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      Tawhiri’s stone ax fell in a steady rhythm. It splintered the brittle exterior of the bamboo nearly drowning out the hushed rush of waves. Tawhiri paused to look over his shoulder at the surf against the lava rocks.

      “Look at my son. He is such a strong, handsome man now, and how talented he is.” Ooma’s grass skirt hissed around her legs as she approached him. “This hut is going to make the whole village jealous.”

      Tawhiri grinned and wiped a trail of sweat from his forehead with the back of his wrist.

      “I have built half of the huts on the island, old woman. What is going to make this one any different?”

      “This one has a turtle on it. The last one had a dolphin. I like turtles better.” Ooma crossed her legs and sat on the hardened dirt beside the bamboo Tawhiri was splitting. “You know, there was a sea turtle swimming around the sandbank where I found you.”

      “Maybe it laid me there like one of its eggs. It is good you plucked me up before the frigate birds.”

      Ooma snatched a handful of discarded bamboo leaves and slapped them across his calves. “You always tease me, rascal.”

      Tawhiri returned to his work with a chuckle. He would have rather been on the boats with the men. A whale shark was spotted offshore early in the day. The water was rich, and the fish were spawning. Larger predators would gather to take advantage making the haul particularly good. For Tawhiri, the generosity of the village would be feeding him again, rather than the bounty of the ocean.

      It was nothing to be ashamed of. His strong back was needed on the Island. It freed up others to fish, but the injustice made his stomach hurt and his core burn.

      They were a people of the ocean. He could never so much as dip his toes in the water without the elders shaking their staffs at him and warning him back. Though he had grown to manhood in body many years ago, he would not earn that position among the people until he could swim the caverns and pass the tests.

      “Aren’t you supposed to be helping with the yams? Why are you bothering me, woman?” Tawhiri kicked a pile of bamboo husks at the seated matron.

      She brushed them off, hissing. “Devil child.”

      Still laughing, Tawhiri turned back to the water. The sun was on its reluctant decline. Fishing boats would return soon. Perhaps others as well. A canoe had set out for Ata’ai Kalu yesterday, carrying girls to the giant volcano to be tested. Those who passed would return as women and full members of the tribe. Among the familiar heads of dark hair, there had been one unexpected face.

      “She’s back already.” Ooma pushed herself up, moaning like winds in hurricane season.

      “So, she went? Did she…”

      Ooma nodded slowly, peering up at him, her eyes shards of obsidian between the wrinkles of her sun-wizened face. She was the mother of all the village. Loved by everyone.

      Ooma would often be left responsible for the hordes of young children running wild over the Island while their parents worked. People came to her for coconut oil to make their hair and skin shine or remedies to heal their infected cuts and puckered burns. She was the steadiest hand for tattoos. Yet, no one could claim she wasn’t just a little on the crazy side.

      She often wore lizards, still alive, tied around her wrist, just like Tawhiri himself had as a child. It was entertainment only village children indulged in, not behavior for a gray-haired wise woman. Every few months she would walk the beaches around the island with coconut halves in hand and seashells tied around her waist, making an awful racket.

      No one ever got a straight answer about what she was doing.

      Perhaps her craziness was why she had decided to keep Tawhiri when she found him, barely a day old, abandoned, and squirming on a sandbar. The villagers knew to avoid the strange people that sometimes appeared from there. Infants, especially. Spirits sometimes left their unwanted half-breeds on the shore. These demigods were believed to be safer dead. If adopted into the village, they would inevitably feel the call of the ocean, and abandon their families. They did not have natural human lives, and possessed strange magics. It was said their presence on an island would attract the attention of the Ri, and while the spirits were not evil, they could be spiteful and jealous. That would deter most women. And if that didn’t, the cruelty demigods formed towards humans would convince any it was not worth the risk. In every legend, the demigods eventually turned their wrath on the people who had once been their family. As if to sever their last ties to the land.

      “Kai’ali passed the test this time.” Ooma waved towards the path, inviting Tawhiri to see for himself. “Never thought I’d see the day, but she’s a tough little bird and she would not give up.”

      Tawhiri set his ax among the splintered bamboo and pulled his laplap between his legs, tying it up so he could run freely. It was one of the good things about being considered a child in the eyes of the village. He didn’t have to worry about behaving with maturity.

      “Tawhiri, wait for your old mother,” Ooma called.

      Laughing, Tawhiri circled her twice. “I want to get there before sunset.”

      He took off down the path, leaving Ooma far behind, most likely shaking a shriveled fist in his direction as she was prone to do when angry.

      The hard-packed earth cut through salt-resistant undergrowth and bowed hibiscus stalks. At the edges of the village, children hung from a plumeria tree, throwing flowers and stringing them through palm frond stems to make leis and headdresses. A few dropped from the tree, matching Tawhiri for a couple of strides before he outpaced them. Their laughter followed him into the center of the village.

      Most of the huts on the outside of the village bore his intricate carvings under the kunai roofing. Bora’s carried the pukpuk, a nod to his love for hiding in the jungle and jumping out to tackle his friends like a crocodile emerging from the water. Juni and Aanapa had entwined eels. One never let go of the other's hand. They even went fishing together. Tuplo’s was a shark. He was a warrior to be reckoned with and had pridefully retrieved a shark’s jaw to adorn the post.

      In the village center, the huts were older and hunched together. Passing feet had pounded the hardened the path til it was like stone. A haus wind formed a large arc around communal fires. The posts bearing the thatched roof were rubbed smooth, bearing the marks of countless generations. Some were so ancient they had been dented and turned black by passing hands. Others still bore intricate designs.

      Elders ringed the fires, painting each other’s faces and arms to look their best for the welcome

      Tawhiri skirted the gathering villagers, ducking under huts raised on stilts. The women were just returning from the beach. Their hair was pulled up into buns, revealing painted designs soon to be tattooed on their necks and shoulders. Red clay caked the top half of their faces. All of them danced, their laplaps still wet and slapping against their legs.

      Kai'ali wouldn’t be dancing like the rest of them. Tawhiri tugged his hair back from the sweat on his neck as he forced his way past some climbing bushes.

      Omla’ai stepped from the half-moon of elders and plucked a wreath of fresh leaves from a waiting mother’s hands. Tawhiri didn’t need to hear the words to know what was being said by the old chief. This was an ancient tradition. An invitation to pass the threshold from childhood to adulthood. He used to listen to those words with rapt attention and wish for the day he would hear them himself. A day when Ooma would weave him a wreath to wear, and he could take his place among the warriors of the tribe.

      But the ocean was the blood of the Taloan people, and he wasn’t allowed to touch it. He could not pass through it to earn his place among them. His heart still pinched at the knowledge, though he was resigned to it now. At least he could celebrate Kai'ali.

      If she had indeed passed.

      Kai'ali hung in the back of the small group of girls. Not girls any longer. They were women. She couldn’t dance with them, but a smile hung on her face. Her limp was more pronounced from exertion.

      Grinning, Tawhiri circled around the back of the group and sprinted for Kai'ali. Her smile faltered for a moment when she saw him.

      Releasing the laugh building in his chest, Tawhiri ducked and grabbed her good leg. She just managed to stay upright, hanging onto the shoulder of Yemi beside her.

      “Ah, curse you, little rooster.” She aimed a slap in his direction and her smile returned.

      An older woman glared at Kai'ali from the gathering crowd but didn’t bother to correct Tawhiri. He was, after all, still a child.

      He dodged around a line of women coming back from the gardens and slowed his pace. Some of the warriors had returned from fishing. Men his own age, whom he had played with as children. At that age, none of them had seen the harm in letting him swim with them. Old men and their rules were far away when children were only looking for fun.

      Ihaka had been the worst troublemaker of them all. He and Tawhiri had often crept off their mats to swim on the reef in the night when the waves were rough and the sharks were feeding.

      Even now, Ihaka was a good friend. Not what he was once, though. He was a warrior and the son of the chief, and he couldn’t waste his time with a child.

      Ihaka offered Tawhiri a slight nod of the head before focusing back on the line of women. He would be leading the dance tonight.

      It was hard to be happy for Kai'ali when everything was a reminder that life was moving on without him. He was a man in all aspects but one. While Ihaka could marry, go to war, and make a life for himself, Tawhiri would always stay in the shadows.

      It was worthless to get angry. He couldn’t do anything about it. At one time he’d thought about stealing a canoe and finding a new tribe, but that was foolish. The archipelago was small and they would learn about him soon enough. Their fears might be more violent than the Taloan, who knew him well. Besides, this was home and Ooma was old and needed him.

      Kai'ali was the last one to reach the elders. The final rays of the sun caressed her red cheeks and made her glow. She leaned down to let Omala’ai place the wreath on her head and whisper the well-known words in her ear.

      Tawhiri completed his circle around the haus wind and the gathering village just as Ooma hobbled down the trail. She was breathing hard and accepted his arm as he slowed beside her.

      “Are you upset?” she asked

      “Why would I be upset? She did well.”

      Ooma nodded, her hair falling across her forehead. “Yes, she did. You are right to be proud of her. But you would also be right if you were grieved to be left behind.”

      “Quit pretending to be wise.” He batted the knot in her hair. “It will make your old head ache.”

      “Quit pretending to be a child. You are making my old heart ache.”

      Tawhiri shook his head, trying to laugh it off. “Go dance, if your joints can still bend.”

      “Rascal.” Ooma shot him one last exasperated look before hobbling to the haus wind.

      Kai’ali and the other women lined up on the far end, feet set far apart and knees bent. The Taloan people took up a similar position on the far end.

      Ihaka stood at the front of the formation and beat the hard earth with the end of a decorated staff.

      The beat made Tawhiri’s blood boil and churn. Hundreds of feet hit the ground until it drowned out the surf and the hollow thud of the staff. Tawhiri burned with desire, his feet ached to slam into the ground with the drumming.

      Ihaka started the chant, leading off the dance.

      “Listen, my son. Listen, my daughter. I will teach you…”

      Like one being, the village repeated the phrase, adding a flourish of abrupt movements to each beat.

      “I will teach you of the ocean. I will teach you of the Island. I will teach you of your people and of yourself.

      A few children on the edges mimicked the movements clumsily, laughing. Older boys and girls were content to watch. Tawhiri had once been an intent learner like them, but he would never dance with the village.

      As the dance continued and old wisdom was passed on to the younger generation, the initiates joined. Some paused to consider the words and the promises they made. They would all dance the dance, make the promise, and enter into membership with the village. It was the way of all their people.

      Kai’ali was one of the first to join. She struggled to copy the beat of the dance, with her foot perpetually twisted under her, but her words were sure.

      Tawhiri grinned as he took in her maneuvers. They were beautiful, even if they were not perfect. Like the waves, which refused to find rhythm or follow any pattern. She would be her own kind of woman. It was fitting that her dance was her own.

      He knew this dance like he knew how to breathe or walk. He would have followed it perfectly if he were given the chance.

      The thought brought a new ache to his chest, stronger than before. It refused to be pushed back. He should have stayed to watch Kai’ali and the other initiates complete their vows, but it was fruitless. By joining them, she was leaving him behind, too. His joy for her was drowned out by his own frustration.

      He turned his ear from the song and followed the well-worn path back to Ooma’s hut, leaving the village to celebrate. No one would miss him.
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      Tawhiri rolled off his mat well after the sun was up. Ooma’s yell was what had finally roused him.

      “You are lazy today.” Satisfied with her work, Ooma dropped a rolled cloth containing her hahau, moli, and ink onto the floor. Her hands were wet with ink and blood, a testament to a morning and night filled with work. There were other villagers skilled in tattooing, but it could take days to complete a tattoo alone. For the women who could bear the pain, two tattoo artists might work at once to complete the work faster.

      Ooma could do the work of two artists alone.

      “Why are you still sleeping?” Ooma asked, wiping her hands before shaking a blackened fist at him.

      When he was a boy, he dreamed Ooma would decorate his skin one day. She would choose the design, and it would be right because she knew him. Now he understood she would be dead of old age long before he was given the privilege of earning a mark.

      “I have been awake.” He pulled a stick from the pitpit above his head and fiddled with the soft flesh within the broken stalk.

      “Bah. Lying on the ground all day like a dead fish. Get up.” Ooma threw a knife on the floor beside him. “Come help me get these bananas before children and blakbokis pick them clean.”

      Tawhiri grabbed the knife, rolled, and vaulted to his feet. “I’ve not been laying here all day.”

      “Long enough that most of those bananas are sitting in some child’s stomach, making him sick.” She shook a finger at him. “You used to do that, too, do you remember? You would eat the green bananas until your stomach cried, and then you would empty it, and go pick more the next day.”

      “You can’t wait around for the bananas to get yellow, or they will be cut down by the old ladies like you, and hung in someone’s hut. They are much harder to steal then.”

      “Old ladies like me can’t reach the bananas. That’s why we have strong sons whose backs can still straighten.” Ooma hobbled down the log, with its carved steps, accentuating her stiffness. As if she needed to prove her point.

      “There.” A bunch, already missing several bananas, hung from a tree bent from multiple recent climbs. Tawhiri chuckled to himself as he tromped over to it.

      An old laplap was lying in the tree’s shade, thrown aside after a previous attempt to hide the prize. One of the ripest fruits bore a large chunk and the teeth marks of a local fruit bat.

      “I could find a hundred stalks deeper in.” Tawhiri reached for the stalk. Ooma could have collected them herself if she had pulled over the stump Tawhiri had cut for this purpose.

      “No. This one is mine. I dug this tree up months ago, and I watered it and watched it grow. No one else gets my bananas.” Her fist shook over her seafoam-topped head. She glared at the mountains as if the blakbokis could hear her from their roosts.

      “If the old lady wants the bananas,” Tawhiri severed the fleshy stalk, flinching as the juices sprayed his face, “the old lady will get the bananas.”

      Ooma patted his arm with a genuine smile. “That is because I have a good son who spoils me.”

      A good son who had no family of his own to worry about.

      Tawhiri didn’t voice the thought, instead pausing to hold the stalk of green fruit steady so Ooma could twist a rope below the top hand.

      “I finished Kai’ali’s tattoo last night. You should go see it,” Ooma said conversationally as they walked toward the hut. Tawhiri grunted, shifting the mass of fruit higher on his shoulder.

      “What did you give her?”

      “Go see,” Ooma urged.

      “If you just told me, I wouldn’t have to put off finishing that hut any later. I want the frame done in the next few days.” Tawhiri hitched the bunch to the first beam he could reach, digging his hand through the kunai to get it in a snug position. His hands were always covered with slices from the thin blades, but he had to be careful going against the dried grass. The stems were prone to getting stuck under fingernails or digging deep into the flesh.

      “Who is this hut for?” Ooma asked.

      “Ihaka.” Tawhiri secured the rope and stepped aside to let the bananas swing.

      “Ah.”

      “Ahhhh what?” Tawhiri raised an eyebrow.

      “It explains why you chose a sea turtle.”

      Tawhiri rubbed a fresh cut on his finger, dislodging the sliver left inside. He had been wondering that himself. When he’d first started carving, he’d been struggling between the Taringao, a symbol of power, or an intelligent octopus. The second was more fitting for the Ihaka Tawhiri knew now, but Ihaka wasn’t the same as he once was. In the end, as Tawhiri started carving, the sea turtle found itself. A symbol of loyalty and wisdom.

      “If you haven’t figured it out by the time you’ve finished, come ask,” Ooma said.

      “Why all the secrets today?”

      “Give me my knife.”

      Tawhiri held the stone blade between his fingers and dangled it over her head. “Tell me what tattoo Kai’ali got.”

      “Ohhhh, rooster. I need that to cut more candlenut.”

      “I suppose you will be without ink, then. It will be a great tragedy.”

      Ooma slapped Tawhiri’s chest. “I will throw you back to the frigate birds. Give it to me!”

      “I’m too big for their ugly beaks. You will have to find a shark. What’s the tattoo?”

      Finally, Ooma sighed and crossed her arm. “Fine. I gave her a sea slug.”

      “Ooma.”

      She rolled her eyes. “I gave her a hibiscus.”

      Tawhiri grinned and lowered the knife. “Good choice. Time to get to work.” He laughed and jumped away, leaving Ooma shaking her head at him.

      He slowed his run almost as soon as he cleared the house, and the smile became heavy. It slid away, but the weight stayed.

      The scent of the fresh-cut posts filled the clearing. Tawhiri’s work from the previous day lay where he had dropped it.

      Not far from the simple frame, Ihaka and Oma’lai were arguing about something. Tawhiri knew it before he got close enough to hear. Ihaka rarely had a conversation with his father that didn’t include arguing. Ihaka’s sour face would have informed him regardless.

      “There you are.” Oma’lai turned to Tawhiri as soon as he was near.

      Tawhiri gave the chief an unconcerned grin and retrieved his ax from under a pile of green kunai. Oma’lai was not a harsh man, but he had a village to run, a son to train, and he didn’t waste his time. He only spoke to Tawhiri out of irritation. His pride and encouragement were kept for warriors, elders, and village leaders. Even then, it was sparing.

      If Oma’lai’s respect was lacking toward Tawhiri, it was nearly nonexistent for his son. His expectations were hard to meet. Everyone saw it, except the chief himself.

      “You must really want Ihaka out of your hut.” Tawhiri lifted a pole with one large hand, partially to show Oma’lai just how capable he was. No real child could do that.

      Not that it mattered.

      Still, he took some satisfaction in how the chief’s eyes followed the pole as Tawhiri placed it into the notch he’d started cutting the afternoon before. It would need a few more blows if it were to stay in place. The notch was too small.

      Traditionally, a man would build his own hut with his father before earning his place as a warrior. Once it was done, he could choose a woman and take her into his hut, beginning their lives as full members of the tribe. Oma’lai should have been showing Ihaka how to do this himself, but the two had not been by often to help. Many people were depending on Tawhiri to fill that role. It seemed to be that they needed to give something to Tawhiri to do, and not that it was genuinely needed.

      Oma’lai had many other things to teach his son. There were multiple expectations to lay on the shoulders of the next chief. Ihaka should have already been moved into this hut, though. He had become a warrior several years ago.

      Tawhiri let the pole drop and pulled back his arm to begin hacking at the notch.

      “How much longer before the hut is finished?” Oma’lai interrupted.

      Ihaka sighed and crossed his arms over his chest, clearly working towards calming himself. The look he sent Tawhiri was part curiosity, part apology.

      “Sooner than it would have been before.” Tawhiri grinned but let the smile drop at the chief’s impatient glance. “Another week or so.”

      “Ihaka and I are going with some of the warriors to visit our allies on the archipelago. It should not take long. We would like the hut to be done when we return.”

      Ihaka stepped around his father, his own shoulders already broader and taller than the withering, older man. “Is there enough time?” His discomfort was clear.

      Tawhiri shrugged and swung the ax again, shaving a few rough chunks of wood. It needed to be just a little smaller than the beam itself, or it wouldn’t wedge in tightly enough, and the rope wouldn’t hold it as it swelled or shriveled over time.

      Ihaka leaned over, eyes narrowed to assess the placement. He lifted the beam and joined Tawhiri in pressing it into place. Tawhiri wedged it in with a few solid strikes from the back of his ax.

      Oma’lai’s frustration seemed to be growing, as if Tawhiri were a distraction from the conversation instead of working on the very thing he wanted built.

      “It shouldn’t take long,” Ihaka said. “And we can help with whatever needs to be finished when we come back.

      “Oma’lai,” a deep voice called.

      The chief cut off the conversation with a grunt and turned down the path toward the sound of his name.

      Ihaka rolled his eyes, shoulders slumping. He glanced at Tawhiri and scanned the layout of the huty. He didn’t have anything else to say, it seemed.

      Turning his back on Tawhiri, he followed Oma’lai,

      Pushing down frustration, Tawhiri focused on the task ahead of him.

      The sun was already high. The tangy scent of fresh cut wood mingled with the salt ocean breeze. The soft drumming of the women beating out tapa would be easily overpowered by the pounding of his own hammer, but for now he wanted to enjoy the backdrop.

      He settled on the spider web of wooden poles forming the floors, letting one foot hang over the edge. For some homes, he tacked pitpit between the boards, and it lasted for a couple years. But this was the chief’s son. He didn’t want to come back to put on a new floor. He would take the time to cut bamboo, split them, and line them up like he would have for the platform on an outrigger. He wasn’t in a rush, especially now that Oma’lai had tried to hurry him along.

      He slid from his perch, ducking to slide under the stilts. He had a few more posts to assemble to make the roof sturdy, but he would need to start cutting bamboo soon. The tiny slivers protecting the stalks made it an unpleasant task.

      As he grabbed a cut log and peeled the bark away, a group of young men came up the trail from the beach. It was still early, but they already had a healthy catch. They had been out while Tawhiri was still flat on his back. They had responsibilities, expectations placed on them as warriors. He didn’t.

      Men and women both returned different from the volcano. While the young men laughed and jostled each other, there was still a stern quality to their faces. The playfulness of youth had left them. They had their own households to run, and people in the tribe depending on them.

      The laughter of the young men faded into the rush of wind in the trees, the pounding of the women’s clubs, and the shrieks of children playing in the waves.

      Tawhiri let his ax hang from his fingers, fully absorbed in the sensory wonder of the Island he loved. It was a balm, pushing away his discontentment. Joy bubbled up again, fed by the flash of brightly colored birds overhead and  the distant yell of women gathering food in the shallows. The sand was soft and hot under his feet.

      He let a smile settle on his face and leaned into the swing of his ax.
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      Ooma snored like an old boar.

      Most nights Tawhiri would have slept through it, tired from carving the wood for the huts, lifting, and swinging. Rest came easily. But not tonight.

      The initiation song returned in the quiet, the words repeating in his mind. Powerful dance moves echoing back to centuries of tradition.

      He was a son of Taloa, too.

      The tapa forming the wall lifted, and a shadow passed through. Kai’ali. Her gait was unmistakable.

      “What are you doing here?”

      “Shhhh, you will wake Ooma.” Kai’ali grabbed his arm and pulled him off his mat.

      “She’s deaf when she is asleep, just as when she’s awake.” Tawhiri jumped down to the thin grass.

      “You shouldn’t be so mean. You will be an old man someday.”

      “If I don’t fall off a cliff or get bit by a snake or something.”

      Kai’ali giggled and tugged him towards the sound of the surf.

      “You know, you are a woman now. This is very childish behavior for a member of the tribe.”

      Kai’ali practically glowed. The moonlight glinted off her teeth. “Can you believe it? This was my fifth try. I told myself I would do it or drown.”

      “Are you sure you didn’t drown?”

      She hissed and climbed over a downed log. “Close your mouth, rooster.”

      “Where are you taking me?”

      Kai’ali pushed through some low-lying foliage. The grass and dead leaves turned into sand. The tide was high, and the
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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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