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      The tiny bunches of snowdrops planted in the unkept beds in front of the cottage were a true delight. Their dangling white heads made me think that pushing up through the partially frozen ground had been tiring, and the best they could do now was to dance in the wind with weariness.

      They were a fitting match to the craftsman style of the house in one of the older neighborhoods of Octonia. I could almost picture the original owners stepping out on these first warm-ish days of spring and smiling at the bobbing flowers in their serpentine beds. Though now the old grass almost covered the flowers, the field stones that had once lined the winding beds were mostly buried in the soil. The house and garden had definitely seen better days.

      But at least the new owners weren’t tearing the house down. Sure, they were gutting it, and I imagined they had that modern white-gray, open-concept style that was the current trend in mind for the renovation. Still, the outside of the house, with its wide front porch and gabled windows, would keep its original flavor, and I was glad for that.

      I was also grateful that the owners had allowed me to salvage some of the original details from the house. I had paid them a fair price for the chance to visit before they began demolition, and I was now ready to dig in.

      It was a Friday afternoon, and Sawyer was with me. I hadn’t taken him on salvage jobs before because, well, he had been a liability more than a help. But lately, he’d expressed interest in seeing what exactly I did in the “old buildings,” as he called them, and if he was well-rested and well-fed, he could do a fair bit of work now that he was a bit older.

      So I’d plied him with ice cream and promised him macaroni and cheese with broccoli, his new favorite combination, for dinner if he helped me get all the doorknobs off. He had been excited, and I had to admit, so was I.

      When Sawyer’s dad and I split, I wasn’t sure how I would make ends meet, and it had been hard in the first months of this work. I’d had to get a lot of help and make some tough choices, choices that other people didn’t like, about how to care for my child the best I could.

      Things weren’t exactly hunky-dory yet, but they were certainly better and easier. One of the things that had gotten much easier was that Sawyer was helpful in some of the best ways when he was fed and rested.

      “Now, Saw, your job is to get the screws out of the doorknobs, okay?”

      “Yep. Righty tighty, lefty loosey,” Sawyer said in his still high-pitched voice. “You don’t need to give me more constructions, Mama. I know what to do.”

      I smiled at my son’s adorable malapropism and said, “Okay, no more instructions. Let’s get to it.”

      Ignoring the lockbox, I let him do the honors of unlocking the front door and was delighted to see that almost everything was intact and that none of the woodwork had been painted. There was a fortune in wormy chestnut and maple finishes here, and my investment would pay for itself just in these two front rooms.

      Right in the center of the front rooms, a hallway split the house going toward the back, and I could see it was lined with doors with crystal doorknobs.

      “All right, Saw, I’m going to walk through the house while you get these doorknobs off. Let me know if you need help.”

      While I surreptitiously watched from the end of the hallway, he went to work on the first doorknob, slipping the first screw out of the door and into his pocket. He’d been sure to wear pants with pockets today.

      Confident that he would make good progress or I’d hear the frustrated slam of a screwdriver against the floor if he didn’t, I stepped into the kitchen, which mirrored the front two rooms of the house and was flanked by two entrances, one at each side of the room.

      Directly in front of where I stood was a lovely dining room, with bright sunlight shining on a huge rectangular table from the massive windows beyond it. A hutch stood on the wall to my right, and to my left, the galley kitchen began with its black and white tile and stainless steel countertops. The space was lovely, and I could not imagine taking all this out in favor of marble and white cabinets—but it wasn’t my house, and I was an “old soul,” as my father always said.

      I made my way around the corner to take a gander at the rest of the kitchen and poke at the tiles to see what I might be able to salvage, but as soon as I stepped into the full length of the space, I stopped cold.

      In the middle of the floor was a woman—an unmoving woman. I rushed over to her and knelt to see if she was conscious. Her eyes were closed, and I couldn’t see her chest rising with breath.

      I slid my fingers against her throat, trying to do that thing people do in movies to see if someone was alive, but I couldn’t tell if I was doing it right because I couldn’t feel anything except the warmth of her body under my fingertips.

      Just then, I heard the footfall of my little boy coming toward me, so I jumped up and intercepted him as he walked into the dining room, three crystal doorknobs in his hands. “Look what I got,” he said with pure joy.

      “Oh, that’s great, Saw. Wow.” I turned him back toward the hallway. “Show me where you got those.”

      We walked up the hall as Saw chattered about the doorknobs and showed me how he’d unscrewed each screw. Meanwhile, I quickly texted my husband, Santiago, the local sheriff. “Dead woman in the cottage. Come now. Sawyer is here.”

      His response was immediate. “Stay on the porch. You can’t leave, but tell Saw I’m bringing him a surprise.”

      I slipped my phone back into my pocket and listened to my son prattle on about each turn of the screw. When he took a breath, I said, “Santiago is on his way with a surprise. Let’s wait on the porch for him.”

      There was nothing that Sawyer loved more in the world than a surprise—well, except for maybe swimming. So it wasn’t hard to steer him to the front door. “What kind of surprise is it?”

      “If I told you, it wouldn’t be a surprise, now would it?” I said as I tried to keep my tone light even as my heart pounded against my ribs.

      “Can you give me a hint?” he said with a sly smile.

      “I’m afraid not. He didn’t tell me anything,” I said truthfully, even as I hoped that Santiago was actually bringing a surprise for the boy.

      Not a minute later, Santiago’s cruiser pulled up, and he jumped out with a huge blue balloon in hand. The passenger-side door swung open, and a tall, lean black man, Deputy Forest, my husband’s newest hire, stepped out.

      “Sawyer. Hey, bud,” Santiago said as he ruffled the boy’s hair and stepped onto the porch. “I need to ask your help. Do you have a minute?”

      Sawyer looked up at me, and I nodded. “You’ve earned your wages for the day and are free to help another person in need,” I said, still trying to keep the situation light until Sawyer was away from the crime scene.

      “Okay, I can help,” Sawyer said with a broad smile. “What do you need, Santi?”

      “If it’s okay with your mom, I need you to go with Deputy Forest and hang this balloon up at our house.” Santiago’s face was serious. “I want to try an experiment with it this afternoon, and I can’t carry it around all day. Do you mind?”

      Sawyer looked up at me again. “Mom, Santi needs me. Are you okay here by yourself?”

      I nodded. “I am. Maybe Santiago can try his hand at doorknob removal?” I smiled at my husband.

      “Be glad to,” he said. “Laurent, you take my cruiser and assist Sawyer with this special duty, will you?”

      Deputy Forest gave a crisp nod. “Glad to help the young lad,” he said in a voice so deep that James Earl Jones would be jealous. “When we get to your house,” he said as he turned to Sawyer, “you can do the siren and lights if you want.”

      Sawyer jumped over all the steps on the porch, trailing the giant balloon behind him. “I would love to,” he said as the deputy opened the back door and held the balloon while Saw got himself strapped into the car seat that Santiago now kept there.

      “See you later, love bug,” I said as they pulled out. I waited until they turned the corner up the block before I fell against Santiago. “She was still warm,” I said into his chest.

      Santiago squeezed me quickly and then moved into the house. “And you’re sure she is dead?”

      A pang of panic went through my chest. “Oh no, maybe she’s not. She was just so still, and it didn’t look like she was breathing.” I jogged to catch up to Santi. “What if she wasn’t dead, and I didn’t help her?”

      Santiago led the way into the kitchen after I pointed out the doors at the end of the hall and then knelt where the woman was still prone on the black and white tile. He checked her pulse, just as I had, and shook his head. “No, she’s definitely dead, and while not for long, I suspect she was dead when you found her.”

      He stood and looked at me. “You couldn’t have saved her, Paisley.” He took out his phone and called the coroner. “They’ll be here in just a few minutes. Want to give me your statement on the porch?”

      “Yes, please,” I said as he took my hand and led me back outside. Sawyer and I had left our water bottles on the porch, and I picked mine up and took a long swig. Then I told my husband what had happened.

      “That’s it. You walked in, saw her, checked for a pulse, then texted me?” He looked at me carefully. “Did you notice anything else?”

      I drew a very long breath and closed my eyes, trying to do what I knew he needed me to do—notice details.

      I went through my thought process as we came into the house—the woodwork, the beautiful table, the— “Yes, there was a glass on the dining room table.” I opened my eyes. “Was it there just now?”

      Santiago shook his head. “No. No, it was not. The table was clear. I noticed that specifically.”

      A lump the size of a grapefruit formed in my throat. “Someone moved it then while I was here. While Sawyer was here.”
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      The forensics team, a new addition to Octonia’s law enforcement contingent, arrived quickly with the coroner’s van behind. Within an hour, they had dusted the scene for prints, taken photographs, and loaded up the woman’s body for an autopsy.

      During that time, news had spread that I had found another body. Unfortunately, I had gained a reputation for being the first on the scene of several murders. While that reputation hadn’t turned into suspicion of me thus far, I was still beginning to feel very self-conscious that I kept finding these bodies.

      That unease arose when my best friend Mika showed up just as the coroner left and said, “The reporter from the Charlottesville news station just came by my shop looking for you.”

      The blood drained from my upper body. “What did you tell him?”

      “That we’d had a huge fight, and you had been banned from my shop.” She grinned. “I figured that would give us one place he couldn’t find you.”

      I sighed. “Good thinking. I’ll have to get Saul to lock up the construction yard for a bit.”

      “I don’t know about all that,” Saul said as he came onto the cottage’s porch and stood beside me. “I put a couple of guys near your store and instructed them to keep anyone snooping away from you and your shop.”

      “I’m so sorry,” I said. “I thought all this would have died down by now.” I leaned against the porch railing. “You’d think people would have other things to do rather than be that interested in what one single mom does.”

      “You are overestimating the amount of interesting things in Octonia, dear girl,” Saul said. “Besides, you are pretty interesting.”

      I sighed again. A few weeks earlier, a local reporter had done a story on me, ostensibly to highlight my business and work in architectural salvage. Instead, he’d spun the story to make it about the murders I’d helped to solve in the past few years. He’d gone so far as to suggest, carefully to avoid libel, that I might have been at least pleased with my discoveries if not outright involved in the deaths that created all those bodies.

      The newspaper article had created a maelstrom of controversy in our small town. Most of the people of Octonia had rallied to my defense and taken on the “outsider” who dared malign one of their own. But, unfortunately, one of the board of supervisors had seized upon the opportunity to try to increase her chances of winning the next election and had asked Sheriff Shifflett, a man she somehow didn’t know was my husband, to investigate me.

      He had outright refused, and she had threatened him, a fact that became front-page news itself. For weeks, Santi and I were the talk of the town. It had even gotten so bad that Sawyer had come home one day and asked if murder was good for business, a phrase he’d heard one of his teachers use.

      We'd downplayed that comment as being silly and had, thus far, kept Sawyer out of most of the fray around these rumors, but this new body, and his presence when I found it, was going to make things so much harder to keep from him.

      Not to mention that this could affect my business. Just thinking through all that so soon after the shock of finding that woman on the floor left me so weak I could hardly stand. So I decided not to and let my body slide to the porch floor, my water bottle grasped between my knees.

      “I don’t know how much more of this I can take,” I said as I put my forehead on the top of the bottle. “Maybe I need to find another line of work.”

      Mika slid down to sit next to me. “Absolutely not. You are so good at this work, Paisley. People love what you do and your stories about what you find. You cannot quit.” She smiled at me with a gleam of mischief that I could see even from the corner of my eye. “We need to get in front of this story.”

      I heard what she said, but it took me a minute to process it. When I finally looked up at her, she had that little furrow between her brows that meant she was scheming. “What do you mean? Mika, no shenanigans.”

      “Never,” she said with more force than necessary. “All I mean is that you should solve this murder and write about it in your newsletter before anyone else can. Show that you’re aware of your penchant for finding dead people and that you are as committed to solving these crimes as anyone.”

      “What’s this about solving crimes?” Santiago asked as he sat down on the other side of me. “You two aren’t planning anything, are you?”

      “No,” I said. “Mika just has some loony idea that I could solve this murder and write about the case before the news can get hold of it.”

      “Um,” Santi said as he stood up. “I think it may be too late for that.” He looked over the railing to where the local news truck was setting up across the street. “Slip out the alleyway. I’ll get your car and bring it around,” he said as he straightened his hat and walked up the sidewalk to meet the quickly approaching reporter.

      I didn’t hesitate and quickly went down the front steps, around the side, and up the alley toward the back. I was tempted to pull my shirt over my head just like the people do outside courthouses when they don’t want to be photographed, but I figured that might just draw more, not less, attention to me.

      A few moments later, Santiago drove my Subaru up the small alley behind the house, and I got into the passenger seat. “How did you get rid of him?”

      “I threatened to have harassment charges brought against him if I saw him within a hundred feet of you.” Santi smiled. “That seemed to work.”

      I groaned. “This is awful.” I put my hands over my face. “But not as bad as it was for that poor woman. Do we know who she was? I don’t think I’ve ever seen her before.”

      Santi shook his head. “No idea. We didn’t find a purse or ID or anything, so she’s a Jane Doe until we can identify her.”

      “I expect you’re already doing this, but did you talk to the owners of the house?”

      He smiled and patted my hand on my leg. “Yes, we will do that. You have their contact info, right?”

      “I do,” I said. “Maybe I should tell them.” I really didn’t want to do that, but I’d never been good at determining what was a real responsibility of mine and what I just felt like I should do because I felt responsible for everything.

      “No, love. I’ll tell them, and we’ll figure out the next steps for your salvage job together, okay?”

      For a few moments, I just let my nervous system settle, but then a thought occurred to me. “What was with the balloon?”

      Santi huffed out a quick chuckle. “It was the best surprise I could think of at the moment. The dispatcher’s birthday was today, and she’d had a delivery. Was happy for me to take the balloon off her hands.”

      “Smart thinking,” I said. “What did you tell Forest to do with it?”

      “Hang it on the porch and tell Saw it was a weather balloon.”

      I looked over at my husband. “A weather balloon?”

      “Well, he’ll at least be able to tell if it’s windy.”

      I sighed out a laugh and put my head back on the seat.
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      When we got home, I was relieved to find that I could sit back entirely while Santi did all the work. The owners of the house, Mr. and Mrs. Cubbins, identified the dead woman as Viola McNamara, the daughter of the people they had bought the house from. Deputy Forest had gone by their house as soon as my dad had come to stay with Saw, and they’d immediately recognized Ms. McNamara from the photo he showed them.

      Dad took Sawyer to my ex-husband’s house as soon as we arrived home and got to wish the boy a good weekend, and then, I was deep into land record research to recover the chain of title for the cottage. Within a few minutes, and with a little help from the county clerk’s office staff, I found that the house had only had two owners—the McNamaras, who had built the house in 1919, and the Cubbins themselves.

      I showed my brief notes to Santiago and said, “Not much to uncover here. But in the house itself. . .” I let my sentence trail off, hoping I wouldn’t have to directly ask for what I was hinting at.

      Fortunately, my husband knew me well, and he nodded. “The scene is already cleared, and the Cubbins are fine with you resuming work, with police presence, of course.”

      “As long as that presence is you, I don’t mind at all.” I leaned over and kissed his cheek. “But they don’t have any idea why she was in the house? She hadn’t asked to do a last visit or anything?”

      “No, according to Forest, they would have been fine with her visiting, but she never asked. They’d met her at the closing when they purchased the house but hadn’t had any other contact.”

      I stood up, got us a wine glass each, and poured sparkling cider before sitting back down. “Maybe she just thought she was entitled to go in, especially if she grew up there.” I shook my head. “Could it have been she didn’t think she was trespassing?”

      “Beats me,” Santi said. “People are weird”—he winked—“as we know. Maybe?”

      “But then that begs the question—why did someone kill her there?” I stared at my almost blank page of notes. “You don’t think the Cubbins are hiding something, do you?”

      Santi huffed out a sigh. “Maybe. I’ll definitely talk to them again and see if they can shed any light on the situation.” He tapped the table with one finger. “But what do you say we do some on-site investigation tomorrow?”

      I smiled. “Does that mean you’ll help me pull things out of the house, too?”

      “Now, I didn’t say that,” he teased with another wink. “Of course. Let’s start early, though. I’m kind of wanting to grill out and watch a movie tomorrow night.”

      “Perfect,” I said as I looked at my nearly blank sheet of paper. “At the very least, we’ll know the house well by the end of the day.”

      “By which you mean, we’ll be covered in sawdust and spider webs, correct?” he said with a laugh. “I can’t wait.”
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      At six the next morning, we were in the cottage driveway with two giant coffees and two even more enormous apple fritters in hand. It was still dark outside, and we’d had a light frost overnight, which meant I was giddy. I loved chilly mornings, a fact my husband thought ridiculous as he sat shivering next to me, even with the seat heater on high. “Are you ready?” I said with my knees bouncing up and down in excitement.

      “I would have been more ready at nine after two cups of coffee and another of these fritters, but I was a scout, so you know . . .”

      “Always prepared,” I said. “Race you to the door.” I charged up the driveway and onto the steps, where I immediately lost my footing on the frost-covered wood and tumbled into the banister, spilling my coffee and nearly losing my fritter.

      Santi rushed up to steady me, and I leaned against him as I laughed at myself. “You didn’t marry me for my grace, that’s for sure,” I said.

      “You have many other redeeming qualities,” he said, taking the keys from my hand and unlocking the cottage door.

      My laughter stopped immediately. I had tried to convince myself that I had seen enough dead bodies by now not to be affected deeply by seeing another one, but clearly, that was not the case. As soon as I stepped inside the door, my heart started to race, and it took a sheer force of effort for me to walk back and look into the kitchen again.

      Of course, it was empty, and if there had been any signs of death from Ms. McNamara’s body, the crime scene team had cleaned them up thoroughly. I let out a long, slow breath as I set my fritter and now half-empty coffee cup on the dining room table behind me.

      “I suppose you don’t know how she died,” I said as Santiago pulled out a chair, and we both sat down.

      He tilted his head and looked at me. “Even in a major metro area, Paisley, it would take a couple of days to get autopsy results. We live in Octonia. And it’s Saturday.”

      “Fair enough,” I said. “Okay, let’s get to work.”

      Santiago shoved half his fritter into his mouth and mumbled something that sounded like, “Whef tog, bo?”

      I laughed. “Let’s start at the front with the mantels. Saul should be here soon with a truck to haul stuff to the shop.”

      Just as we walked into the front rooms, I heard the unmistakable sound of a big truck backing up and saw a massive moving truck edging toward the front steps.

      “Wow, he’s expecting a big load,” Santiago said as he joined me at the window.

      “I did tell him most of the paneling was in great shape,” I said quietly.

      “Guess I won’t have to go to the gym this weekend then,” he said with a smile. “And we do have Epsom salts at home.”

      “And a bathtub big enough for two,” I said with a wink before I turned and opened the door to welcome Saul and Mika.

      “Brought along some muscle,” Saul said.

      My best friend and Saul’s niece raised her right arm and flexed her tiny bicep. “Just point me at the stuff that needs demolishing.”

      “All right there, muscles. Slow your roll. We’re delicately removing things, not demolishing.”

      Mika pouted. “So no sledgehammer?”

      “I’ll let you at a wall when we get the good stuff out. How’s that?”

      Her face lit up, as did mine, when she handed me a coffee bigger than I’d brought. “Thank you,” I said.

      “And one for you, sir,” Saul said to Santiago as he handed Santiago an equally large cup. “We starting up here?”

      “We are,” I said. “If possible, I’d like to get this paneling and the mantels as well as these pillars and bookshelves.”

      Mika groaned. “So basically everything in the room?”

      “Yep,” I said. I was already thinking about how to stage this as a room for a potential buyer. If someone really wanted that authentic craftsman feel in their living space, these pieces would do just that, no matter what age the building. “You two want to start over there.” I pointed to the right, where the mantel looked a little easier to remove.

      “Sounds good,” Saul said and headed toward the mantel with a very menacing-looking crowbar. I braced myself for the sound of splintering wood, but I was pleasantly surprised to hear only the scratching of nails pulling loose instead.

      Santi applied gentle pressure to the side of the mantel in front of us, and soon enough, both pieces were out, wrapped in blankets, and in the truck. The paneling continued in the same fashion, except for one corner piece that splintered as Mika pulled it free—a minor loss in an otherwise successful venture.

      Soon enough, we had stripped the room bare except for the floorboards, which we decided to wait on while we loaded everything else. After all, it wasn’t the wisest move to carry sinks and such across bare floor joists.

      While Saul and Mika tackled the built-ins and bathroom fixtures in the rooms along the hallway, Santi and I headed back to the kitchen. “You sure you don’t want them to do this room? Save yourself the flashbacks?”

      I shook my head. “The only way out is through, and I think I can better purge the images of Ms. McNamara’s body by working in the space. It’ll look very different when we’re done.”

      We began in the kitchen proper. The cabinets were vintage and still sported the original butter-yellow color, but I knew from experience that the wood was probably quite dry. Sure enough, as soon as we started to separate them from the wall, they began to split apart. So we left those and focused on the tiles.

      Tiles like these, originals from the early twentieth century, could fetch a dollar, sometimes two, in my shop, so I hoped we’d be able to remove a bunch of them. Santiago started at the other end of the kitchen floor by the back door, and I took my mini crowbar to the backsplash. The tiles popped loose easily, and I was soon trucking along at a good pace, removing tiles and then stacking them on the counter to be boxed up.

      Santiago was having a bit more trouble with the floor tiles, but by the time I got to the sink about halfway across the room, he was cruising back toward me a row at a time. In fact, I was enjoying his process of shimmying his hips while he worked the pry bar under a tile that I almost plunged my tool right through the plasterboard above the sink.

      “Gracious,” I shouted as I pulled my pry bar loose and watched the tile it had been behind shatter in the ceramic sink below. “Darn.”

      “We have a few others, Pais,” Santiago said as he wrestled another complete tile free.

      “I know. I just think that every single one of these is funding Sawyer’s college education.”

      “I really don’t think we need to worry about that just yet,” he said.

      “It’ll be here sooner than I think, or at least that’s what all the moms on Facebook say.” I chuckled and turned back to remove another tile.

      As I popped it off the wall, I noticed a dark patch in the plaster. “Looks like there might have been a leak here. I’ll make a note to tell the Cubbins.”

      But as the next tile came loose, I saw it wasn’t a dark patch but a hole. “Whoa,” I said.

      “What?” Santi said as he stepped closer. “Oh, yeah, whoa.” He leaned in. “Is there something in there?”

      I wedged my belly against the sink and leaned forward so far that my feet came off the floor. Sure enough, there was a small gold-colored box with an envelope beneath it tucked into the hole. I pulled them out gently, unsure how old the items were and not wanting to destroy them
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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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