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      Breakfast at Thorne Castle was served in a room that had almost certainly seen centuries of very serious meals. The ceiling was high and beamed, the windows were tall, and the table could have seated around one hundred people without anyone needing to rub elbows. There were only four of us at one end, which made the long white tablecloth look a bit like it was waiting for reinforcements.

      Bridget had not let the formality of the room get in the way of her theme for the day.

      On the big silver tray in the centre of the table sat a sponge cake iced to look like a set of ugly little grey boxes. A smear of pale green icing ran along one side, with a streak of darker blue that I assumed was meant to be a river. She had piped tiny yellow dots along what might have been a road. A miniature wafer stood at one corner with the words Milliner’s Lane written in thin brown icing.

      Lined up around the cake were slices of toast cut into umbrella shapes. Bridget had even used tiny triangles of cheese on cocktail sticks as handles.

      Mirabella clapped her hands together. “Oh. My. Goodness. Harriet, look at that. It’s so cute.” She took a photo.

      Percival lowered his newspaper, took in the cake, and cleared his throat. “Is that intended to be a map?”

      “It’s Gideon Poke’s proposed development,” Lord Alistair said. He sat opposite me, in his usual dark jacket, as if breakfast required a level of formality associated with weddings and job interviews.

      His gaze met mine across the table, and the severity of his expression eased for the briefest moment. It had begun happening often enough that I no longer thought I had imagined it.

      Bridget swept in from the side door carrying a pot of tea and a jug of orange juice. She had pinned an apron over her usual neat dress. The apron fabric was printed with tiny umbrellas in rows, which seemed exactly right for Soggybottom Hollow.

      “Morning,” she said. “Mind the cake. I had to guess some of the measurements and it’s all a bit approximate.”

      Mirabella leant forward until her nose was almost over the icing.  “So the little grey blocks are buildings. And the green is grass. And the blue is the stream.” She pointed with her spoon. “Is this where Vera’s tea room is?”

      Bridget nodded. “That’s Vera’s. That one’s Rupert’s shop. Those two are the cottages. That bit there used to be Phyllis’s umbrella workshop. He wants to flatten the lot.”

      My stomach, which had been very interested in the umbrella toast, tightened a little. “I thought he was just talking. You know, developers wave plans around all the time.”

      Lord Alistair reached for the teapot. “He has lodged a full proposal with the council,” he said. “It isn’t simply talk.”

      Bridget placed slices of umbrella toast on our plates.  “I tried to make the handles neat,” she said. “They kept breaking. They’re still fine for eating though.”

      “They’re perfect,” I said. I picked one up and took a bite. It tasted exactly like toast, but I appreciated the effort. It also felt faintly wrong to eat it handle-first, as if I were disrespecting the art of umbrella making.

      Percival folded the newspaper and set it beside his plate. He had brought it down with him as though he were still in his own kitchen in Melbourne instead of a castle in the middle of English umbrella country.

      “Let me see if I’ve understood,” he said slowly. “Gideon proposes to demolish Rupert Dane’s hardware shop, Vera Fothergill’s tea room, two cottages, and Phyllis Coggins’ late husband’s workshop?”

      “That is correct,” Lord Alistair said. “All along Milliner’s Lane.”

      “But why those?” I asked. “There are other buildings along there. Why not start somewhere else?”

      “Adjoining land,” Lord Alistair said. “He’s been buying up adjoining parcels through various arrangements. Those properties create a single block on which he can place his charming grey boxes.”

      He did not make the word charming sound complimentary.

      Mirabella looked from the cake to him. “But The Final Chapter, the bookshop, is safe?”

      “Entirely safe,” Lord Alistair said. “I own the building, and Gideon has yet to discover a lawful method of flattening my property without my consent.”

      I released a breath I had not realised I was holding.

      Lord Alistair’s attention shifted to me. “I told Mary the same thing yesterday,” he said. “The bookshop is secure.”

      “I know.”

      His gaze remained on mine for another moment.

      Percival picked up one of the umbrella toasts, examined it in a way that suggested he was silently correcting its proportions, then bit off the corner. “I find it remarkable that a person should return to his childhood village with the express intention of remodelling it into an office park.”

      “He always was like that,” Bridget said. She placed a plate of scrambled eggs in the centre of the table. “Even when he was young. Always planning. Always wanting to move fences and paths.”

      “But this isn’t just moving a fence,” I said. “He’s talking about Vera’s tea room. People go there every day.”

      Mirabella nodded. “Vera matches teas to outfits. You can’t get that service in a strip of grey boxes.”

      Lord Alistair’s mouth twitched, though I could not tell if he was amused or trying hard not to be. “Unfortunately the planning committee doesn’t consider bespoke tea pairings an official category.”

      Percival reached across and helped himself to eggs. “What precisely is Gideon proposing to construct?” he asked. “Those blocks aren’t very descriptive.”

      “Retail and serviced offices,” Lord Alistair said. “Plus some rather optimistic parking. He has a fancy set of drawings. Bridget’s cake is, I suspect, more charming than the real thing.”

      Bridget put a rack of more toast on the table. I added one normal slice to my plate as well so she would not think her efforts too strange.

      “So Rupert’s being pushed out of his building,” I said. “And Vera. And the people in the cottages. And Phyllis’ old workshop is part of it too.”

      “Rupert signed an option,” Lord Alistair said. “Under some pressure. Gideon has a very flexible approach to contracts. Vera’s lease is short and he’s counting on her not having the resources to fight.”

      Percival frowned.

      “You said he was under some pressure?”

      “Gideon has a solicitor, Crispin Vale,” Lord Alistair said. “Crispin isn’t known for his restraint.”

      He picked up his knife and fork and cut into his eggs with deliberate care. “There is, however, a more immediate concern for me. His proposed access road runs here.”

      He set his cutlery down again and reached for the cake. For a brief moment I wondered if he was about to pick it up and use it as an actual map. Instead he pointed with the back of his fork at the smear of green icing and the thin yellow line.

      “Here?” Mirabella repeated. “Through this bit of green.”

      “Through Thorne land,” he said. “He has drawn his access road as if he already has an easement.”

      Percival sat up a little straighter.  “But does he?”

      “No,” Lord Alistair said. “He doesn’t. Which is why this interests me.”

      Bridget made a small, annoyed sound. “He’s been talking in the village as if it’s all decided,” she said. “He’s been telling people he’s putting a road through and there’s nothing anyone can do. Poor Vera has hardly slept.”

      I reached for the orange juice. “Surely he can’t just draw a road across someone else’s property.”

      “In principle, no,” Lord Alistair said. “In practice, developers employ people to make awkward facts less visible. Surveyors, solicitors, people who understand how to label lines on diagrams in ways that confuse committees.”

      “That sounds very familiar,” Percival said. “In a different context, but the principle is much the same. It reminds me of small adjustments in ancient Athenian voting divisions.”

      “Have you seen his actual plan?” I asked Lord Alistair. “Not just the cake version.”

      “I have a copy in the study,” he said. “The council sends me anything that involves my land. That’s how I learnt how far his optimism extends.”

      Mirabella put her fork down. “Can we see?”

      Bridget poured more tea. “Before you all dash off, you might want to know that everyone along Milliner’s Lane is planning a fundraising fete tomorrow. They’re going to put up stalls and have games. The money’s for legal advice and printing and that sort of thing,” she said.

      “A fete,” Mirabella said. “Oh, that sounds lovely. We should help.”

      “We will certainly attend,” Percival said. “Legal fights require considerable resources.”

      “Mary said they’ll have a secondhand book stall,” Bridget said. “She’s been sorting through boxes out the back. Vera will handle refreshments. Rupert is donating prizes from the shop. Betty is bringing some of her chickens.”

      “Of course she is,” I said. Betty never missed an opportunity for her chickens to perform.

      Bridget gathered eggshells from a side dish.  “You should take the cake with you when you go,” she said. “If you’re looking at the plan, you can compare it with the sponge.”

      “It’s simply a matter of reading a document,” Percival said. “It’s not a mystery.”

      “It can still be fun,” Mirabella said. “You can be the documents person and Harriet and I can be the cake comparison people.”

      Lord Alistair set down his fork. “If you accompany me to the main library, I can show you the plans.”

      Percival took one more mouthful of eggs, dabbed at his mouth with his napkin, and stood. Mirabella swallowed the last of her tea and rose from the table.

      We followed Lord Alistair out of the breakfast room, along the corridor, and into the main library.

      He went straight to a side table, picked up a rolled document, and brought it to the big oak desk. “This is the copy of Gideon’s proposal,” he said. “At least the part that concerns the land.”

      Up close, the official plan was a tangle of lines and little numbers. Some of the figures had decimal points. Others did not. There were angles and notes along the edges.

      Percival moved around the desk until he could look at it from the top.

      “Here we are,” he said. “Milliner’s Lane. Rupert’s building. Vera’s. The cottages. Phyllis’s old workshop.”

      He traced with one finger along the row of rectangles, then along a heavier line that ran behind them.

      “This boundary,” he said. “That is the edge of your land, Lord Alistair.”

      “According to that document,” Lord Alistair said. “According to the title deeds and the estate map, it’s a few metres further in.”

      Mirabella peered from the plan to the sponge cake and back again.  “On the cake, the green strip is quite wide,” she said. “On the paper, it’s very narrow.”

      “Bridget allowed extra icing,” I said.

      “Even allowing for that, the distances are wrong,” Lord Alistair said.

      He walked to the framed map on the wall and tapped the lower corner. “This is the original estate survey. Every few decades it’s updated. When the council sent me Gideon’s proposal, I laid his plan over this one. The boundary line along the lane didn’t match.”

      Percival looked very pleased. “This is where units become interesting,” he said. “May I?”

      Lord Alistair gestured to the desk. “Please. Try to contain yourself,” he added. “The boundary is already under enough strain.”

      Percival bent over the plan. “These are metres,” he said, pointing to a column of numbers along one edge. “And these here are feet. Or rather, they’re written as if they were feet. Except that some of the figures have been copied as if they were the same unit.”

      I stared at the numbers. They might as well have been Greek to me. “So someone looked at a measurement in feet and just wrote the number down in the metres column?”

      “Exactly,” Percival said. “For most of the lines, the conversion is correct. For this one here, it isn’t.”

      He tapped a number, then another further along.

      “See. They have taken, say, fifty feet and written fifty metres. Which is almost three times as long. It shifts the line.”

      Lord Alistair came back to the desk. “That’s why the boundary line on his plan encroaches on my land by several metres.”

      Percival nodded. “If you apply the correct conversion, the line moves back to where your map has it. The difference is enough to make space for his road.”

      “Exactly,” Lord Alistair said. “With the line where he’s drawn it, he can argue that the access road fits between the back of Milliner’s Lane and the river without crossing my land. With the correct line, there isn’t enough room.”

      “Do you think it’s a mistake or did someone do it on purpose?” I asked.

      Percival pressed his lips together. “It’s always possible for errors to occur. However, they often favour one party. Repeatedly.”

      “Particularly when the numbers that affect the other boundaries are all neatly converted,” Lord Alistair said. “It stretches belief to think that only this one was done by accident.”

      Mirabella tilted her head. “Did the person who drew this have access to your estate map?”

      “No,” Lord Alistair said. “At least not officially. The estate records are here. The council has a copy of older surveys, but not the internal updates.”

      “So they’d have started with their own version,” I said. “And then someone adjusted it.”

      Percival nodded. “I’d be very interested to see the older council map. If their base plan is correct and the error appears only on Gideon’s proposal, the question becomes who made that change.”

      “His surveyor,” Lord Alistair said. “Theo Bell. He’s the name on the drawing.”

      Mirabella traced a careful circle around the suspicious line with her finger without actually touching the paper. “Then it’s clear. This Theo person either made a mistake when he converted units or he helped Gideon shift the boundary.”

      Lord Alistair gave a small, noncommittal sound. “Theo works for several developers. I’ve never dealt with him directly.”

      “So what can be done about it?” Mirabella asked.

      “First I’ll write to the council and point out the discrepancy,” Lord Alistair said. “Then I’ll ask for a meeting with their planning officer. They must compare this plan with their title records.”

      Bridget appeared in the doorway with a cloth over her arm. “Is it as bad as you thought?” she asked.

      “It’s inaccurate,” Lord Alistair said. “In a very convenient way.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The village green in Soggybottom Hollow had been transformed overnight. When we walked down from the castle after lunch, the grass was dotted with gazebos and trestle tables, all linked together with long lengths of bunting. Most of the bunting had little umbrella shapes sewn along the edges, which seemed very on brand.

      Percival stopped near the first stall and took a long, considering look around, as if he was surveying an excavation site rather than a fete.

      “This is quite comprehensive,” he said.

      “It looks wonderful,” Mirabella said. “Look at Vera’s cakes. And Rupert has brought half his shop.”

      Lord Alistair had agreed to walk down with us, which I suspected cost him something. He had put on a dark jacket again, as if a village fete required the same level of formality as a council hearing. He had also insisted on carrying the letter to the planning officer in his inside pocket, even though the post office was not strictly on our way.

      Mary was already hovering near a table stacked with boxes, talking to Ada and Edith. The sign along the front of the table said that The Final Chapter had supplied books for all tastes. Someone had drawn tiny umbrellas in each corner of the sign. I would have bet money that had been Mary.

      “Fetes in England are very committed,” I said. “In Australia, there would be more sausages.”

      “Vera has pies,” Mirabella said. “It will be fine.”

      We had only taken a few steps onto the grass when Vera herself appeared in front of us, carrying a clipboard and wearing an apron printed with teapots and, of course, umbrellas. She looked me up and down in a way that was not rude so much as professional.

      “Harriet,” she said. “I’m so glad you came. Turn around for me.”

      I turned, feeling slightly like a coat on a rack. I had worn jeans, flat shoes, and a striped top, with a light jacket in case the weather changed its mind halfway through the afternoon.

      “Hmm,” she said. She tapped the end of her pen on the clipboard. “Practical shoes. Layers. You’ve brought a bag big enough for books but not so big that it will get in the way if you end up carrying folding chairs.”

      “That sounds accurate,” I said.

      “This calls for Kukicha tea,” she said. “Strong, steady, prepared to stand its ground. A determined, practical cup.”

      “That sounds perfect,” I said. “Thanks.”

      “I’ll bring it to you in a moment,” she said. “You shouldn’t start a fete without the right tea.”

      She moved away before I could ask what would happen if I had dared to wear sandals.

      Lord Alistair watched her move away. “Vera has prevented several public disturbances with tea,” he said. “I’ve stopped questioning the system.”

      A group of three people walked past us at that moment, heading for the jam stall. They were clearly visitors rather than locals. One had a camera hanging around his neck and a guidebook to English villages in his hand. Vera shifted sideways and intercepted them with the ease of long practice.

      She studied the first visitor, who wore a bright floral dress and sandals.

      “Light dress, open shoes, no jacket,” Vera said. “Optimistic, cheerful, not thinking about clouds. You need something hopeful with a hint of caution. Darjeeling.”

      The woman laughed.

      “That sounds lovely.”

      The next visitor wore a dark hoodie and trainers and had his hands in his pockets.

      “Covering up. Prepared to bolt if it rains. Slightly wary about the whole concept,” Vera said. “You need something reassuring. Keemun. No sugar. Sugar would be too much for you today.”

      He pulled one hand out and rubbed the back of his neck.

      “I don’t usually drink tea,” he said.

      “You will today,” she said. “Trust me.”

      The third visitor wore a sensible raincoat and carried a folded umbrella that clearly had not been made by the Guild. Several people glanced at it, then quickly looked away. Vera frowned at the umbrella for a moment, then at the woman.

      “Prepared for everything but in the wrong way,” she said. “We can work with that. You need a grounding cup. Lapsang Souchong. A tea that says it will be here whether you respect it or not.”

      The woman clutched the handle of her umbrella a little tighter. “I didn’t know tea could do all that,” she said.

      “Tea can do quite a lot,” Vera said. “Go and find a table. I’ll bring a tray.”

      Percival had been watching the exchange with interest.

      “Her classification system is quite sophisticated,” he said. “It’s almost like the way tribes and clans functioned in Athens.”

      “Percival!” Mirabella said.

      He stopped. “Yes. I’ll save that for later,” he said. His face fell.

      We moved further into the fete. On one side, Rupert had arranged a selection of tools, buckets, and small household items. He stood with his arms folded, looking across the green rather than at his own stall.

      I followed his gaze. His hardware shop was visible up along Milliner’s Lane. The building looked ordinary enough from here. The idea of it being flattened for grey boxes made my chest tighten again.

      “Rupert,” I said. “How’s it going?”

      He turned back and tried to smile. “Busy,” he said. “Which is good.”

      “Do you want us to buy anything?” Mirabella asked. “I always feel like I should buy something.”

      “You don’t need a paint scraper,” Rupert said. “Unless you do.”

      “I can find a use for anything,” she said. “But we can look later. You seem a bit distracted.”

      He shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “I wanted to keep an eye on the shop,” he said. “I know I signed the papers, but it doesn’t feel right that Gideon Poke would talk about it as if it was already rubble.”

      We left him to his tools and made our way along the line of stalls. Near the middle of the green, Phyllis had set up an umbrella demonstration area. There was a sign in neat handwriting saying that correct handling preserved longevity. She stood beside a stand of Guild umbrellas. Each canopy had a slightly different pattern, though all of them had the little brass Guild stamp on the handle.

      As we approached, she reached out and adjusted the hand of a visitor who was holding an umbrella in what I had assumed was the normal way.

      “Not like that,” Phyllis said. “You’re putting all the strain on the wrong point. Your grip should be here, and the angle of your wrist matters.”

      She shifted the handle in the visitor’s hand, then adjusted her wrist.

      “If you hold it like that in a wind, you’ll twist the ribs,” she said. “We don’t want twisted ribs.”

      The visitor nodded and tried to copy the position. “It feels a bit odd.”

      “It does at first,” Phyllis said. “Like learning any proper technique. Think of it as posture. Bad posture leads to bad backs. Bad umbrella posture leads to broken canopies.”

      Mirabella watched with interest. “I had no idea there was a right way to hold an umbrella,” she said.

      Phyllis looked over.

      “There’s a right way to do everything,” she said. “Show me how you hold yours.”

      Mirabella picked up one of the demonstration umbrellas from the stand. She held it in front of her.

      Phyllis took in the position and nodded once.

      “That’s not too bad,” she said. “A small adjustment and you’ll be perfect.”

      She shifted Mirabella’s hand a fraction, then glanced at me.

      “And you, Harriet.”

      I picked up an umbrella and tried to copy Mirabella. It felt like a test. Phyllis stepped closer and clicked her tongue.

      “You’re putting too much pressure on the crook,” she said. “See here.”

      She tapped the handle where my fingers were. “This part is for hanging the umbrella on a hook. Your grip should be lower.”

      She moved my hand. “It will feel strange, but it will become natural,” she said. “Especially if you intend to remain in this village, where umbrellas are taken seriously.”

      “I’m not sure how long I’ll stay,” I said. “It depends on various things.”

      “It’s always good to be prepared,” she said. “If nothing else, for visits.”

      “Umbrella posture,” I said. “I feel like I should be standing up straighter for the rest of the day.”

      “You do have very good posture,” Phyllis said. “For an Australian.”

      I decided to take that as a compliment.

      Near the far edge of the green, Doreen had positioned herself between two stalls with a stopwatch in her hand. A notice propped up beside her folding chair invited people to test their time between ring toss and jam. The ring toss stall had little wooden pegs set up in a neat row, each with an umbrella handle on top. The jam stall had jars arranged in tall pyramids.

      “Next,” Doreen called. “Who’s next for the course?”

      A child ran past, giggling, and Doreen pressed the button on the stopwatch the second the child’s foot passed an imaginary line. The child threw three rings, hitting two of the pegs, then ran to the jam stall, touched the table, and ran back.

      “Fifteen point three,” Doreen said. “You can do better if you shorten your turn.”

      “What do I win?” the child asked.

      “You win the knowledge of your time,” Doreen said. “And the option to try again.”

      Doreen saw us and waved us over. “Harriet, you must do the course,” she said. “Everyone has to do the course.”

      “You start here.” She pointed to a spot she had marked on the grass with chalk. “You walk to the ring toss stall, throw three rings, then proceed to the jam stall. You touch the table, then return here. The time is added to the official record. It’s important to have data.”

      Mirabella stepped forward. “I’ll go first,” she said. “So Harriet can learn from my mistakes.”

      Doreen lifted the stopwatch. “Ready,” she said. “Go.”

      Mirabella set off at a brisk walk. She threw her three rings, landing one, then went straight to the jam stall, touched the corner, and came back.

      “Twenty-one point eight,” Doreen said. “A good first attempt.”

      “Thanks,” Mirabella said. She was slightly out of breath, which made me feel better about my own fitness.

      “Harriet,” Doreen said. “Your turn.”

      I took my place at the chalk line. When she said I could start, I did my best to match Mirabella’s pace. The grass was slightly uneven, so I had to watch my footing. My three rings all missed in various unhelpful directions. I touched the jam table and walked back, trying not to think about the fact that Doreen was timing every step.

      “Twenty,” Doreen said. “Well done. A neat round figure.”

      She wrote our times in a little notebook. “This will all be very useful,” she said.

      “For what?” I asked.

      “For knowing,” she said. “It’s always good to know.”

      We left her to her stopwatch and made our way towards the far corner of the green, where I could hear clucking and the faint sound of a whistle.

      Betty had set up a small fenced area with straw scattered on the ground. A row of tiny obstacles had been arranged: a small seesaw, a low hoop, and three little buckets painted in bright colours. Several chickens pecked around, including one rather glamorous hen with a ring of marigold petals tied around her neck. A small hand-painted sign introduced the new routine.

      Betty stood just outside the fence, a whistle on a string around her neck.

      “You’re just in time,” she said. “I’m about to start the show.”

      “We wouldn’t miss it,” Mirabella said. “Chickens are my favourite part of England.”

      “Thank you,” Betty said. “Everyone needs something to look forward to.”

      I stepped closer to the fence, careful not to bump it. “Betty, I wanted to ask you about Gideon Poke,” I said. “If you had a minute after the show.”

      Betty lifted the whistle. “I won’t discuss him until you’ve watched the chickens perform,” she said. “They’ve been rehearsing. It wouldn’t be fair.”

      “Sure,” I said with a sigh.

      She nodded and blew the whistle. The chickens all lifted their heads. Betty scattered a small handful of grain along a path that led over the seesaw and through the hoop. Most of the hens followed the grain trail, clucking with interest.

      “They have to complete the course before they can eat properly,” Betty said. “It teaches discipline.”

      One hen hopped neatly onto the seesaw, walked across, and hopped down. Another ducked her head and went through the hoop. The third headed straight for the nearest bucket and stopped.

      “That one’s Marigold,” Betty said. “She has a new part in the routine.”

      Marigold stayed beside her bucket, pecking at a small pile of seed at the bottom. She didn’t move when Betty called, or when the other chickens passed close by. It was clear the bucket had all her attention.

      “She’s meant to come out again on the final whistle,” Betty said. “We’re still working on that.”

      The other hens had finished the course and clustered near the far corner, waiting for more grain. Betty blew the
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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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