to her worktable, and gazed down at the clay lioness she had been working on for a week. Ebony. Perhaps that was the secret to capturing the spirit of the cat. She would buy some ebony tomorrow and see what she could do with it. She put down the sculpting knife and joined Josh in the back room for dinner.

      Two hours later, Karissa and Josh closed up and left for the evening. Karissa lived in a brownstone on Montgomery Street a half-mile away. On an ordinary day, she would walk along the avenue lined by historic homes and knobby hundred-year-old linden trees and use the time to decompress from her busy schedule. Tonight, however, Josh insisted on accompanying her. He turned the usual enjoyable stroll into a noisy parade, punctuated with jokes and late-breaking gossip about their patrons and clients.

      At one time in her life Karissa had needed the jokes and the laughter. Josh had been a godsend then. Her heart had been heavy and troubled, and he had distracted her. Now she wanted more from a conversation than a good guffaw and more from a man than slapstick and bad puns. But Josh had no other way of interacting with the world. Worse, Josh seemed confident that he was the man for her, and no matter how many times she gently turned him away, he always bounced back, more certain than ever that she would agree to date him in the very near future.

      More and more, Karissa found it impossible to work when Josh was around. She needed solitude, and Josh ignored her requests for peace and quiet. She knew it was time to sever their partnership in the gallery, but in order to do that she would need money to buy him out. And she just didn’t have it. Most artists like herself did not make huge profits from their work—the ultimate sacrifice for having a career one truly enjoyed.

      “As I was saying, Karissa—”

      Josh broke off his monologue and stopped in his tracks.

      Karissa stopped as well and glanced at him in surprise. “What’s wrong?”

      “They are.” He nodded at the path ahead of them where three men in European-style business suits stood in front of a sedan that blocked the sidewalk.

      Karissa surveyed the men in the light of the streetlamp. They were dark-skinned and had black hair and moustaches. Two of them were broad in the shoulders while the third man was short and slight.

      “They’re watching us,” Josh said out of the side of his mouth. “And not in a good way.”

      “Why would they do that?”

      “Who knows? I kind of doubt they’re waiting to give us a lottery check. They just don’t look the type.”

      “Let’s cross the street,” Karissa urged, “And see what they do.”

      Josh turned abruptly to head for the other side of the road, and Karissa hurried to catch up with him. She glanced over her shoulder at the men and saw one take a step toward them.

      “They’re coming!” she exclaimed.

      Josh clutched her hand and set off at a quick walk. Karissa shot another glance backward and saw the thugs with the big shoulders trotting after them. Her heart pounded in alarm.

      “Run,” she cried, breaking from his grip.

      She dashed back toward the gallery, sprinting along the sidewalk. Josh took a turn into an unfamiliar street, and she followed him up an alley. They ran along the narrow lane, dodging garbage cans and parked cars. But they didn’t run fast enough. Soon Karissa heard the labored breathing of her pursuers close behind her. Adrenalin shot through her chest, overriding the sharp pain in her lungs as she sucked in gulps of air. She forced her legs to go faster.

      Just as she thought she might outdistance the thugs, she tripped over a spade someone had left propped against a cement retaining wall. She landed on her shoulder and took the fall with a roll. But before she could get back up, one of the thugs grabbed her arm. He wrenched her to her feet.

      “Got you!” he shouted, panting. He had wide gaps between his teeth and wore a heavy cologne that reminded her of the bazaars of Cairo.

      Karissa yanked her arm back, but he held fast. “Josh!”

      Josh skidded to a stop and turned around, just as the other man grabbed him.

      The gap-toothed thug squeezed Karissa’s upper arm. “You are to come with us. And if you cooperate, I will not have to hurt you.”

      Karissa stared at him, baffled that anyone would run her down like this. “Why me?” she asked.

      “No questions.”

      “But—”

      He slapped her across the face. “I said no questions!”

      “Hey dude!” Josh exclaimed. “Don’t go hitting her, or I’m warning you—”

      “Shut up, American!” The gap-toothed thug pulled Karissa a few yards down the alley.

      “What’s it worth to you?” Josh demanded. “A couple hundred dollars? I can get you a couple hundred right now.”

      “Shut him up, Shamir,” the gap-toothed man ordered.

      Karissa held the side of her face, shocked by the man’s brutal treatment of her. These men were dangerous. Were they connected to Mr. Asher? He said he was persistent. Would he resort to violence to get her back to Egypt?

      The gap-toothed man dragged her toward the main street while Karissa struggled to see what Shamir was doing to Josh. To her horror, she saw Shamir hit him over the head with a gun. Josh crumpled to the ground. Then Shamir picked him up, strode to the nearest dumpster, and heaved Josh into the container. The cover clanged shut. Karissa prayed someone would hear all the noise and come to their assistance or at least call the police. But no one seemed to take notice of the action in the alley.

      Her alarm deepened to terror.

      “Help!” Karissa yelled.

      Her captor clenched his nails into the flesh of her arm and drew a gun from his waistband.

      “Shut up and quit struggling, or I’ll do what Shamir did to your friend.”

      Karissa eyed the gun as it glinted in the darkness. Then she glanced down the alley where the big sedan waited for them.

      “Let me go!” she twisted in his grip and ignored the flare of pain in her arm.

      “I said shut up!” He raised the gun to strike her.

      Desperate, she dug her heels into the gravel of the lane, refusing to be kidnapped, just as an unearthly snarl ripped through the night—a sound so foreign that all three of them froze in their tracks. Goose pimples flooded Karissa’s skin as she turned in the direction of the snarl. She knew at once that the sound belonged to a big cat. But what was a big cat doing in the middle of Baltimore?

      “Abdullah!” Shamir gasped. His voice was pinched with terror. “It is Lord Azhur!”

      “Shut up!” Abdullah ordered, but his tone rose, shrill with fear.

      Frantic, Karissa glanced at the face of her captor and saw that he had turned pale with horror.

      A dark shape leaped from a high wall beside them and sailed through the air toward Abdullah. The man cried out, clutching at Karissa’s arm, and nearly took her down with him as he crashed to the ground. Karissa struggled to keep on her feet as a streak of black landed in the alley. The streak morphed into the form of a huge cat that pinned Abdullah to the ground and then shook him by the nape of the neck until his spine snapped.

      Terrified, Shamir staggered backward, holding his gun but shaking so hard he couldn’t pull the trigger. In one magnificent movement, the cat bunched its flank muscles, soared into the air, and took Shamir down by the throat. Karissa watched in horror as the panther lashed the man’s chest open with a single swipe of his paw.

      Shamir’s wail gurgled to silence as his feet thrashed the ground and went still. The car at the end of the alley sped away, tires squealing, abandoning the dead men. Then all was quiet, and the cat turned around to confront Karissa.

      Her pounding heart lodged in her throat, choking her. Her knees trembled with terror. She met the unblinking gaze of the cat’s golden-brown eyes and knew she would be the next to die. But she couldn’t move.

      As she stood there, frozen with fear, she heard the lid of the garbage dumpster bang open, sending a sharp metallic sound echoing through the night. The cat turned and growled deep in his throat. The rumble vibrated through her, adding to her panic. She peered over her shoulder and saw Josh climbing out of the container.

      “Josh, stop!” she cried.

      He looked at her but didn’t heed the warning. Perhaps he couldn’t see the panther in the darkness. Josh slid down the side of the dumpster and dropped to the ground, holding the side of his head where he had been struck. “Jesus!” he declared. “What in the hell happened?”

      He walked unsteadily toward her, still holding the side of his head.

      “Josh, stop! There’s a panther here!”

      He lurched to a stop when he caught sight of the shadowy form between him and Karissa. The big cat growled menacingly, lifting one side of its mouth to reveal sharp white teeth as it eased backward, closer to Karissa.

      “My God!” Josh whispered. “What do I do?”

      “Don’t make any sudden moves. It just killed those two men.”

      Josh glanced at the dead men and then back at the cat. He held up his hands as if to prove he meant no harm and took a step toward Karissa. “Easy, buddy.”

      The panther growled again, more loudly this time, which convinced Josh to retreat.

      “Okay, okay!” Josh sputtered. “I won’t come any closer.”

      “Just stay there, Josh. Don’t move. Cats are attracted by movement. Let’s see what he does if we just stand still.”

      Josh stood as stiff as one of her statues, staring down his nose at the cat. The big panther eased back until his long tail brushed against Karissa’s shoes. The velvety tip of his tail flicked back and forth across her ankles, as if the cat were making sure she stayed put. She swallowed back a scream.

      Minutes passed. Karissa felt a sheen of sweat between her skin and her silk shirt. Still the cat stood guard.

      Stood guard.

      Was he guarding her? Did he see Josh as a threat? Could the cat be protecting her? Karissa took a few steps backward. The cat paced sideways, positioning himself between her and Josh, but made no move to accost her. Heartened, she stepped backward again. The cat moved with her.

      “He thinks he needs to protect me!” she exclaimed, dizzy with relief.

      “Crazy animal! So, what do we do?”

      “I’m going to try to get to the end of the alley. Just stay where you are, and let’s see what he does.”

      “I wouldn’t chance it if I were you. Once you get far enough away from me, he’ll probably jump you.”

      “I don’t think so. He would have hurt me by now. I’m going to keep backing up. If you get the chance to make a run for it, Josh, call the police, okay?”

      “Sure, but Karissa—”

      “I can sense that he isn’t a danger to me, Josh. I can’t explain how I know. I just do.” Karissa gave him a brave smile even though she felt anything but brave inside. “If I get to the road, I’ll try to make it to my apartment.”

      “Okay. Good luck.”

      Karissa took a few tentative steps

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Copyright Page
      


      		
        Also by Patricia Simpson
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Copyright Page


      		Also by Patricia Simpson


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



OEBPS/images/lord-of-the-nile-digital-4-sRGB-1200-70.jpg
\
\
R
\






OEBPS/images/lucky-logo-sRGB-210-70.jpg
LUCKY





OEBPS/images/lucky-logo-sRGB-75-70.jpg
Lucky





