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      In Alaska's unforgiving wild, secrets are buried deep, but survival isn't the only thing at stake...

      Alaskan Explorer Mikhail Amos can count the number of bad decisions he’s made in his life on one hand. But when he’s called out on the cusp of winter to track down and rescue a team of lost botanists in the wilds of Alaska, he can’t say no. It doesn’t matter that every last instinct tells him he won’t get the team out before winter. The scientists on the expedition are someone’s father and brother. Mikhail knows what it’s like to lose both of those, and he’d never wish that loss on another person.

      But as Mikhail soon discovers, the team also happens to include the lead scientist’s daughter, Bryony Wetherby, whose ability to survive in the wilderness and knack for drawing maps intrigue him in a way no woman ever has before.

      But people on the team are carrying secrets, and Mikhail soon isn’t sure what holds the most danger, the encroaching Alaskan winter, the secrets between the members, or lowering the walls he’s built around his heart.

      From a USA Today bestselling author comes a reimagining of Sully from Dr. Quinn, Medicine Woman, a tale of survival in the wilderness, and a love that heals wounded hearts.
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        Stikine River Wilderness, Alaska; November 1888

      

      

      They were all going to die. The only question was how long it would take.

      Bryony Wetherby dipped a wooden spoon into the pot over the fire and stirred the soup, trying not to think of how it steamed and swirled against the air that grew colder with each passing day. Trying not to think of how her fingertips were so cold they ached and the big toe on her left foot was numb.

      And it was only the beginning of November. Not late November or December. But she was already fighting frostbite.

      “Bryony, come here and look at this.” Her father’s voice filled the campsite. “I think I found a new species of lichen.”

      Bryony looked over to where her father and Dr. Ottingford were crouched on the ground near a boulder on the outskirts of the camp. Behind the boulder, a glacial lake filled the valley, its water a creamy turquoise color from the minerals of melted glaciers.

      “I think it’s a member of the Stereocaulon family.” Her father studied the lichen through his magnifying glass, his snowy white hair sticking up from his scalp in odd directions, as though he’d scratched it a half-dozen times while studying the new flora. “But I’ve never seen one with a gray hue.”

      “Yes, I agree. It’s definitely part of the Stereocaulon family.” Dr. Ottingford, her father’s research associate, nodded as he examined the specimen. The man’s balding head made him appear fifteen years older than his true age.

      “Hurry and grab that journal.” Her father looked over at her, and she was tempted to laugh at his hair jutting every which way. But his brow was furrowed into lines of irritation. “Walter here will collect a sample to take back to Washington, DC.”

      She almost asked her father what the point was of recording anything about the lichen, when it seemed more and more likely they would die in the Alaskan wilderness, surrounded by towering mountains and rocky valleys that didn’t contain enough soil to grow any vegetation they could eat.

      Ten weeks. That’s how long they’d gone on like this after their guide was killed in a bear attack. At first they hadn’t been worried. After they buried their guide, her father and Dr. Ottingford had decided to collect samples for a few more days. After all, the Department of the Interior had commissioned their study on the flora and fauna of Southeast Alaska, and her father had wanted a chance to conclude the research he’d been working on at the higher elevations near the Stikine Icefield for most of the summer.

      But that was when they assumed they’d be able to find their way back to the river. Or to a stream. Or to anything that might lead them to the place they’d beached their canoes on the banks of the mighty Stikine River and headed inland.

      “Bryony?” Impatience laced her father’s voice. “Didn’t you hear me? I need the journal.”

      “Come eat, and I’ll record your observations after dinner.” Not that she could call the three handfuls of edible roots she’d thrown into the stewpot much of a dinner. It was flavored broth, at best, and probably not enough to sustain them through the night and into the morning. But it was the only thing they had.

      “Get the journal.” Her father’s voice grew louder, echoing over the forgotten valley and into the crags of the mountains towering around them. “This is too important to wait.”

      She sighed, then left the spoon in the simmering pot and grabbed the journal she was using to sketch her findings. She headed toward her father and Dr. Ottingford, who were studying a snow lichen with small, grayish-white leaves that covered a series of smaller rocks beside the boulder. She knelt on the ground beside them, causing the cold to seep into her skirt and the thin trousers she wore beneath it.

      Her father gave her a moment to open to the correct page and take out her pencil before he continued.

      “Note how dense the coverage is, and that the leaves are more gray than white.” He reached out and brushed one of the leaves with his finger, then rattled off a list of observations about the size and shape of the leaves, the density of the coverage, and how the lichen grew in both sunny and shaded areas.

      Bryony recorded every detail, just as she’d been doing for the past fourteen years. She even asked about the vegetation growing around the lichen and recorded a few notes before finally sketching a picture.

      “The leaves look too feathery. Create a more defined edge.” Her father peered over her shoulder. “Don’t you think the leaves need to be more defined, Walter?”

      Dr. Ottingford carefully scraped a small sample of the lichen off the boulder and placed it between two sheets of herbarium paper before straightening and looking at the journal. “Yes, make them a bit more distinct if you could, Miss Wetherby.”

      Bryony did as asked, waiting until both men nodded their approval and read over her notes before she closed the journal. “Now can we eat dinner?”

      Her father blinked, as though just now remembering they needed to eat at least a few bites of food if they wanted to keep from starving. He got like this when he was focused on something, almost as though eating and drinking and not dying of hypothermia were all somehow secondary to studying vegetation.

      “Right. Yes. Let’s eat dinner.” He scratched the side of his head, which caused yet another tuft of white hair to stick out at an odd angle. “What did you prepare?”

      “A stew made primarily with roots.” It was the only thing they could eat on the cusp of winter. The wild blueberries had ripened and died months ago, the fireweed stalks that could be eaten as young shoots were now brown and tough. And the glacier lilies, whose bulbs could be eaten, had also died. The only way to find food was to dig up edible roots. Either that or hunt, but that had been their guide’s job, and they’d struggled to find food ever since he died.

      “That’s it? Root stew?” Her father raised a bushy white eyebrow, then slid a hand over his flat belly. He was older than most scientists who went on expeditions, but his lithe form, good health, and experience made him fast and skilled.

      Unfortunately, he wasn’t very skilled at planning. He never had been. Which was why he was now frowning at her, his hand still resting over his stomach. “I’m rather hungry tonight. Didn’t we skip lunch?”

      “Yes.” And breakfast had been the same roots, only she’d fried them in a pan over the fire rather than boiling them in a stew.

      “Can’t you make something with the jerky or pemmican? Maybe cook up some biscuits and fry it over the fire for sandwiches?”

      She tried not to clench her jaw and tense her shoulders. Tried not to let the heat pricking the backs of her eyes turn into actual tears. Tried not to let the panic bubbling in her stomach creep into her voice.

      But she wasn’t sure she succeeded. “We ran out of pemmican two days ago, and we sent the last of the jerky with Heath and Richard when they went to find help.”

      “What about biscuits?” Dr. Ottingford’s voice, which was normally dry and monotone, held a note of hope.

      “We ran out of those ingredients last week. I told you.”

      “You did?” Father blinked, his eyes large behind his thick spectacles. “I could have sworn we had enough supplies to last us when Richard and Heath left.”

      “We also assumed they’d be gone for about a week. It’s been three.”

      “There, there. Don’t fret.” Father reached out and took her hand, then patted it as he’d done when she was a child. “I’m sure Richard and Heath have found the river by now. Maybe they even went to one of those Indian villages to ask for help. It will all work out. You’ll see.”

      “But what if it doesn’t?” Bryony tugged her hand away from her father. “What if they slipped while trying to make it down a mountain? Or what if a grizzly bear attacked them too? What if snow comes tonight and makes passage out of the valley impossible?”

      At this point, the only thing she could assume was that her brother, Heath, and his best friend had perished in the wilderness. They should have been back weeks ago. Why couldn’t her father see it? How could he be so smart when it came to science, and so utterly clueless about everything else?

      “We’ll be fine.” Her father reached out and patted her hand again. “This isn’t my first expedition where something’s gone awry. Walter, remember the time when we were in the Southwest studying vegetation in the Texas desert?”

      Dr. Ottingford rubbed the bald spot on top of his head, his eyes wide behind his own wire-rimmed glasses. “Yes, I remember. We were able to find water before running out. It wasn’t nearly as dire of a situation as our guide first thought.”

      That wasn’t how she remembered it. It had seemed beyond dire, as though they’d been hours away from dying. She’d been accompanying her father on his expeditions since her mother died when Bryony was the ripe old age of eight. Before that, she’d crept into her father’s hothouse to sketch plants and record her observations about whatever he happened to be growing. But even though that expedition to Texas had been six years ago, she could still recall the terror she’d felt when their guide realized the creek they’d been planning to get water from was dry, and they had to look for another water source.

      It had taken them four hours to find one.

      But they’d been lost in this wilderness for ten weeks. Surely that had to be more serious than a four-hour delay in finding water.

      “Your brother and Richard made it back to the river. I’m sure they did. Help will be here any day now.” Her father turned toward the pot hanging over the fire. “I know a meal of boiled roots doesn’t seem like much, but we’ll be eating fish aplenty soon enough.”

      But what if Heath and Richard got lost? Or what if they were dead?

      “I think we should leave in the morning.” She followed her father back to the fire.

      “No.” Her father picked up one of the tin bowls beside the fire, then stirred the broth in the pot. “We said we’d stay here and study the vegetation until they returned. The last thing we need to do is move. That will make it impossible for them to find us.”

      “That assumes they’re alive and well enough to lead an expedition back to us. And we don’t know that they are.”

      Her father dropped the spoon back into the pot, his light blue eyes piercing beneath his bushy white eyebrows. “Do you truly think your brother is dead, Bryony?”

      She shifted her weight on the uneven ground, her throat growing tight. She didn’t want to think that. Didn’t want to believe that what had once been a happy family of four, with two parents, one son, and one daughter, was now just a father-daughter team.

      But what else was she supposed to think?

      What—other than a major disaster—would possibly keep Heath from returning to them when he knew they were stranded in the wilderness?

      “I don’t know what to think. That’s why I’m so worried. Part of what makes me think we need to leave in the morning.” And hope and pray they’d somehow find their way through the towering mountains and winding valleys that had confused them for the past ten weeks. “You can tell winter is coming. I know you can.”

      Almost as though confirming her statement, a brutal gust of wind blew down from one of the mountains, working its way beneath her wool coat.

      “The girl does have a point, Atticus.” Dr. Ottingford looked to the north, where the tallest of the mountains surrounding them towered over the valley with its snow-capped peak.

      It should have been a beautiful sight, the majestic mountain with a turquoise lake at its base and a series of smaller mountains circling the lake. It had been beautiful the first time she’d seen it. Before she’d realize just how lost they were.

      Now it terrified her.

      “The weather is turning, and we don’t know what might have befallen Heath and Richard.” Dr. Ottingford gestured toward the mountain to the north, then dragged his gaze along the series of peaks that surrounded them to the east and south and west. “Half the time, the peaks are too shrouded in clouds for us to see them, and when we can, the snow line is always farther and farther down. We can’t afford to be here when winter comes. The canyon we followed to get here will become impassable with the first bit of snow.”

      Her father sighed, his shoulders heaving. “We need to wait longer. I really do think Heath and Richard will return, possibly with an entire team to guide us out.”

      “That might be true, Atticus, but we still need to leave before the snow comes.” Dr. Ottingford met her father’s gaze. His voice was painfully calm as he spoke, not sounding worried or excited, as though he didn’t truly believe they were in danger, even though all the evidence pointed in that direction. “We don’t know enough about the wilderness to survive a winter in these mountains.”

      “We’ll give it another week, just to make sure they aren’t coming back.” Her father dipped the ladle into the pot and dumped the watery broth into his bowl. “If Heath and Richard still haven’t arrived by that time, we’ll leave.”

      Bryony wanted to open her mouth and object, to tell him a week might still be too long, but her father was a stubborn man, and science always came first for him. She wasn’t going to convince him to leave his work a moment sooner than he had to. So she wrapped her coat tighter around her as another gust of wind swept into the valley, then simply said, “Thank you.”

      Her father didn’t respond as he wordlessly spooned the stew into two more bowls.

      And Bryony couldn’t help but wonder if staying an extra week meant she’d never see home again.
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        Five Days Later

      

      

      No rabbit. Bryony stared at the noose she’d made with rope she twined together from cedar bark.

      When she first decided to try snaring a rabbit, she realized she’d need to peel the bark off a cedar tree and soak it for a couple of days until it became pliable enough to be stripped into pieces and braided.

      But even after she’d made her own rope, she still hadn’t been able to catch an animal. Not today. Not yesterday. Not any day since she first got the idea weeks ago.

      She’d moved the snare to several different places in the valley, but no matter what she did or how many times she tried, she couldn’t catch a rabbit.

      The snares that their guide, Jack Ledman, set all summer had brought in a constant stream of food. It had seemed like a simple thing to recreate to ensure they didn’t run out of food. Sometimes Mr. Ledman had set four or five snares a night, and they would all have rabbits come morning.

      But she couldn’t catch a single one.

      Oh, what she’d give to go back in time to the day before Mr. Ledman died and ask him how to snare a rabbit. Neither Heath nor Richard had known. She’d asked them both before they left camp to get help, and they’d looked at her as though she was daft.

      They didn’t know how to catch fish either, at least not without a proper fishing pole and bait, and they’d had neither of those things.

      This morning the snare had been set off, which made the lack of rabbit almost worse. For the first time in a week, they’d been close to having meat. So very, very close.

      She tried to ignore the heat pricking the backs of her eyes and the lump in her throat. Tried to ignore the shiver that might be due to the damp, bitter cold, or the fact that she was so hungry, it felt as if her stomach was trying to eat itself.

      She didn’t know and didn’t want to think about it. Just like she didn’t want to think about the fact that Heath and Richard had yet to return with help. Or that she’d woken this morning to a light dusting of snow on her bedroll.

      Instead, she pushed herself off the ground and forced herself deeper into the woods where she could dig up more roots.

      Hopefully the meager stew would tide them over for another day.

      And hopefully God would answer her prayers about her brother and Richard returning with help before nightfall.
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      He was following the wrong tracks.

      Mikhail Amos hunkered into his seal hide parka as he strode up the mountain, stepping around fallen logs and boulders, trying to follow the tracks in the soft brown earth that were growing fainter and fainter in the drizzling rain. A gust of wind swept down the mountain, and he pressed his lips together. The wind was cold enough to bring snow, and all he could do was pray that somehow, by some miracle, the snow would hold off for a day or two, until he found the party of lost botanists he was searching for.

      After over a month of heading up the Stikine River, following the river across the border with Canada and exploring the mountains north and west of the river, he’d moved his search south, to the Iskut River that joined with the Stikine before flowing to the ocean.

      He wished he could say that searching a new location had led him to the scientists, but he was still at as much of a loss as to where they might be as he’d been when he left Petersburg in early October.

      This wasn’t his first expedition into the uncharted Coast Mountains that ran from Seattle all the way up into the mainland of Alaska, nor was it his second or third. He’d been a guide for official government expeditions for the past ten years, leaving every April or May and returning to Sitka every September.

      He’d even accompanied teams of men on rescue expeditions two times before. But this was the first time he’d been charged with a solo rescue mission on the cusp of winter.

      It was also the first time he’d gotten nowhere after over a month of searching. It was almost as though the team of botanists had disappeared from the earth.

      When he finally found a beached canoe and tracks on the sand, he’d been hopeful that following the tracks would lead to something helpful. The tracks were from a party of two, not six. But if the men were prospectors—most men roaming the wilds of Alaska were—and if they’d been searching the Iskut River valley for gold the past month or two, they might have run into the botany expedition or at least come across some other tracks.

      Following the men at least presented a chance for him to get helpful information about the lost botanists.

      But he was starting to think these tracks belonged to the worst prospectors in all of history.

      Any prospector who knew what he was doing would have gotten out of the mountains yesterday when the weather started to turn, realizing that snow was sure to follow.

      But these men were moving deeper and deeper into the mountains. It was almost enough to make him turn around, but the tracks looked to be only a half day old at this point, meaning he’d likely overtake the men by nightfall.

      Hopefully they’d seen the party of botanists, because if they hadn’t . . .

      Mikhail shook his head, not wanting to think about it. The men in the botany expedition were fathers and sons and brothers. If they didn’t come home, someone would miss them. And seeing how he’d spent the past eleven years of his life missing his own father, he couldn’t turn his back on the botanists without knowing he’d done every last thing in his power to save them.

      He paused for a moment beside a creek, noticing how the boot prints on the sandy bank and mossy earth sank deeper into the ground, indicating the men had stopped. There were even two indents where packs had been set in the sand for a bit. The men he was following were definitely prospectors. They’d left similar tracks indicating they’d stopped and searched for gold at the other creek he’d crossed yesterday.

      He squatted next to a patch of flattened moss, rubbing it between his fingers, then scanned the dense trees surrounding him. Rain drizzled through the canopy, wetting his face and dripping off the brim of his hat, the persistent patter of water mingling with the rustle of wind through the trees.

      The prospectors’ tracks led him higher up the mountain toward where the falling rain would surely turn to snow, at which point he just might lose the fading tracks.

      Perhaps he was on a fool’s errand, because even if the prospectors had crossed paths with the botanists, what were the chances there would be anything left of the botanists’ tracks?

      He clenched his jaw. It didn’t matter. He knew his way through the mountains in snow, and he’d been sent on a mission to find the botanists and return them safely to Sitka.

      He wasn’t ready to give up just yet.
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      “I’m not going to fix lunch unless you agree to pack up camp.” Bryony stood with her arms crossed, refusing to open the journal resting on a rock and record information about yet another lichen her father and Dr. Ottingford had discovered. “Don’t tell me you didn’t notice the snow on your bedroll this morning, Father. We have to leave.”

      She’d thought sure she’d return to camp after checking her snare to find her father packing up, but he’d asked for food and gone about business as usual, exploring the vegetation growing around the glacial lake—as if he hadn’t already explored it four times over.

      Now snow had started again, lazy, sparse flakes drifting slowly to the ground. How long until these flakes turned into a full-fledged storm that would trap them in this mountain valley?

      Her father only shook his head. “We agreed we’d leave in a week, and that gives us two more days.”

      Bryony looked up, surveying the mountains covered in snow. “But it’s snowing!”

      “Not so badly we can’t study the lichen.” Her father responded in that calm, matter-of-fact voice.

      “What if the snow keeps up and we can’t get out of the valley?”

      Her father pressed his lips into a firm line, and Bryony winced. She knew that look. It meant her father was about to get ten times more stubborn. “I told you last time we discussed this that I want to wait for Heath and Richard. They could be headed back here this very instant.”

      “What if they’re dead?” The words echoed across the valley. Perhaps she’d spoken them a little more harshly than she should, but her brother and Richard should have been back by now. And she’d rather take her chances getting lost in the woods than staying in the valley and waiting for winter to trap them. At least they had a chance of surviving, even if it was small.

      “We’re not dead,” a deep masculine voice called.

      Bryony jerked her head around to find two familiar forms emerging from the woods on the other side of the lake.

      “Heath?” She choked on her brother’s name and bolted toward the shore, her feet slipping on the rocky ground. “Heath!”

      Her brother quickened his pace as he strode toward her, a grin peeking through the red, untrimmed beard covering his face. He looked strong and healthy, as though he hadn’t been starving in the wilderness for the past ten weeks, and his stomach wasn’t eating itself from the inside out.

      “You’re really here,” she rasped.

      Heath nodded, his grin widening as he opened his arms. She threw herself into them. His coat was cold and damp against her cheek, but the warmth of his embrace still soaked into her.

      “I was so worried. I thought . . . That is, I wondered if . . .” She pulled back slightly, her hands gripping his shoulders as she looked him over. But his face didn’t look pale, nor did his cheeks look hollow. And his coat certainly wasn’t hanging on his shoulders, which hadn’t grown bonier either. He must have eaten better than they had up in the valley. Had he found food?

      “We’re fine.” Heath let out a small chuckle and hugged her once more, his familiar scent twining around her. “And it looks like you’re fine too. No need to worry.”

      She sighed. Why did everyone keep telling her there was no need to worry? She’d be a lot less worried once they were safely back in Sitka, sitting in the Caldwells’ warm parlor and drinking some type of fancy, imported tea from a porcelain teacup.

      “We found a way back to the river.” Richard stepped forward, his dark eyes surveying the snowy mountains surrounding them. “I didn’t realize how much snow you had up here. We’ll leave tomorrow at first light.”

      “I was just telling Bryony I’d like a couple more days here.” Her father approached them. He and Dr. Ottingford had followed her around the shore of the lake at a much more sedate pace. He leaned in and gave Richard a quick hug, then pointed toward the far side of the lake. “I’ve yet to catalog the northeast corner of the valley.”

      Richard made a small tsking sound and shook his head. “Look around you, Atticus. Surely you don’t want to be trapped here over the winter.”

      Her father scowled. “Are you going to bring me back to this valley again next summer? I can hardly return to the Smithsonian without having fully cataloged my findings. The shade and morning light will be different on the other side of the lake, and that could impact the lichen growth. It’s imperative that I have at least one more day, but in order to guarantee a thorough report, I’d prefer three.”

      Heath let out a sigh. “You’re not going to get three days, Father. You have this afternoon. We have to hike down this mountain, then travel over two others before reaching the river, and we need to reach the river before the snow comes. Now can I get a hug?”

      Father’s lips were still twisted into a scowl, but he leaned forward and gave Heath a brief hug before turning to Dr. Ottingford. “We best get to work, Walter. Bryony, I want you with me. You’ll need to sketch as much vegetation as possible, and Walter will collect samples. I’ll have to analyze our specimens and try to complete my report back home.”

      Her father turned and started around the lake. Bryony would have followed, but Richard stepped in front of her, tall and dark, the side of his mouth tipped up in a lazy half smile. “What about me? Do I get a hug like your brother?”

      Her throat turned tight. There was a time she would have hugged Richard without a thought. She’d spent most of her childhood hugging him or gripping his hand or bumping him while they both bent down to study the same insect or shrub or fallen leaf.

      But that was before everything had grown so complicated.

      She glanced over to find that her father had stopped walking, apparently curious enough to see how she would greet Richard that he’d put his research on hold for a few minutes. Heath was watching them too, and so was Dr. Ottingford.

      Bryony shifted, feeling suddenly hot as she looked back at Richard, even though her light-wool coat wasn’t thick enough to shield her from the cold air. “I’m glad you returned safely, and it seems you found a way back to the river, but where’s the rescue party?”

      She’d expected members from the rescue party to appear from the trees at any time and had assumed Heath and Richard were simply the first to pick their way through the narrow canyon that afforded entrance to the valley.

      But they’d been standing by the lake for several minutes, and no one else had appeared.

      “Please tell me you made it back to that Indian village,” she whispered to Richard. “Please tell me you got help.”

      Richard flashed her a confident smile—one she’d trusted as a girl but wasn’t so sure she trusted anymore. “You’re father’s right. You worry too much.” He reached out and patted her shoulder. “That’ll change once you’re my wife. I’ll see to it you don’t have reason to worry about a thing.”

      She pressed her lips together, half tempted to argue about whether she’d one day be his wife—she wouldn’t—but that wasn’t going to get them back to safety any sooner. “None of that tells me where the rescue party is. That’s the whole reason you left us, remember? To get help.”

      “We left you to find a way back to the river, Sis, which we did.” Heath sidled up to her, wrapping her in another hug from the side. “We didn’t need to go all the way back to the mouth of the river for help. We found our canoes and marked the trail back through the mountains. As long as we leave before the snow comes, everything will be fine.”

      “But—”

      “But nothing, Bryony.” Her father’s voice echoed over the lake. “Get the journal. I need your help on the other side of the lake.”

      She glanced at her father, then moved her gaze back to Heath, and finally to Richard. He’d spent two whole winters in Alaska, living with the Athabaskans just after he started working for the Department of the Interior. He’d survived those winters just fine. In fact, he’d survived them so well that he’d returned to Washington, DC, and written a book about it that made him famous.

      He didn’t seem worried about not having an official guide now.

      Nor did anyone else. Perhaps she was getting too worked up. Perhaps things would be fine now that Heath and Richard had found a way back to the river. Perhaps she was fretting over nothing, and they’d be off the mountain before the snow came in earnest.

      “You still look worried, and I don’t like it.” Richard reached out and trailed his thumb along her brow, which had no doubt been wrinkled as she’d studied their surroundings.

      Heath chose that moment to drop his arm from around her, giving Richard the perfect opportunity to step in and wrap her in the hug she didn’t want.

      He smelled of wool and mountain air and fancy cologne, like money and wilderness mixed together.

      “I’ve always taken care of you, haven’t I?” He probably intended his question to be reassuring, just like his hug, but it only made her feel more trapped, like she was nothing without him.

      That very well might be the case, but she wasn’t ready to admit it just yet.

      “Bryony! Now,” her father shouted. He’d marched halfway around the lake by this point, and she could feel his glare boring into her skin.

      She tried to step away from Richard and follow, but he tightened his grip around her.

      “Well? Haven’t I always taken care of you? You didn’t answer.” Something hard flashed in his gaze, and it made her entire body want to tense.

      But she forced herself to stay relaxed in his arms, forced herself to nod. Not because she agreed with the statement but because she’d learned long ago that placating Richard was the fastest way to get away from him.

      “Then surely you trust me to take care of you out here.”

      “Yes.” This time she whispered her response rather than nodded, but the word didn’t make her feel any better. It only made her feel like a liar.

      Because deep down she couldn’t stop herself from wondering if everyone else was wrong about how easy it would be to get back to the river.
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      Mikhail stood at the mouth of the canyon, staring into the narrow passage that cut through the mountain. Walls of rock rose steep and sheer on either side, so tight that only one person could pass through at a time. But there was no question that the prospectors had gone through it. The loose gravel held clear imprints from two sets of boots.

      Mikhail took a deep breath, adjusting his pack against his back, then stepped into the canyon.

      It was the perfect place for an ambush from above. Not that he was on poor terms with the Tahltan tribe, who lived along the Stikine and Iskut Rivers, or the Tlingit, who sometimes roamed this far inland. But being at the bottom of such a narrow canyon put him in a position of intense vulnerability, and he hadn’t spent the past decade surviving as a wilderness guide by being vulnerable.

      He also didn’t like what would happen to the canyon when the first snowfall came. It would be impassable. Fortunately he was still on track to reach the prospectors before nightfall, and if he was fast enough, he might be able to ask them about the botanists and then head back through the canyon before camping for the night. He didn’t like the idea of having to traverse it again in the morning, especially considering the snow flurries that had already drifted over the mountain.

      Up ahead, the canyon widened slightly, and Mikhail stepped into the small opening and pulled his canteen from his pack, taking a long swig of the cold, metallic-tasting water before setting off again. He rounded two more bends before a faint sound drifted to him. It was almost imperceptible at first, but it grew louder with each step.

      Water.

      He reached the next bend in the canyon and stopped. Ahead, the walls had grown slick and dark, streaked with the shimmer of water running down from high up on the rock. The water ran into a crevice on the far side of the canyon, and he had a feeling it would eventually emerge on the outer side of the mountain as a waterfall.

      At the moment, he was merely grateful the water hadn’t frozen. He sloshed through it and rounded another bend to find the canyon suddenly opening up, dumping him into a wooded valley.

      He paused for a moment, quiet and careful as he took in his surroundings, not knowing who or what was in this new valley. The mountain he’d spent most of the day hiking up now towered behind him, and a series of other smaller peaks jutted up above the trees. He had no idea if the canyon behind him was the only way in and out of the valley, but the ground revealed a startlingly fresh set of tracks at his feet.

      Good. That meant he’d be having a conversation with the prospectors within the hour, giving him plenty of time to trek back through the canyon before nightfall.

      Mikhail readjusted his pack on his shoulders, then climbed over a fallen log and started forward. A distant sound floated on the wind, and he turned his head, trying to discern which direction it had come from. Was it a voice or merely the sound of the wind howling through the canyon?

      The sound reached him again, and this time he was close enough to hear the deep undertones of a man’s voice.

      He slowed his steps, moving his sealskin mukluks quietly over the forest floor. The last thing he needed was to be greeted at gunpoint by a prospector who didn’t take kindly to being followed. When meeting strangers in the woods, it was far better to size up the men and their camp before making his presence known.

      The voices grew louder, snippets of conversation filtering through the trees; then a flicker of movement caught his eye. Blue, sticking out like a beacon against the greens and browns of the forest.

      “I’m quite pleased with the progress I made while you were gone.”

      “We should have returned a few days sooner. I didn’t realize how much the weather had changed up here.”

      “No, no. Don’t apologize. This gave me more time to work. Are you sure we can’t waylay our journey even a day?”

      “You can’t mean that. You’re out of food.”

      They’d run out of food? Mikhail frowned. The prospectors? They shouldn’t have. He’d come across two places where fish had clearly been cooked over a campfire, and he’d assumed the men had been snaring rabbits as needed along the way.

      The words cut out for a second, then continued. “. . . been worried this whole time and not journaling much.”

      “There’s nothing to worry about now that we’ve returned. But we’re leaving first thing in the morning. Finish your work tonight.”

      Mikhail found a thick patch of brush and crouched low, allowing him to finally glimpse the two men. One wore a blue coat and another a brown one, though they were moving away from him, back toward a pristine turquoise lake that sat nestled amid a circle of mountain peaks and thick forest.

      Three tents had been pitched on the far side of the lake, and he watched as the two men headed around the lake toward the camp, where two others came to greet them.

      Mikhail frowned. That should be impossible. He’d followed two sets of footprints through the mountains, not four. Perhaps the prospectors had left half of their party here in the valley and gone to search for more gold? But that seemed strange. If there wasn’t any gold in this valley, why would any prospectors have stayed here? And if there was gold, why would only two prospectors have left?

      And why were they camped by the lake and not near one of the mountains or beside a stream, both of which were more likely to contain gold than a beach?

      Unless they weren’t looking for gold.

      Mikhail stood and moved along the edge of the trees, staying far enough from the clearing that the men wouldn’t be able to see him, but close enough that he could keep an eye on them. If he got closer to the tents, he just might be able to tell how long the men had been camping there.

      Dare he hope that he’d found his team of missing scientists?

      No. It couldn’t be them. He’d clearly followed prospectors here. There was no question that the men he’d tracked had been searching for gold. They’d panned for gold in every stream they’d crossed and stopped to examine several geological formations on the mountain. Besides, there were only four people at the campsite, the two men whose conversation he’d just overheard, and the two other men who were now talking to the first two near the fire. He was looking for a party of six.

      Or at least he thought he was, since six people had left Sitka on the botany expedition last spring. But what if there were only four left now?

      Something tightened in his gut, and Mikhail cast his gaze toward the heavens. Please let everyone be safe, Father.

      But God didn’t give him any kind of clue as to whether he’d answered the prayer, so Mikhail moved closer to the camp, creeping through the trees and brush as he neared the tents with a small fire in the center. There were several unusual things in the camp, like the series of glass jars that held various types of foliage. They sat atop a boulder near the edge of the forest with a journal lying beside them. Finding a journal itself in a camp wouldn’t be terribly unusual. But this wasn’t some small, cheaply bound book that a prospector might use to make notes about where he’d been and what he’d found. It looked heavy and thick and ornate.

      Then there were the two small trowels sitting at the base of the boulder, their tips blackened with dirt.

      Finally he spotted a botanical press sitting on the opposite side of the boulder. It wasn’t overly large, but he recognized it as the device used to press samples of plants until they were paper thin. He suspected there were herbarium sheets somewhere in the camp, too, to help preserve whatever specimens had been collected.

      It appeared he’d found his team of botanists after⁠—

      “Stay right where you are, sir.”

      He turned at the sound of the voice to find a woman staring at him from beside a nearby tree. She was dressed in a green woolen coat and matching cap, with fiery, untamed waves of hair falling about her face.

      A woman. Memories flashed of his first expedition long ago, of another woman with long blond hair rather than red.

      Please, God. Not a woman. Not here. Not when we barely have a chance of getting out of this wilderness before winter.

      How could he have missed the fact that a woman was on the botany expedition?

      Before he could ask who she was, she opened her mouth and screamed. “Heath! Richard! We have an intruder!”

      Footsteps sounded from the direction of the camp, and Mikhail didn’t need to turn around to know that all four men were headed his way.

      He was tempted to ask who she was, but he could put it together easily enough. She was married to one of the scientists and was out on a lark, thinking herself special for leaving her fancy life in the city and trekking through the wilds of Alaska for half a year. And the wilderness certainly hadn’t suited her. She was pale and gaunt, with circles under her eyes and tight lines around her mouth and a coat that looked far too big for her bony, narrow shoulders.

      The men he’d glimpsed in the camp near the lake hadn’t looked half starved, though. Maybe she’d gotten dysentery or contracted some other disease that had left her weak and emaciated.

      Please keep her alive, Father. Please don’t let her be too far gone already.

      He expected her to look nervously about and wait for her husband—Heath, he assumed, since she’d called for him first. But instead, she straightened her spine and met his gaze.

      “I don’t know why you’re spying on our camp, but we have nothing of interest to you. Certainly not any gold. Just plant specimens, so you best move along.” She made a shooing motion with her hand, as though he were a rabbit or bird or something she could easily scare off.

      She might be frail, but she wasn’t spineless. That was a good thing, wasn’t it?

      “Bryony? What’s wrong?” The man in the brown coat strode through the trees to the woman. He was tall and lithe, and his shirt looked more white than brown. He had red hair, much the same as the woman’s, with a red beard to match.

      The man came to a stop beside her, drawing himself up to his full height and glaring at him with hard green eyes. “Is this man bothering you?”

      “Yes, yes, why were you shouting?” A man in a blue coat with snowy white hair and thick spectacles traipsed toward them, followed by a balding, middle-aged man whose hair held only a few hints of gray.

      The final man of the group was the only one sensible enough to appear holding a revolver which was something Mikhail would certainly have done if the situation were reversed.

      But the sight of the silvery barrel pointed his direction wasn’t what made his muscles coil. That had to do with the familiar face of the man holding the gun. Richard Caldwell.

      He’d changed little over the past decade. His dark hair was still meticulously combed back, every strand in place despite the rugged terrain. His high cheekbones and straight nose made him appear as though he belonged in a portrait hung in some grand parlor rather than in the wilds of Alaska. And those calculating, cold eyes of his hadn’t softened with age. If anything, they’d grown harder.

      Richard’s presence on the botany team was the reason Mikhail had chosen to guide a team of scientists sent to study the Kuskokwim River rather than the botanists headed up the Stikine. The interactions he’d had with the man over a decade ago were enough for him to know that everyone in Alaska would be happiest if he and Richard were thousands of miles apart.

      When tasked with finding the lost expedition team, he’d known he would run into Richard, but that still didn’t stop every muscle of his body from coiling tight now that they were staring at each other.

      “I caught this man here spying on us,” the woman said, gesturing to Mikhail.

      Mikhail moved his gaze away from Richard, who was holstering his gun, and surveyed the group. “Where’s Jack? Is he hunting?”

      Everyone froze, their gazes slowly finding each other in a way that made Mikhail’s muscles tighten even more.

      “How do you know Jack?” The redheaded man stepped closer.

      “They’re fellow guides.” Richard finally spoke, his lips twisting into a subtle sneer. “This is none other than Mikhail Amos, and I assume he’s here to rescue us.”

      “The explorer?” the redheaded man’s eyes widened, and he swept his gaze down Mikhail.

      Mikhail tried to hold back a wince. Did the men he’d been sent to rescue have to recognize him? He’d rather people not have the first clue who he was.

      A grin broke out on the redheaded man’s face, and he extended his hand. “Heath Wetherby with the Department of the Interior. I’ve read your articles. It’s an honor to meet you.”

      “I’m Heath’s father, Professor Atticus Wetherby, head botanist for the Smithsonian Institution in Washington, DC.” The man with snowy white hair stepped closer and held out his hand for Mikhail to shake. “This is my daughter, Bryony, who’s assisting her brother and me on our expedition.” The scientist gestured toward both the woman and the redheaded man—evidently not her husband. Now that he knew they were related, Mikhail could see their similarities, and they were both named after English plants. White bryony was a vine that produced berries, if he recalled correctly, and heath was a shrub that grew in the moorlands and produced purple flowers in late summer.

      Perhaps Dr. Wetherby had worked in England before taking a position with the Smithsonian Institution. Or maybe he had an English heritage.

      “I’m Dr. Ottingford, Dr. Wetherby’s associate.” The middle-aged man with the balding head reached out to shake his hand. “I must say, I’ve read all of your articles too, and it’s an honor to meet you.”

      “Thank you,” Mikhail mumbled, then shifted his gaze to Richard, but the other man didn’t offer his hand. It was just as well. Mikhail had no interest in pretending to play nice.

      “Did the Department of the Interior send you to find us?” Miss Wetherby stepped forward and extended her own slender hand.

      Rather than shake it as he’d done with the men, Mikhail twisted it until her hand rested atop the side of his and tilted his head toward it. It felt small and dainty beneath her gloves, far too breakable. “Technically, it was the governor’s office. Governor Caldwell grew worried when you didn’t return to Sitka by the first of September as planned.” He dropped her hand, then scanned the group again. “Now who wants to tell me what happened to Jack?”

      “Oh, ah . . . about Mr. Ledman . . .” Dr. Wetherby scratched the back of his head.

      “It’s quite unfortunate, that.” Dr. Ottingford’s brows knit together above his bony nose.

      Heath slanted a glance at Richard, but Richard shifted, refusing to look in Heath’s direction.

      Miss Wetherby was the only one who met his eyes directly. They were hazel, like the warm tones of honey swirling in tea. “There was a bear attack, and we couldn’t do anything to stop it. It happened over ten weeks ago.”

      “A bear that attacked only one person and left the rest of you unharmed?” Mikhail rubbed the back of his neck.

      “Mr. Ledman wasn’t with us.” Again, Miss Wetherby was the one to answer. “He was out hunting. Richard heard his screams and ran to help, but it was too late.”

      “I came as soon as I heard his screams.” Richard swallowed, his sharp eyes clouding for a moment. “I don’t know if there was anything we could have done differently.”

      “There likely wasn’t, not with a bear, and especially not if it was a sow with a cub nearby.” Mikhail’s voice came out sharper than he intended. He wasn’t angry at Richard but at the whole mess. He’d grown up with Jack. They’d chased each other through the mountains of Sitka more times than he could count. Jack was a good man and an excellent guide—and now he was gone.

      But that was the way of things in Alaska. Life here was harder than life in other places. There was always something waiting to snuff it out. A bear, a storm, a falling tree. It only served as a warning for what might come their way if they weren’t careful.

      A gust of wind chose that moment to sweep into the valley, and he raised his eyes to the sky, where thick, dark clouds gathered.

      He didn’t like the look of them, but it was too close to nightfall to pull up camp now, not with all the scientific specimens they’d need to pack before transporting them.

      Dear God, please hold back the snow for a few more days. That was all he needed, just long enough to get the team over the trio of mountains separating them from the Iskut River, where it was more likely to rain than snow.

      “Pack up your specimens tonight. We leave first thing in the morning,” he said to the group.

      Dr. Wetherby held up a finger. “Are you sure we can’t stay another day or two? I’m not quite finished with my research.”

      Mikhail was tempted to ask if the man understood snow, or that the canyon that led to this peaceful little valley would be impassable with the smallest bit of it. Did he understand how precarious a position they were in by staying in the wilderness even a day longer than necessary?

      But he’d learned long ago that fewer words often had more impact than more words. So all he said was, “Dawn.”

      Then he stalked off toward the camp.
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      Mikhail Amos was the most unnerving man she’d ever met. Bryony trudged back to the fire, where she intended to fry up the roots she’d dug up earlier that day and the bit of jerky Heath and Richard had brought back with them. It wouldn’t be the tastiest thing they’d ever eaten, but at least they’d all get a little meat.

      As for Mr. Amos, up until about twenty minutes ago, she’d thought him admirable. She’d read the series of newspaper articles he’d written two years ago. The articles had talked about his explorations of Alaska, and they’d been riveting.

      In fact, she’d liked them so much that she’d gone to the library and dug out another article from several years earlier, written by a man who’d been on one of Mr. Amos’s expeditions. In it, he described Mr. Amos saving him from a grizzly attack. She’d thought her heart would pound straight out of her chest as she read it.

      Her search had also yielded a book that described a harrowing expedition ten years ago near Skagway, where Mr. Amos had been assisting another guide. But the guide ended up dying in a bear attack, and Mr. Amos had to get the rest of the team out of the wilderness before winter. He hadn’t succeeded. Mr. Amos and the book’s author had been the only ones to survive the journey.

      The book had left her with a heavy feeling in her chest, but also a sense of awe about Mr. Amos himself. He seemed to have an innate understanding of the wilderness, and everyone said he was the best guide in all of Alaska.

      But nothing she read had indicated that the famous Alaskan explorer barely spoke, had golden eyes that appeared cold and hard, or walked through the woods as stealthily as a mountain lion stalking its prey.

      Well, now that she thought about it, the survivor of the grizzly attack had said something about Mr. Amos moving through the woods as swiftly as a predator, but she had thought that a good thing when she’d read it. In person, it made the man appear downright⁠—

      “What are you doing?”

      She jumped at the sound of the voice, then looked over her shoulder to find that the man she’d been stewing about had appeared out of nowhere. Probably because he moved through the woods like a predator.

      Drat. Why were those words from the article sticking in her mind?

      “Well?” he asked, staring at the wooden cutting board she’d just wiped off. “What are you up to?”

      “Making dinner.”

      “With what food?”

      Bryony reached into the deep pockets of her coat and pulled out the roots she’d dug up just before finding Mr. Amos spying on their campsite. Flecks of drying dirt sprinkled across the cutting board, and she sighed. She didn’t know what she’d been thinking, coming back to camp instead of going to the stream to wash the roots.

      No, that wasn’t true. She knew exactly what she’d been thinking. That she wanted to get away from those all-knowing eyes, from the man who seemed to think a million thoughts but never voiced a single one of them.

      Now she’d need to wash the cutting board because of it.

      “Is that all you’ve been eating?” Mr. Amos asked.

      Bryony wanted to press her lips shut and tell him to leave her alone, but there was almost something soft about how he said it.

      She looked up and found no softness in his face, though. Instead, his features were set in an unreadable mask, and those eerie golden eyes were boring into her.

      It caused every muscle in her back to stiffen. “Why?”

      “Here.” He swung his pack down from his shoulders. The pack looked heavy enough, she half wondered why he’d been carrying it around the camp and hadn’t set it down the first chance he got. But he didn’t seem to have any trouble moving it off his back.

      He rummaged in one of the pockets and pulled out a small wooden box, which he opened to reveal three biscuits wrapped in a cloth napkin with some pemmican beside it.

      He set the box atop the cutting board. “You need to eat.”

      Was it that obvious? Just how gaunt did she look to the stranger? She shoved the thought aside and stared down at the food, which of course caused her stomach to growl. But she forced her hand to stay by her side. “Thank you for the offer, Mr. Amos, but I can’t eat this. We haven’t much food left in the camp, and you’re going to need it to keep up your own strength.”

      He nudged the box closer. “We’ll have food aplenty once I catch fish for dinner tonight.”

      His voice was kinder than she’d expected, though the serious lines of his face still gave no indication he felt the least bit of compassion.

      But he must feel something; otherwise he wouldn’t be offering her his own dinner.

      Her stomach rumbled again. Had he heard it?

      She glanced up to find his lips now pressed into a firm line, but his voice still sounded soft when he said, “Take what you want. I insist.”

      She reached out and swiped two biscuits and two pieces of pemmican. She couldn’t explain why her hand trembled as she did so, nor why, once she had the food in her hand, she stood staring at it rather than putting it in her mouth.

      She had the strangest notion not to eat it but to squirrel it away somewhere in her pack and hide it for a time when she was truly hungry.

      Which was ridiculous, because she’d been hungry for weeks.

      “Eat it, please. I have flour to make more biscuits, and pemmican and jerky aplenty in my pack. I’ll catch fish for dinner to give us some fresh meat. Don’t worry about eating too much.”

      She lifted a biscuit to her mouth and took a small bite.

      “Do you have food, Mr. Amos?” Father came up beside her and reached for a biscuit. “This looks delicious. All we had for lunch was stewed roots.”

      Mr. Amos’s hand reached out and clasped Father’s wrist before he could snatch the biscuit from the box. “This food is for your daughter. You can wait until I catch us some dinner.”

      Her father blinked. “But I only had a small bit of jerky after Heath and Richard came back to camp. I really am quite hungry.”

      “You can wait an hour.” There was no hint of kindness in Mr. Amos’s voice now, and he closed the lid on the box with more force than necessary, causing the sound of wood slapping together to echo through the valley.

      He bent and retrieved the pieces of a fishing pole that had been strapped to the side of his pack, then screwed them together with smooth, practiced movements.

      A moment later he stalked off toward the lake, leaving her with the entire box of food and her father with a perplexed look on his face.
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      It took Mikhail less than an hour to catch ten fish. As he’d expected, the lake had been full of them, but no one in the party of botanists and researchers had known how to make a fishing pole out of a tree branch after Jack had died, and Richard had said Jack’s fishing pole had broken during the bear attack.

      He’d held his tongue, not bothering to tell Richard that if he was going to survey the Stikine and Iskut River valleys for the Department of the Interior, he should be a skilled enough woodsman to fashion a fishing pole or snare a rabbit or do something to provide food for himself and the members of his party.

      But despite the fact Richard Caldwell published a field guide every year about some new area he’d explored, and despite the fact he’d written numerous reports for the Department of the Interior over the years, it seemed the man had never once gone on an expedition without a guide.

      Mikhail shouldn’t be surprised. In his experience, Richard Caldwell liked to talk big, even when he knew very little.

      His fishing line full, Mikhail turned away from the lake and headed back to camp, where he was hoping he could make use of Miss Wetherby’s cutting board to clean the fish.

      Her father and the other scientist were packing their specimens and equipment in a wooden trunk that looked large and cumbersome, and Heath and Richard were having a deep conversation near the bedrolls.

      Mikhail pursed his lips as he surveyed the trunk. It was sure to slow them down. There would be no quick or easy way to get it through the canyon, and if the rain turned to snow . . . Well, he didn’t want to think about how slippery the trails would be while carrying the trunk.

      “You caught that many fish?”

      He turned to find Miss Wetherby standing beside the fire, her eyes running down his stringer.

      She tucked her bottom lip between her teeth, as though not quite sure what to say, then finally blurted, “We won’t be able to eat all of those.”

      “I know, but I want to cook them all tonight. We’ll save some for breakfast tomorrow. Mind if I use your cutting board?”

      “Go ahead.” She gestured toward the wooden board he’d watched her take down to the beach to clean. “I figured I’d still cook the roots I dug up, and the bit of jerky Heath and Richard brought back with them, but I hadn’t realized you’d catch so many fish.”

      “The roots will be a good addition to the meal. I have some flour in my pack. Do you know how to cook biscuits over a fire?”

      She stilled for a moment, then gave her head a small nod. “I’ve been cooking biscuits like that since the first time I accompanied my father on an expedition.”

      Something about how she said that made him wonder just how old she’d been when she’d gone on her first expedition. But if she was
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"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.
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